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The THIRD | ED ITION. 


f Muſic the bows grief « can charm, 
8 And fate's ſevereſt rage diſarm; | . 
Muſic can ſoften pain to. eaſe, 
And make deſpair and madneſs leaſe ; H 
Our joys below it can improve 
And antedate the bliſs above. Pore. 
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A 
BO the time when buſy faces meet 308 


A bumper of good liquor - 352 

e duly humble bee am I - - - 296 
A choir of bright beauties in ag did appear 286 
A curſe attends that woman's fore - 95 
A cawn of hope niy foul revives = = 31 
Adieu! the verdant lawns and bowers 296 
Adieu thou lovely youth =» - - 42 
Adieu ye groves, adieu ye plains - 1.52 
Acieu ye ſtreams that ſmoothly low « 153 
Adviſe your friend, grave man of art 180 
A few years ago in the days of my grannam 216 
A fond father's bliſs is to number his race 380 
Again, Britannia, ſmile = - » + 
Again in ruſtic weeds array'd - - 70 
Again the balmy zephyr bows «+ 8 263 
Ah! bright Belinda, hither fl =» 183 
Ah! Celia, why affect diſdain - 406 


ah! Chloe, thou treaſure, thou joy of my bra 189 


Ah! Chloris, could I now but fit 199 
Ah! cruel maid, how haſt thou chang” 4 4 
Ah | dear Marcella, maid divine — 164] 
Ah! happy hours, how fleeting - 1566 
Ah! ſeek not to know what place detaing 44 
Ab! ſohtude, take my difireſs +» - ** 
Ah! Strephon, what can mean the joy 3 
Ah! fure a pair was never ſeen - 162 
Ah! tell me, why ſhould ſilly man 361 
Ah! think not to deceive me - - 52 
Ah ! where can one find a true ſwain 45 
Ah! where is my Damon? ye ſongfters 405 
Ah! whither, alas ! fhall Ifly » » 264 
Ah! why did iy gang away =» - 95 
Ah! why muſt words my flame reveal 27 
Ah! why ſhould fate purſuing - - 395 


Alexis, a pretty young ſwain 
Azexis, a ſhepherd. young, conſtant 
Alexis, how bah ful a lover 

Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow fwains =» 


and kind b 
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j as Janie gay, gang'd blithe his way 


£6] Aſk if on damaſk roſe is ſweet 


All i in 505 Sonics the fleet was * 
All my paſt life js mine no more 
All nature looks gay _ 

All on the eaſhat banks of Feed 
All you who would with to fueceed . a laſs '3 
A maſter 1 have and 1 am his man — 3y6o 
Amidſt my admirers when Damen appea's 6g 
Ampbitryon and his bride; a godiike pait "1 
And are you ſyre the news is true - 4 
And canſt thou leave thy Nancy 
And did you not hear of a Jolly vou 


% 


es; 83 | 


And has the then faiPd in her fait 4 
Angelic fair, beneath yon pine Ft 
Ariſe, ſweet meſſenger of morn' = « 2 14 
| A failor's voice, tho" coarſe can raiſe 11 

As Amoret and Phillis fat < - - 263 
As archers and fidlery who cunningly kno! 70 
As Bacchus and Mars onee together wete ſiit 0g 3 8 

= 1 5 


As bringing home the other da 

As burns the charger when he hears 
As Celia in her garden ſtray'd 
As Celia to the covert ftray'd 


& 4 * 


As Chloe came into the room tCother day 129 
As Damon late within the grove - 265 
As Vaphne fat beneath a ſhade + 5 5 
as Delia, bleſt with eyery grace 5 205 
As Dian and her hunting train - - 307 
As down on Banna's banks I ſtray c 164 
] As down the cowſlip dale I ſtray- - 74 
As flows the cool and purpling rill - 166 
As in a penfive fur Myrtilla ſat— 309. 
As I on purple tapeſtry lay «„ „ "vas 
As I ſat joyous in a pleaſant room . j 7 
As 1 ſaw fair Chloe walk alone - 15 
As I was ganging o'er the lee =» & 


as I went o'er the meadows, no matter the ay 


15 
As I went to the wake that is held on the green 5 


2535 
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Aſk me not how ealmly 1 


iv 
Aſe not the cauſe why ſullen ſpring «. 180 
As lately at 4 rural fa'r > . 181 
As May in all her youthful. . 190 
As my cow I was milking juſt now in the vale 69 
As now my bloom comes on apace $5: 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier, for me. 408 
As on a ſummer's day R 266 
As once a gentle red- breaſt took. his Rand 405 
As on Tay's banks I wandred in ſearch , 191 
As o'er the f wa yourg Sandy trippd » 80 
As o'er the varied meads.l WT. . 3 99 
Aſpaſia rolls her ſparkling eyes «7; a6 
As paſſing by a ſhady grove - - . 266 
As porter Will along Saint Paul's did move 309 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuneful nine 129 
Aſſiſt me, every tuneful barg : 181 
As the birds on every ſpray 297 


As the Thames" filent ſtream crept dente along 198 
As through the fields I chanc'd to fray. | 56 
As.through the grove I chanc'd to ſtray 164 
As tink'ring Tom brough ſtreets his trade did 313 
As t'other day in harmleſs chat ; 114 
As t'other day: milking . I ſat in the vale 96 
As rother day o'er the green meadows I paſt 77 
As t'other day young Damon came > © 268 
A ſwain, of love deſpairing 2:83 
A ſweet-ſcented beau and a ſimp'ring young cit 19 
As wit, joke, and humour, together were fitting 353 
As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 400 


At a filent evening hour 385 
At Cyn: bia's feet I ſigh'd, I pray d ; 198 
At eve with the woog larle r 298 
A thouſand charms the. lover es 39 
At noon, on a ſultry ſummer's "0 UA 266 
At once I'm in love with two nymphs that 179 
A trifling ſong you ſhall hear . 354 
At Saint Oſythe, by the mill . 
At ſetting day and riſing morn 70 


Attend, all ye ſhepherds and nymphs, to my lay 158 


Attend ye ever tuneful ſwains | 190 
Attend, ye nymphs, while I impart 70 
At the "Cloſe of the day, when the hamlet 372 
At the foot of a hill in a neat lonely cot 71 


At the peaceful l hour „ 
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Auſpicious ſpirits, guard my love . 
Awak'd by the horn, like the ſpring deckt 17 


At Totrerdosun bill there dwelt an old pair 435 
A twelve-month and more I had courted young 170 
At Windſor, were Thames glides ſo ſoftly 


Awake, my charmer, my Roſalind, wake 263 
Awake, my fair, the morning ſprings 264 
Awake, thou blithſome ecd of day 165 


Away, let nought to love difpleaſing 164 
Away to the field, ſee the morning looks grey 4 


A wonder! a ee e 2 wonder ! I'll hew 369 


A wretch, long tortut'd with diſdain  « 314 
A youth, adorn'd with every art 49 
Bacchus, god of jovs divine „ „„ AIG 
Bacchus, Fcve's delightfut boy « 323 
Bacchus, one day gaily ſtriding «© 346 
Baniſh'd by your ſevere command 191 
Beat on my heatt, eyes pour your tears 404. 
Beauteous nymph, approve the flame »« 159 
Beauty and muſic charm the foul - 1567 
Before I ſaw Clarinda' „„ ts „ 191 
Before the moon's empurpling light 267 
Behold, faireſt Phoebe, yon garden ſo fair 144 
Behold from many an hoſtile ſhore 0 
Behold, my love, the roſy morn 2 2 
Behold on Letbe's diſmal firand , 388 


Beho!d on the brow the leaves play in the breeze 370 


Behold the ſweei flowers a- ound I41 
Behold this fair goblet, *twas carv'd from the 359 
Believe me, dear aunt . 2 2 
Believe my ſighs, my tears, my Jear . — 
Belinda, with affected mien . 166 
Beneath a bower of blocming may . 267 
Beneath a tooling ſhace = . - 267 
Beneath a fragrant myrtle ſhade _ , „ 32 
Beneath tbis grove, this ſilent ade 72 
Beſt ow your attention on this little ſong 391 
Bid me when forty winters more 322 
Billy Briſtle ſcorns to rank with thoſe m 404 
Play not what you ought to ſmother , -96 
Bleſt as th'immortal gods is he - , . 191 


Bleſt with thee, my ſoul's dear treaſure | 
Blithe, blithe, as feather'd ſongſters are 
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5 the Colin, a pretty young ſwain . 33 [Chloe briſk and gay appears f 

: _ Fecky, pn. — gay . 8: 1164 27 Chloe's the wonder of our ſex Tj 4 

9 Blow, blow, thy winter's wind «. 3286 |Chloris, yourſelf you ſo excel 3 

8 | Blow, ve bleak winds, around my head 267 Colin, one day in angry mood 2 p 93 
7 Boaſt not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art . 64 Come, all ye ſhepherds of the plain 2 

14 Boatſwain, pipe up all hands, hoy 3323 See all ye youths, whoſe hearts e er bled 19 
4 Breathe ſoft, ye winds, be calm, ye fries 141 e, all yap jolly Bacchanals , . 

5 "F_ Bright Cynthia's pow'r, divinely great x66 Come, ail you young lovers, who wan with 

4 1 Bright dawns the day with roſy face 6 {Come and crown your Billy's witches 4 

2. Bright Sol is return'd, the winter is o'er 61 Come, cheer ap, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer 334 
I Bright was the morning . 2 S x54 Came, Clio, come, and with thee bring 

* Bring, Phabus, from Parnaſſian bow'rs 200 | Come, Colin, pride of rural ſwains * 5, 

9 Briſk wine and women are 348 | Come, come, bid adieu to fear . ». 

. Britons, attend, I ſing in mer:y lay 3117 | Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not de deny'd 301 
0 | Burſt clouds and tempeſts roar &, 5 235 Came, come, my fair one, let us firay , 

e- Buſy, curious, thirſty flix — © 383 Come, come, my ood ſhepherd, our' flocks 

F By a cool fountain's flow'ry fide — '. 167 Come, dear Amanda, quit the town . 

on | By a whirlwind methought 1 through Ether 35 1 Came, deareſt Nan, bleſs my eyes » 

3 By Cbreeſt and St. Patricks going home late 335 Came, dear idol of my fancy ar 1 
| By dimpled brook and fountain brim , 321 Came, give your attention to what I unfold ; 
7 By him we love offended ': « « 101 Come, haſte, my Phillis, haſte away 

By love too long depriv'd of reſ.. 186 Come, haſte thee, my Phillir, 1 px. 

i By moſſy bank and flow'ry plain . 72 Come, haſte to the wedding, ye friends 

++ By my ſighs y oh may diſcorer > 33 Come hither, my country *ſquire 2 

34 By ſome I am toll „ . 335 | Come, hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles _ 
38 By the dew-beſprinkled roſe . . 128 Come, jolly Bacchas, god of wine * 

| By the gaily circling glasses 348 Come, kiten and laugh at the times 

2% By the fide of a grove at the foot of = hill 192 Come, liſten, ye fair 

+ By the fide of a fiream at the foot of a hill - 266 Come lit to me, ye gay and free a 
29 By the fide of the fweet river Tay ©» 72 Come, live with me, and be my love. , 

% i By Tweed's clear fiream as late I firzy's 56 | Come, my faireft, learn of ne. 
39 5 Come, my gallant ſoldier, come. . 
= Can a heart that is burſting with grief 197 | Come, my Sifvia, come and bleſs * 
6 Can love he controul'd by advice 3 141 Come now, a Je ſocial powers h 
814 Can lovely Dalia ſtill perſiſt . . 223 Come, Phebys, and tune thy foft lyre | 

32 Can then a look create a thought . 200 Come, Roger and Nel, come Simkin and Bell 

2 Can the ſhepherds or nymphs of the grove . 167 Come, Roſalind, oh! come and fee , 
92 Caſt. my love, thine eyes around . 313 Come rouſe, brother ſportſmen s . 
=” Ceaſe awhile, ye winds, to-blow , » - * 54 Come, rouſe from your trances » > 
on .Ceaſe, ceaſe, heart eaſing tears « „116 Come, ſhepherds. we'll follow the hearſe 

9 Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take . 30 | Come, fing round my favourite tree 
1 5 Ceaſe, rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer 3358 }Come, take your glaſs, the northern Jaſs 
8 Celia, hoard thy charms no More s «& 201 Come then, pinith, peeviſh lover 4 

8 Caia, too late you would repent 1 0 252 N F 


- 


Come, thou queen of penſive air 
Come, thou roſy-dimpled boy 1% 
.C:me, ye hours, with bliſs replete 
Come, ye party jangling ſwains - + 
Come, ye fpartimen ſo brave — 


Conſi der, fond ſhepherd, how lceting | 
Conſtantia, ſee my faithful ſave 
Contented all-day will I fit by your fide 
Contented I am, and contented will be 
Cor inna coſt me many a prayrr 
Could Ieach fault remember 
Cruel Cupid, why diftreſs me = | - 
Cruel Strephen, will you leave me - 
Cupid, god of love and joy. «= =— 

_ Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion - — 
Cupid, inſtruct an amorous ſwan 
Cupid, tbou w-ggith,: artful i bo7 
Cynthia frowns whenever I woo her 
Cyprian goedeſs take the lyre - 

& - De MF 


Damon, would you know the paſſion 
Dapbnis ſtood penſive in the ſhade - 
Daughter ſweet of voice and air 
Dear Chloe, come give me ſweet kifles 
Dear Ch/ce, while thus beyond meafure 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluſhes 


Deareſt Kirty, kind and fair - 
Deareſt youth, why thus away | 
Dear Kathleen, yu, no doubt ., 
Dear madany, when ladies are willing - 
Dear Nancy fir'd my artieſs breaſt - 
| Dear Sally, thy charms have uncone me 
Dear Sally, whilſt poetic dreams 
Dear Silæ ia, hear thy faithful * 
Dear ſmiling Kitty's to my mind 


8 \ 


December is the mont: 


| Declare, my pretty maid 
Decrepid. winter limps away „ ir 
TLetend my heatt, ye virgin powers 


Conſider, fair Siluia, ere wedlock » + 4 


Deafeſt Damon, do not fly mne 
Dearcft Daphe, turn thine eyes 9 * 


- — , * 


r 
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Dame Nature in forming a creature ſo fair 
Damon, if you will believe me 2 ** 
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124 


Delia I lav'd, a willing fair 
Deſpairing beſide a clear ſtream 
Did ever ſwain or nymph adore 
Dig not tyrant cuſtom guide me 
Did you ſee e er a ſhepherd, ye nymphs 
Diſtant hie thee, carping cafe 
Does the languid ſoul complain + 
{| De the bourne and thro' the mead 
Ho you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound 
rink. to me only with thine Eyes i= 2] 
E 


— 
1 I, 
* 


ET I 3 Y- 3 k 33 
> -'v 


ber love did firſt my thoughts employ. - 
E'er Ph@bus did peep on the freſh-budding 
E'er round the huge oak that o'erſhadows 


E'er the primroſe or cowſlip could blow... 29 


-Ev* ry bliſs that heav'n can give 
Ey'ry mortal ſome fav'rite pleaſure purſues 
'Ev'ry nymph and ſhepherd Wing i 925 ** 
Extinguiſh the candles 87 — — 
Fair and ſoft, and gay, and young 
Fairer than the op'ning lilies 
Faireſt daugher of the year 
Faireſt iſle, all afles excellirg - - 
Fair Hebe | left with a cauticus defign 
Fair Hetty my heart has enchain'd - 
Fair Iris | love, and I hourly lie 
Fa'r is the ſwan, the ermine white 
Fair Kate I'lov'd, but ſhe unnd — 
Fair Kitty, beautiful and young 

Fair Kitty's charms young Johnny ad" 
Fair Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman = 
Fair Scmira, lovely maid » | 
Fair Venus left her bleſt abodes, they fy 


Faithleſs Damon's turn'd a ov“ er __ 
Fanny, fairer than a flow'r = = 
Farewell all the joys which of late R gegen 
Farewell, Janthe, faithleſs maid en 


Farewell, my Paſtora, no longer your ain 


Farewell the {moaky town, adieu - 


Farewell to Lochaber and farewell my Jean f 
Fatewell ye green fields and ſweet stoves 811 

Farewell ye love enchanting ſhades 
306 Far ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom * 
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Far ſwifter than light my love flies 
Fill me a bowl, a might bow! 


Fill, O goddeſs, fill my breaft . 
Fill your glaſſes, baniſh. grief. . 
Fire flies your eyes .. 4 
Flatt'ring hopes our mind Jegeiniog „ 
Flow, murmuring river flow « - » 


Flow, thou regal purple fiream- _, 
Fly, fly, to yon vale, other — purſue 
Fly, faſt ideas, fly, that neither tears 
Fly ſwiftly, ye minutes, till Corus receive 


Fly ſwift, ye minutes, haſte away 


Follow a ſhadow, ſtill it flies you. p 
For ever, fortune, wilt thou prove-s » 
Forgive, fair creature, form'd to pieaſe . 
Forgive, ye fair, nor take it wrong 
F r me, ve fair a wieath has wove , . 
For Phillis I figh and howly: die . 
For ſafety my flocks, eek the plain . . 
Forſaken my pipe and my crook « -« 
For the brook and the willow 4 4 
Fortune's like a tight or ſlip ſſoee 
For twice twelve-month's had Harry ſued 


For various purpoſe ſerves the fan 


Free from ſorrow, free from firife . 
Free from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife 
Friendſhip is the bond of reaſon. »- 


From College I came 
From flow'r to flow'r the butterfiy Þ 


From all uneaſy paſſions free 


Erem mot nipg till night, and wherever I 80 
From Paphos, fam'd of eld, I come 


From place to place torlorn 1go . 
From filent ſhades and the Elyſian groves 
From ſoft deluding tales of love 
F.om ſweet, bewitching tricks of love 
From the court to the cottge convey 
From the face of the ſun the miſls « 
Fiom the man that I love tho' my _ 
From tyrant laws and cuftom free 
Full of dreams of bright beauties; 

. 


Ceinſt the deſttuctive wiles of man i 
a Damen ads ſtudied my heart 


© © © 6 $S 4 #@S 
* 


| Gentle maid, ah ! why ſuſpect me 


| Gentle youth, oh! tell me why 


Gay flatt'ring bopes the fancy warms 

Genteel is my Damon, engaging his air 

Gentle breezes waft him over Bu 

Gentle Dan on, ceiſe to woo me 
Gentle gales, in pity bear 


Gentle ſhepherd, ſooth my ſor:o.Wũ2¾Z; 


Bently ſtit and blow the fire. 
Gently touch the warbling lyre 


Give me but a wife, I expect not to find, 


Give ths toaſt, my good fellow 


\ Go, ang on ray truth relging 


Goddeſs of eaſe leave Lethe's brine; . 6 
God fave, great. George our king 

Go, gentle breeze that fans the grove 

Go, go, thou, falſe deceiver. ..  » 

Go high, go low, in every ſtate | © 
Go, naughty man, TI can't abide you 
Good Doron, it you will you may. 


| Good mother, if you ple ſe you may 


* 
Good people ali, both great and ſinall 
Go, perjur'd youth, thou foe to truth , 
Go, plaintive ſounds, and to the fair P 

e 
gy 


Go, roſe, my Chl:e's boſom grace 
| Go, ſeek ſome nymph of humbler lot 


Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies _ 
Grant me, ve powers, a calm repoſe 
Grave fops my envy now beet 
Great Cg/ar, once renown'd in war 


{ Great Love. I own thy power ſupreme 


Guardian angeis, now protecs me. 
11 | 


| Had I a heart for falhood fram'd 4 a 
Had I bot the.wings of a dove ' ]þ ' 6 


Hail, Burgundy, thou juice divine . 


C. 6 6 0 e..u a 0: &: 


Give Jſazc the nymph who no beauty 


Give round the word; diſmount, diſmount 


Hail, Greenzwich, crown'd with ſoft delight | 
Hail, politeneſs, power divine _= 

Hail, thou ſource of thought divine 
Hail, Mandſor, crown'd with lofty towers 
„pvoung ſpring, tae earth adorning 
| Happy hours, all hours excellingg 


3 ou 
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Happy the man, whoſe with and care _ 
Hark away ! tis the merry ton'd horn 

Hark! for ſure J hear the horns melodious By 

Hark ! from that cottage by the ſilent ftream 17 
Hark ! bark ! Jolly ſportſmen, awhile . 21 

Hark ! hark ! o'er the plains what glad tumults 31 ; 
Batik | bark the joy-inſpuing horn 
(Hark ! hark ! *'tis a voice from the tomb 


Hark | the birds begin their lay » - 279 
Hark! the hollow. groves reſounding . 19 
Hark! the horn calls away , . . 8 
Hark! the horn ſalutes the eaſt . 9 
Hark ! the huntiman's begun to ſound , 16 
Hark ! the loud tuning horn bids . 6 17 
Hark ! nis I, your own true lover. . 149 
Haſte, haſte. Amelia, gentle fair . 156 
Haſte, heav'nl- nine, je muſes, haſte . 222 
_ Haſte, Lorenzo, hither ly +. . . 96 
Have ye.ſeen the morning ſky . . 278 
Hear me, bloom ng goddeſs, hear me + 136 
Hear me, ye nymphs, and ev'ry ſwa n 205 
He comes, he comes, the hero comes . 355 
Hence with care, complaint, and frowning 339 
Hence with cavtion, hence with fear . 177 
Here's to che maiden of baſhful fifteen . 322 
Her heir is like a golden clew 5 226 
Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe 5 
He's as tight a lad to ſee to > . 79 
He, who a virgin's heart would win 222 
His form by nature's hand was caſt S 372 
Hit ! hiſt J 1 beat my mother call. 6 96 
Hi her, .Pbebus, turn your eyes . 260 
Hither turn thy wandring eyes . . 37? 
Hither. Venus, with your doves « . 210 
Hanet lover, u hoſoever . 3 394 
Hape and fear alternate rifing . . . 383 
Hope, thou ſource of every bleſſing . 
How bleſf has my time been . 130 
How bleſt the. maid whoſe boſom . . 30 
How blithly alt the live-long day. . 259 
How blithe-was leach morn. to ſee , 28 
Huw bl'the.within my native wild. > 247 
How brimful of ngthing's the life. of a beau 380 


| * 
Hark! bark ye! how echoes the horn in the vale 5 


j How impartial our art is . . 
| How imperfect is expreſſion , » 
. 


| How oft, Louiſa, haſt thou ſaid 
How pleaſant a failor's life paſſes 

| How pleas'd within my native bow're 
| How pleafingly glided the day . 


How can I again bel:eve you 8 
How can you, lovely Nanny, thus cruelly 
How chearfu] along the gay mead _, . 
How cruelly fated is woman to woe . 
How fair is my love F . . . 
How gentle was my Damon's air . 
Haw happy a lover's life paſſes : „ 
How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſe fs 

How happy ſhould I be with either. . 
How happy was 1 . 
How happy was I my blithe Focky » . 


| How happy were my days till now 


How hard is my fate 
How heavy the time rolls along 


How little do the landmen know 


a 0 a . OY CI » 


How pleaſing's my Damon, how charming 


| How prone the boſom is to figh _.. . 


How ſoft glides the ſtream the gay meadows 
How flands the glaſs around . =» . 
How ſweet are the roſes of June 
How ſwee: a torment 'tis to love 

How ſweet is the woodland with fleet hound 
How ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green 


| How ſweet the freſhing gales of ſpring 


kiuſh, every breeze, let nothing move 


Iuth, ye birds, your amarous tales 
| I 


l am a jolly huntſman - „ 0 * 

J am a poor ſhepherd uncone , = 0 
Jam a young maid 

I am a young; ſhepherd, the pride of the plain 
Lam a young virgin, who oft has been 
Lam marry id and happy, with wonder 
Iant he, the lovely, the joy of my plain 
I aſk not beauty quite complet 

I could never luſtre ſee," , , 

I crave not Gype's boundleſs pow'r . 

I do as Iwill with my ſwain . * 
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ALPHABETICAL TaBLx of the Bowes: 


1's have a man of ſenſe and aie $6 
If a daughter you have, ſhe's the plague . 376 
If all the world and love were young . 381 
If e'er I ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love 50 
If ever a fond inclination A 2 05 58 


If ev r, O Hymen, I add to thy ride OY” 87 


If ever thou didſt joy to find. . „ 192 
If I have ſome little beauty 49 214% „% 1 1#3 
If I was a wife «© ,. © $4 140 74 
If love's a ſweet paſſion how can it torment 152 
If o'er the cruel tyrant lovre * 
If pure are the ſprings of the fountain . 229 
If the whiſpers the judge, be he ever ſo wiſe 396 
If that man is happy whoſe life is moſt free 123 
If the heart of a man is depreſs'd with care 204 
If the quick ſpirit ef your eye 2242 
If thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r », 260 
If *ris joy to wound a lover dt 479 » 31 
If truth can fix thy wav ring heart Wot a 193 
If wine and muſic have the pow'r » . 229 
If wine be a cordial. why does it torment 336 


If you at an office ſolicit your due . 3095 
I have rambled, I own it 118 $54 
I heed not while life's on the wing 324 
I have ſeriouſly weigh'd it and found it but juſt 171 
J lately ſaw what now I ing , . . 207 
I like the man, whoſe ſoaring ſoul » . 83 


T'}! paſs no dull ing lorious life . . 87 


I'll fing of my lover all night and all day « 67 


]'ll to ſeme ſhady cool retreat . . 7 
I love, I doat, I rave with pan 211 
I love thee, by heav'ns! u hat can I ſay more 154 
I mace love to Kate. , d 210 
met in our village a ſwain t *other day 518 
I'm in love with twenty . 18 5 
Immortal powers convey me where « 27 

I'm not to be tinted in love . 47 

In all mankind's promiſcuous-race » 38 
In all the blaze and bloom of beauty 383 
In all the ſex ſome charms 1 find . I55 
In a neiehbourly way with a honeſt man 215 
In a vale clos'd with woodbine . 221 
Indeed. forſooth, a pretty youth 18 98 
In good * Charles golcen days 346 


4 [ 


In greenwood ſhade or winding dell 
in hiſtory you may read - a . 
In infancy our hopes and fears . 
In Jacky Bull, when bound for France 
In Linco/n's Fields there lives a lass 
In love to pine and Jlangviſh » 20 
In my pleaſant native plains , * Y read 
In pity, Celia, to my pain 1 

Ia purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks 
In pu ſuit of the fox and the hate . 
In roſy bloom of ripen'd years 

In ſearch of ſome lambs. from my flocks 
In ſpring my dear ſhepherds, , , . 
In ſummer when the leaves are green. 
In the bara the tenant cock , | 


2 
In the bloom of her youth ſhall it ever be ſaid . 


In the city of Phoebus a widow there dwelt 
in the golden barge we ridvde =o 

In the raorn as I walk -thro' the mead . 

In this ſhady bleſt retreat 
In tuneful numbers let me tell. . 
In vain, dear Chloe, you ſuggeſt . 
In vain Iev'ry art eſſay EY 
In vain I ſeek to. calm to reſt 4 
In vain I try my ev'ry art . 
Ia vain you b'd your captive live 

In vain you te | your parting lover 
I once was a maiden as freſh as a roſe « 

I pr'ythee fnd me back my heart 


I cambled about for a twelve-m nth and more 


I-ſaid on the banks by the ſtteam « 
I ſaw what ſeem'd a harmleſs child 
| ſee it, Mira know it weill 0 
I ſeek my ſhepherd, gone aſtray . 
I ſeek not at once in a female to find. 


I figh and lament me in vain , 5 
| tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve 
I tell with equal grief and truth . 
It is, I beleve, next Hallantide eve » 

It is not, Celia, in my pow'r . © . 
told my nyroph, I told ber true . 


I told a ſweet damſel a tender ſoft tale. 


| I toſs and tumble through the night 


| travers'd Judab's ba en laid 4 | 


» 
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I winns marty any mon but Sandy 


Focky ſaid to Jenny, Jenny wilt thou do't 


Jupiter wenches and drinks , 
L. 
Laft Midſummer morn as I paſs'd 


Laft Valentine t day when bright Phobrs 


Late when love I ſeem'd to Night 
Laughing Cepids bring me rofes 


Leave party diſputes, your attention I = 


Let a ſet of ſober aſſes 


Let care be a firanger to each jovjal out 


- 


Let court lovers pay adoration to crowns 


Let coxcombs boaſt of painted belles 
Let fops pretend in flames to melt 


. 


Let fuſty old grey beards of apathy boaſt 


Let heroes delipht in the toils of war 
Let letter'd bards fing lofty ſtrains 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe 

Let miſers hug their darling Rore 
Let others Damon praiſe rehearſe 
Let poets praiſe the flowery mead 
Let Nw tell of ſhape and air 

Let rakes and libertines refign'd 


Let ſoldiers fight for prey ot praiſe 


Let the ambitious favour find. 
Let the ceclining damaſk roſe , 
Let. the gay ones and great 
Let the grave and the gay . 
Let the nymph ſtill avoid and be deaf 
Let the ſlave of ambition and wealth 


| Ler the tempeſt of war. a 


Let the waiter bring clean glaſſes 
Let us fly to ccoling bow*rs 


Er EIS EE i 


Let vs laugh at the common diſtinctions 
Like my dear ſwain no zouth you'd ſee 


Little muſes come and cry , 
Live 2rd love, enjoy the fair. 
Long ut thy altar, god of love. 


Atenapericalt Tang of the Sons. 


86 Lerd ! what care I for mam or dad 


400 
326 


231 


340 
88 
Za | 
336 
373 
231 
301 
32 
13 
280 
116 
140 
48 
402 
242 
221 | 
341 
194 | 
24% ; 
5 
209 
32 
* 
125 


351 
41 
366 
355 
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a 
Love aſſerts his powerful reign . 
Lovely maid, fair beauty's pride . 
Lovely maid, now ceaſe to languiſh . 
Lovely nymph; aſſuage my anguiſh « 
vets nymph, ob! ceaſe to grieve me. 
Lovely Phillis, when thowrt kind 
Lovely virgins, in your prime. 
Lovely, yet ungrateful ſwain .' 
Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Love's a bubble, courting trouble 
Love's a dream of mighty treaſure 
Love's a gentle, generons paſſion 
Love's a pleaſing, noble paſhon 
Love's but the frailty of ihe mind 
| Love ſounds the alarm . 
Love ! ſweet poiſon, torment Sedan 
Love ! thou bane of ſoft content 
Lo! what dreary darkfome morning 
KS. M | 
Maidens, let ycur lover languiſh - 
Maſter Fenkins ſmok'd his pipe - «© 
Maſter Tommy's married . '. 
May the ambitious ever find d 
Mirth, admit me of thy cre ß 
Miſs Pe, when fair and young . 
Miſtaken fair, lay Sberlbet by . 
More bright the fun begins to dawn 
Mortals, learn your lives to meaſure , 
My banks they are furniſb'd with bees 
My Beiſy is the blicheft maid , 
My bliſs too long my bride deries 
My bonny ſailor's to my mind 
My cantious mother tother day 
My Colin leaves fair London town 


y dear miſt reſs has a heart , 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing 


9 
Long, long, I defpair'd a young mepherd I find 88 My eyes may ſpeak pleafure « 
Long time had Lyfander told Daphne , 


Long time I've enj c y'd the ſoft tranſports 


Long time my heart has rov'd, 
Long young 7Jerkcy toy d and frorted 


2 


Lore, Sir! you ſeem mighty uncaſy » 


38 
8 


* 
y deareſt li ſe, were you my wife », 
9 
My fair has nature's charms alone . 


My fair, ye ſwains, is gone aſtray 


220 My Fanny was as fair a maid , 


| My father and mother for ever they chide 
37 My father aud mother, what ail them , 
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My former time, how briſk and gay 
My goddeſs Lydia, heav'nly fair 

My beart's my own, my wil} is free 
My Focky is fled from the plain 
My Focky is the blitheft lad 

My Jeagx and I have toil'd , 

My laddie is gang'd far away «. 


2929 » 4 ©® s 


My love was fickle once and changing 


My miſtreſs expects me and I will go to ber 


My mother cries, Betſy, be ſhy _ 


My mother oft chides me and tells me , 


My muſe inſpire me to impart 
My name's Ted Blarney { 
My Nancy quits the rural train 


Tul be bound 


7-08 


Myrtilla demanding the aid of my pen. 


My paſſion in vain I attempt 
My Peggy is a young thing 

My pride is to hold all mankind 
My roving heart has oft with pride 
My Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 

My ſhepherd is gone far away. 

My Silvia is the blitheſt laſs . 


My ſweet pretty Mogg, you're as ſoft as a bog 


My temples with cluſters of grapes 


My time, oh ye muſes, was happily ſpent 


My wife ſhe died laſt Saturday night 


Nanny bluſhes when I woo her 
Nature gave all creatures arms. 

Near a meandring river's fide . _ * 
Near a thick grove whoſe deep 

Near the fide of a ſtream there liv'd 
Neateſt of pretty feet ſor dancing 
Never till now I knew love's ſmart - 
Night and day the anxious lover 

Night aſſumes her gloomy reign 


Night reigns around in ſleep's ſoft arms 


Night to lover's joys a friend «» 
No glory I covet nor riches I want 
No more along the daified mead 


No more of my Harriet, of Polly no more 
No more ſhall meads be deck'd with flow'rs 


No more the feftive train I'll join 
No more the gay ſcenes of delight 
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90 


209 
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Now pleaſure unbounded refounds 


Now the hill tops are burniſh'd 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE of the So es. 
| No more ye fwains, no more upbraid. , 


No nymph that trips the verdant plain 


No ſcornful beauty e'er ſhall boaſt 
No ſport to the chate can compare 


No ſwain e'er prov'd half ſo faithful 
Not Celia that I juſter am 's 

Not long ago how blythe was 1. 
Not on beauties tranfient pleaſure - 
No v faintlyglimm'ring in the eaſt 
Now gilded greves with yerdure clad 
Now nature's beauties bloom around 
No woman her envy can ſmother 


Now pecps the ruddy dawn 0d'er mount 


Now Phoebus ſinketh in the weſt 


Now's the time for mirth and glee - 
Now ſummer approaches . 


Now the ſnow-drops lift their heads 
Now the ſun is gone to bed , 
Now the woodland choiriſts fing 
Nymphs and ſhepherds, come away 

| O 


O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 


O Beſy, wilt thou gang with me 
Odds my life! ſearch England over 
O'er deſart plains and ruſhy meers 
O'er moorlands and mountains rude 


O'er the lawns, upthe hills as with ardour 
| O'er the ſeas my love is ſailing | 
Of all my experience how vaſt the amount 


Of all the ſwains erovnd the Teoeed 
Of all the various ſtates of life 
Oft had I laugh'd at female pow'r 


| Of thy ſex the faireſt . 


Of woman to tell you my mind 


. 
- 


Oh! could the various power of ſound 


Oh! Damon, fill you ſtrive in vain 
On! give me that ſocial delight 
Oh greedy Midas I've been told 
Oh! had I been by fate decreed 

Oh ! had my love ne'er ſmil'd on me 


oh! happy hour, all hours excelling 
On! hear me, kind and gentle (wain 
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Ob! how fhall J in language weak 137 
Oh! how to bid my love adieu q 16 
Oh! how vain is ev ry bleſſing ba: 11,796 
Gb! how weak willpower and reafon ' 66 
Oh! how wouldſt thou know what ſacred charm 119 
Oh ! let me unreſ-xv'd declare 998 


Oh Love ! thou bitter foe to reſtt 94 
Ohl never be one of thoſe ſad ſilly e 372 
Oh Sandy / why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn 25 
Oh! take this wreath my hand has wove 105 
Oh ! tell me ye ſhepherds, that live on the lee 117 


Oh! the days When I was young 320 
Oh! the little ged of love 320 
Oh! the ſultry month of June 327 
Oh! Venus, queen of ſoft delights > 120 
Oh! waft me, Zephyr, give me eaſe . "90. 


Oh !-welcome, my mepberd, how welcome 
Oh! what a change in my fortune is this 45 


Oh! what pleaſures will abound 34 

Oh! where ſhall I wander, how all revel — 
Oh! where will you hurry my deareſt _ 76 
Oh! wouldſt thou know'whac ſacred charms 189 
Oh! why ſhould we forrow who never knew fin 59 
Old Hemer, but with him what have we to do 309 


On a bank, b-fide a willow. w > - 7 bg 
On Belvidera' s boſom lying 4 165 gg 
On by the ſpur of valour goaded © » "vos |} 
Once more I Il tune the vocal hell 133 
Once the Goss of the Creels, at ambrofial feaſt: 355 
One April morn, young Damon ſought 83 
One day, at her toilet, as Venus began 350 


One day, with my friends, all jollity rife . 343 


One Midſummer morning, when catme . 92 


One morning young Roger accoſted me thus, 114 
One night, having notbing to do, nor to drink 345 


On Etrick's banks, in a ſummer's night 217 
On every hell, in every grove + 282 
On every tree, in every plain * 2 290 
On his face the vernal roſe 166 
On Monday young Colin who liv d in the dale 105 
On old England's bleſt ſhore ' 328 | 
On pleaſure e ſmooth wing how old time 129 


On Tay's green banks I'il boldly tell 93 


Al r RHABETICAL TazrLt of the Son ds. 


On Thames fair bank a gentle youth | - 362 
On thy banks, gentle Stour, whenl breath* d'236 
Oons, neighbour! ne'er bluſh'd for a trifle 
Our elaſT: 95 waiter,” once again ſopply e 
Our reck*ning we've paid, here's to all 
Our wives at home, your huſhand gone”. 
Out of light are the hounds, boys 
* 


Partners of my toils and pleaſures . 
Patie is a lover gay N 
Philira's charms poor Busse took 
Phillis, I pray, what did 1fay 
Phebus, meaner themes Jiſdaining 277 J 
Pho! pox o this nonſenſe, Ipry' heegivee er 32 
Pious Selinda goes ts prayers 5 
Priythee, Szſan, what doſt uſe ve 
Purſuing beauty, men deſery 

Peſh about the briſk bool. 7 


Oh ! what joy does conqu: ſt yield | the ' Puth the bumpers about 
1845 R 


Rail no more, ye learned aſſes 
Reſolv'd as her poet of Celia to bing 
Riſe, riſe, brother bucks; ſee how ruddy 
Rule, wm, Jolly ſporeſmen, the hounds 


Say, endl Tris e = 

Say,, little, fooliſh, flutt'ring ing 
Say, Myra; why is gentle love 

Say not, Ofizda, I deſpiſe [ 
Say, oh! too lovely creature © 
Says Colin to me, I've a thought-in my head 1062 
Says my uncle, I. pray now diſcover 17 
Says Phoebe, Why is gentle love 
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Says Plato, why ſnauld man be vain 4 Fl 
Say, why muſt the poet's ſoft lays 
See Bacchus aſcending aſtride on his tun 
See, Daphne, ſee, Florella etled 21 
See Neri//a- the young, and the fair 
See, Pha bus begins to enliven the eaſt 
See, ſee, Aurora gins to riſe 
Zee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes 

ee, the conq'ring hero comes 
See, with roſv banners ſtreaming 
| See you fair proſpect, how lovely it ſeems | 
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Me da” s ſure the brighteſt thing. 
zere ne is che morn, the lark leaves his neſt 
hall J, like an hermit, d wel! 
hall I, waſting in deſpaiir 
Shepherds, ceaſe your ſoft complaining 
phepheres, I have lot my lovre 
Shepherd, would you here obtain 
Shepherd, would you hope ro pleaſe us 
he tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree 
zhe that would gain a conſtant lover | 
hood I die by the force of good wine 
hould the god of ſoit affection * 
ia, wilt thou waſte thy prime * 
imple Strepbon, ceaſe complaining 

ince all ſo nicely. take offence 


ince artiſts who ſue for the ;raphies of 8 


ince at laſt I am free 8 
ince Emma caught my roving eye 
ince ev'ry charm on earth's combin'd __ 
ince Hodge proves ungrateful no further 
ince I feel Lam growing old 

ince Jenny thinks. mean ber heart's love .. 
ince Kathleen has prov'd fo untrue 

ince loſt to peace of mind ſerene | « 
ince love is the plan 


ince pleaſure's in faſbion and life's but a jeſt 


ince ſweet Icve has had poſſeſſioon 
ince they ſaw me alone with a ſwain 
ince wed lock. s in vogue and ſtale virgins 
ince you mean to hire ſor ſervice 
lecp, thou balm of human ce 


oft breathing, the zephyrs awaken the grove 
loftly ſound the martial trumpers », 


oft pleaſing pajns, unknown before 
om how my ſpindle I miſlaid ” 
ome love to range, ſa fond of change 
ome ſing in praiſe of a friend or aglaſs 
ons of Odean, fam'd in ſtory .. 
don as the buſy day is o'er _— TT 
oon as the ſun begins to peep np 
ooner than I'll} my love forego. . 
ouls, who.in gay circles move « 
ound, ſound, the briſk hora RS 


/ 


ound the bite, | beat the drum, to 8 dandare 10% 
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257 Spring returns, the fauns advance 291 
258 | Spring renewing all things gay 189 
218 Stand to your guns, my hearts of oak 321 
161 Still in hopes to get the better . © i 
- 45 Strepbon aroſe at early dawn. 286 
236 Stiepbon has faſhion, wit and youth _ 68 
383 Strephon, when you ſee me fly FTE 63 
81 | Strephon woo me now or never . 56 
344 | Sure a laſs in her bloom at the age of nineteen. 46 
107 Sure never poor ſhepherd was toitur'd like me 139 
329 | Sure Sally iy the lovelieſt laſs . 128 
383 Swain, thy hopeleſs paflion ſmotber 250 
168 | Sweet are the charms ot her I love 239 
$6 | Sweet bud, io Laura's boſom go 239 
57 | Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt nymph, phat livt onſcen. 333 
121 Sweeteſt of pretty maids, Je! upid incline thee 249 
346 | Sweet mercy is the lovelieſt flower 5 1 GP 
218 | Sweet, oh ſweet the flowers in gl 76 
123 T | 55 
84 Talk no more of love to me „ 
404 | Take, oh! take thoſe lips aw 250 
107 | Tax my tongue, it is a ſhame 14 10g 
399 | Teach me, ye nine, to fing of tea . 389 
47 | Tell me, cruel Cupid, tell me 0 44 
73 Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeen 38 
337 Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, where 50 
106 Tel me no. more I am deceiv d . 196 
28 | Tell me no more of pointed darts, 0 65 
26 Tell me not I my time miſtend + 225 
344 | Tell my Strephon that 1 die 64 
239 Tell not me of your 10ſes and lies el 212 
370 Tell, oh! tell my lover true AI 50 
365 Tell me. when, incooſtant lover 9 
146 Tender virgins, ſhun deceivers 50 
76 | That I nicht not be plagued with the nonſenſe 51 
12 That Jenny's my frierd, my delight 2 
186 | That httle rogue Cupid, I vow >: <4: Re 
319 | That May day ofilife is for pleaſure 3 
377 | That the +? is 2 ſtage, and the ſtage 368 
291 | The bird that heats ber nettlings 812 
58 The bl. theſt bi;d that fings in May , 114 
329 | The bloomjng damſei wkoſe defence 175 
7 | The bluſh of 1 now Jau thp morn. 23 
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XIV 
The breed came forth frae the bairn 397 
The card invites, in crouds we fly . 387 
The cards were ſent, the muſes came 343 
The chace was o'er, Actæon ſought a ſeat 8 
The court is a fountain of honour and fame 363 
The crimſon morn bids hence the night 306 
The duſky night rides down the ſky , 22 


The early horn ſalutes the morn «<« 4 
The echoing horn calls the ſportſman abroad 3 
The faithleſs 7 heſers ſcarce had got on board 403 | 


The farmer's dog leapt over the ftile 399 
The fatal hours are wond'rous near. 293 
The feftive board was met . 313 
The fields now are looking ſo gay . 43 
The fields were green, the hills were gay 27 
The fife and drum ſound merrily ane 103 
The flame of love ſincete I felt . 145 
The fool that is wealthy is ſure of a bride 151 
Tbe fragrant lily of the vale . 149 
The gaudy tulip ſwells with pride . 153 
The gentle primroſe of the vale 6 298 
The gentle ſwan with graceful pride. 140 
I be glitt'ring ſun begins to riſe 0 1 


533 
The goodneſs of women ſome men will diſpute 122 
The great folks are noble and proud let em be 364 


The happy moments now are near . 232 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt . =: 
The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are clear 345 


The hounds are all out and the morning does peep 17 


The kind appointment Celia made 317 
The lark proclaim'd return of morn 387 
The lark's ſhrill note awakes the morn 339 
The laſs of Patic's mill * 283 
- The laſs that would know how to manage 112 
The lat time I came o'er the moor 233 
Fhe lily and the bluſhing roſe 255 
The little bark by tempeſt toſs'd . 366 
The lovely Delia ſmiles again . 289 
The lowland lads think they are fine 40 


The man, who for life . . 349 
The man, who in his breaſt contains 345 
The mind of a woman can never be Known 374 
The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees | . 379 


Phe month of September _ 7 , 


ArruABETICAL Tazrg of the Soncs. , 


The ſportſman goes out with his dog and his gun 9 


—— Dee i — 


The morning freſh, the ſun in eaſt . 156 


| The morning is charming, all nature looks gay 


The morning young Focky would make me his 109 
The new flown birds, the ſhepherds ſing 181 
Then farewell, my trim - built wherry / 214 
Then hey for a frolicſome life s '- ' TY 
The nobleſt heart like pureſt gold » 250 
The nymph that I love was as chearful 144 
The patriot in the ſenate burns . 224 
The pleaſures of a lady's ſmiles »« 22 


The poachers for fortune, who damſels enſnare 480 
The ponderous cloud was black and low 288 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O 387 
The pride of every grove I choſe . 287 
The proſpe& clear'd, around is heard 331 
There is one dark and ſullen hour 225 
There was a jolly miller once 344i 
There was a maid and ſhe went to the mill 379 
There was an old man, and tho" its not common 390 
There was once it is ſaid, . . 330 
The rooks in the neigh'bring grove 
The ruddy morn blink'd o'er the brae 
The roſy morn, with crimſon dye . 
The ſages of old . 3 5 
Theſe mortals ſay right 
The ſhepherds, who rove the wood through 
The filver moon's enamour'd beam , 
The filver moon that ſhines ſo bright 
The ſimmer it was ſmiling, nature round 
The ſluggiſh morn, as yet undreſt n 
The ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring * 
The ſmiling plains, profuſely gay . 150 
The ſprightly horn awakes the morn 
The ſpring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r 29 
| The ſtag through the foreſt * # 40 
The ſtory goes that fiſter Ber ” 300 
The ſummer, gay delightful ſcens , 
The ſummer was over, my flocks . 
The ſun from the eaſt tips the mountain 
The ſun juſt glancing through the trees 
Che ſun row peeps © *er yonder hill 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill « 


| The ſwain with his flock by a brook 


AtrHaBETICAL 74 
The ſweet roſy morning 6 - 


109 be ſweets of peace ſhall be FR own 379 
181 be topſails ſhiver in the wind 170 
214 Frhe town's a raree-ſhew, ſome ſay | 342 
x36 {W7 be travellers that through deſarts ride X50 
2.50 The truths that I fing none deny me 339 
144 {WT be virgin, when foften'd by May 273 
224 be wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main . 377 
224 he wanton god, who pierces hearts 68 

e 380 WY be weſtern ſky was purpled oer 272 
283 WT he whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 10 
387 The winter's dreary ſcene is o'er . 134 
287 HTbe woodlark whiftles through the grove x60 
381 he world my dear Mira, is full of deceit 132 
22; be youth, whom I to ſave would die 59 
3 hey ſay there is an echo here . 398 
379 M7 biok, my faireſt, how delay il 223 

n 301 ink, o ! think within my breaſt 160 


his cold flinty heart it is yuu who have warm'd 2 5 
his is a petit-maitre's day 375 


110 his world is a fair, where the croud is bent 357 
7 ho* cauſe for ſuſpicion appears . 213 
30 ho' Chlee's out of faſhion «©. "= 142 
230 ho* cruel you ſcem to pain . 175 
28007 bo" envious old age ſeems in part to impair 349 
12 bo! Flavia to my warm defite « 232 
34 ho* from place to place I'm ranging 370 
91 ho' his pafſion in fileace the youth 81 
210 'ho' man has long boaſted zn abſolute ſway' 1c9 
1 ho” my dreſs as my mant ers is ſimple and 137 

| ho? my features, Em told „„ 
un 9 ho' prudence may preſs ne 107 
| Tho* ſtill ſo young and ſcarce fifteen 41 
*r 2008 bo the winds are whiſlling round me 55 


WW hou canſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore 


»L2 of the Soncs. 


Th us I ſtand like a Turk, with my doxies 
| Thy fatal ſhafts unerr ng move » 


Thy origin divine, I ſee « » 
Time has not thinn'd m flowing hair 
'Tis a maxim I hold whilk I lire 
'Tis a twelvemonth ago, nay perhaps 
"Tis done, I've rais'd a rural pow'r . 
Tis for landmen to prate 

3 not my Patty's ſparklin eyes. 


is not the 1iquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes 


"Tis now, fince I fat down before , 
"Tis the birth-day of Phillis, hark ! 
"Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind 
To Anacreon in heav'n, where he ſat 
To a ſtage- coach we aptly may liken 


To cha e o'er the plain the fox or the hare 


To court at one time three young maies 


To court me young Colin came many a mile 
's 


To curb the will with vain pretence 
To eaſe his heart and own his flame 
To eaſe my heart I own'd my flame 
To excel in bon- ton, both as genius 
To fly like bird from grove to grove 
To Handel's pleaſing notes as Chloe ſu-g 
To heal the ſmart a bee had made 
Jo hear the jar of noiſy war 8 

0 keep my gentle JH 
To little or no A 1 ſpent. many days 
To make the man kind and keep true 
To make the moſt, of fleeting time. 
Too late for redreſs, and too ſoon for 
Too long a giddy wand'ring youth , 


Too plain, dear youth, thoſe tell tale eyes 


To Phillis and Chloe and all the gay _ 
Lo pleaſe me the more and to change 
To re ſon, ye fair ones, aſſert your . 
To ſheepſhear, my boys, pipe and tabor 
To figh and complain . 
To ſpeak my mind of womankind , 
To ſpeak, my muſe, ſweet Charlotte 


To tell you the truth 
To the conſcious groves 1 bie me 8 


* U 
100 Thought leſs of all but love and you 251 
2 00 hou rifing ſun, whole gladſome ray ag 
2% bou ſetting ſun that calls my fair 
boo ſoft-flowing Avon, by thy filver ſtream * 
10 % bo“ women, tis true, ate but tender 158 
Three lads contended for my heart 94 
174 Phrice Iov'd Conflantia, heavenly fair 139 
2 broush all the profeſſions in tow]n 344 
ad. the * * find ien 250 
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To take in good part the ſqueeze . the hand 


2 
1 


xvi 
To thee, oh gentle ſleep! alone . 
T'other day as I ſat in the ſycamore ſhade 
_ Teother day in the ſtrawberry vale , 


0 
To the woods I love to go 
6 try her ſhepherd once a fair one. . 
Tranſported with joy with a heart 
Turo, gentle hermit of the dale. . 
"Twas at the gate of Calais . . 
*T was in that ſeaſon , » p 
"Twas im the dead of night ſoon 1 „ 
*T'was not Helinda s face, tho? fair . 
*T was when the ſeas were roaring © » 
Vain are the charms of white and red , 
Vain is ev'ry fond endeavour . . . 
Vainly acw ye ſti ve to charm me. „ 
Venus, beaute>us queen of loe « 
Virgins are like the fair flower in its luſtre 
Virtue bids us conquer paſſion n 
Vows of love ſhould ever bind . „ 


Vulcan, contrive me ſuch a cup . 
* 


Waft, on Cupid ! to Leander . . 
Waft to her ears, kind gentle breeze 


Was ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixen 


Was I a ſhepherd's maid to keep 
Was I ſure a life to lead . y 
Was love a ſweet paſſion - , 
Was Nanny but a rural maid 
Water parted from the fea 3 
Wi all to conq'ring beauty bow »« 
Welcome, friendly gleam of night. 
We'll drink. and we'll never have done 
Well met, jolly fellows, we l met. 
Were I as poor as wretch can be. 
We three archeis be . * 
What a charming thing's a battle , 
What a lover is he that has nothing 
What are outward forms and ſhews 
What bard, oh! time diſcover =» 
What beauteous ſcenes enchant my ſight 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe . 
What Cato. adviſes, molt certainly wiſe is 
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What though the blooming genial year T7 4 82 


[When April wak'd the dawn. * 


6 When Celia chants the rural lay , q 


| When Chloe firſt with blooming mm 
| When Chloe we ply *. 


When cruel parents ſullen frown , 
| When daiſies py'd and violets blue. 


ALPHABETICAL TazLz of the Dos: 


What exquiſite pleaſure . 7 237 > 

What fate attends the bluſhing te . . - 246 Wh 

What harm in fo ſimple a token of love, 20 Wh 

+ What innocent delight ſweet fancy . 303 Www: 

What is a pet, Sir? you, Sir? no, Sir! , 36g Wt. 

| What is Chloe to me, or Lydia the fair. 236 Wh 

What! is he gone? and can it be? „ 110 Wh 

What means this lopd tumult E Wh 

What med'cine can ſoften the boſom . 56 Wh 

What ! put off with one denial * 68 Wh 

| What ſadneſs reigns over the plains &« wp 
W hat's a poor fmple clown © ', o 


What ſhepherd or nymph of thegrove . 28 
W hat ſoft pretty things both by night and day 4ob 
What think you, mv maſters.. 1 


What varidus colours deck the bow » 
What virgin or ſbepherd in valley or grove]. 
When all the Attic fire was fled , . 
When a lover'sin the wing 
* 
When a tender maid is firſt eſſay d * 
When Bacthus, jolly god. invites . 
When beauty on rhe lover's foul . . 
When Bibo thought fit from this world 
When bickerings hot. . $3 
When bluſhes dyed the cheek of morn = 
When bright Roxana treads the green. 
When Britain firit at heav'ns command 
When Britain on her ſea girt ſhore ©» 
When Britnin's queen on Abien's land . 
When by the gently glicing ſtream . 
Whence comes it, neighbour Dick | 
| Whence comes my love, oh! ule, diſcloſe J 


* » 


When charming Teraminta ſings » 
When chearfyl day begins to dawn. 
When chilling winter hies away 


| When courted by Serephon what pains 
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When Delia on the plain appears . 6 
When dewy morn on moon-beams bright 403 
Whene'er I meet my Celia's eyes 175 
When evening gales chear rural tree o_ 79 
When Fanny, blooming fair ' - „ 237 
When Fanay I ſaw as I tripp'd o'er the been 246 
When Fanny to woman was growing. 38 
When firſt an Arragonian mad . 
When firſt Aurora gilds the eaſtern hills . 
When firft-I ſaw my Delia's face 292 
When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move 2 193 
When firſt J ſought fair Celia's love 33 
When firſt-my gay laddie gade to the green 112 
When firſt my ſage mother began to adviſe 433 
When firſt the youth his fears foriookk ', 112 
When firſt this humble roof | knew - . 296 
When firſt-thy ſoft Jips I but civilly preſt 256 
When firſt: Vaneſſa's blooming face. 231 
When firſt. -you woo d me to comply * 
When Flora o' er the garden ſtray‚ d. 316 
When fragrant bloom of yellow t broom » 78 
When gentle Celia firſt I knew LE” „* 198 
hen gentle Harriet firſt I ſaw «© 254 
When here, Lucinda, firſt we came, » 118 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair „ 170 
hen I awake. with painful brow ,' 226 
When I beheld you all diinne - , © 256 
When I behold at vernal tide | 292 
When I drain the roſy bowl e338 
hen I enter'd my teens, and a play things 112 
Yhen I ſee my Strepbon languiſh , 113 
hen I ſurvey thee, matchleſs fair L NWY 
When I think on your truth -- » „ 1435 
den I was s young one what girl, , 32 
hen I'was of a tender age 402 
Vhen I was young, tho? now am old 79 
When Femmy fiſt began to love 78 
hen Jeſiy ſmil'd, her lovely lo K. * 148 
hen larks forſake the flow'ry plain 35 
hen laſt we parted on the plain 110 
hen late. a fimple ruſtic „„ „ 37 
When late. I wander'd o'er the plain . I37 


hen lavrocks ſweet and yellow — 
nen, lovely maid, with you I join' d. 


i 3-5... 5 * 95 * 


ALPHABETICAL TABLE of wha So vas: 


o When vapours o'er the meadows' dis . 
When: unrelenting fates 'ordain , 


When loyely Pbillis tunes the lyre ä 
When lovely woman ſtoops to folly 

When lovers for favours petition «» 2 

When madam, though her day is done ih 
When May-dy buds on trees were ſeen « 
When mighty roaft beef was the Engliſhman's 
When Molly ſmiles beneath her cow ', 
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When morn with purple ftreaks the ſkies 8 
When my hero in court appears . 106 
When o'er the downs at early day « . 405 
When once I with Phillida ſtray d . s 249 
When once love's ſubtle poifon gains 371 
When peace here was reigning . 3240 
When Phœbus begins to peep o'er the hills 6 


When Phabus the tops of the hills does adorn 5 


When Placinda's beauties appear. o 237 
W hen primroſe ſweet bedecks the year” 2493 
When real joy we mils «© . 136 
When ſable night each drooping plant 5 
When Sappho tun'd the raptur'd ſtrain 193 
When ſnow de'cends and robes the fields 295 
When Sol from the eaſt had illumin'd , 15 
When Sep hon the rover to Phillis addreſs'd 259 
When ſummer comes, the ſwains o Tweed 287 
o When ſwallows lay their eggs in ſnow « 363 
When the bright god of day : 188 
When the dear cauſe of all my pain 232 
When the early cock crows at the day. 294 
When the hated morning's ligt 3 
When the head of poor Tummas is broke, 379 


When tne maid whom we love 375 
When the morning peeps forth and the zepbyr I 
Whea the nymphs were contending * «, 2358 
When the raſy morn appearing 
When the sheep are in the fauld' Q, 
When the ſhepherds ſeek to Wũ1ũ © 


When the trees are all bear not a leaf to be ſeen 18 


When the trumpets ſhrill notes l 40¹ 
When tutor'd under mama's care 33 at 
* 


When war's alarms entice my Willy foo me . — 


When winter o'erſhadows the ſcene . 249 
When you knelt at my feet 497 
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When you meet a lovely creature 219 
hen your beauty appears . 195 


When you h mature to manhood grew. 187 


erever I'm going and all the day long 179 
here 18 pleaſure, tell me where . 183 
Where new. mown hay on banks of Tay 34 
Where ſhall a love · ſick virgin find 100 
Where ſhall Delia fly for ſhelter 5 53 
here's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever 45 
Where the blithe bee her honey ſips « 253 
Where the jeſſamin ſweetens the bow'r . 285 
Where the light capnot pierce in a grove 174 
Whe-e the murmuring river flows d 294 
Where virtue incircles the fair . 145 
Where, where, dear maid, ſhould'ſt thou forſake 215 
Which is beſt, ye caſuiſts, ſay | oy 304 
While abſent from the ſwain I love , 406 
While beaus, to pleaſe the ladies, write 127 
While bloſſoms ceck each verdant ſpray 304 
While happy in my native land . 329 
While her charms my thoughts employ 228 
Vhile I'm at the tavern quaffing . 321 
While I figh'd with idle care . 341 
While on earth's ſoft lap deſcending . 46 
While on my Chloe: knee I fat . 38 
While others bartet caſe for ſtate « 316 
While others trip the new-fall'n ſnows 146 
While ſervile ſcribblers take the penn 158 
While the lads in the village . 
While d and 1 ß 348 
While you, Felicia, heedleſs ſtraß I21 


While you, my fair one, ſure to pleaſe, 
Whilſt I m carouſing to chear vp my ſoul 


8 1 


Whilſt I gaze on Chloe, trembling 0 


Whilſt on forbidden fruit I gaze . 254 
A on thy dear boſom lying 149 
Whilſt other men ſing of their goddeſſes 237 
Who'd know the ſweets of liberty ; 388 
Who has e'er been at Baldeck muſt needs know 188 

o has e'er been at Paris muſt needs know 392 
Who'll buy a heart, Myrtilla cries . 306 
Who thirſt for more knowledge . 353 


Who upon the oozy beach . 5 
Who, who is this that firikes my wond'ring 
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ALPHABETICAL TABLE of the Sons: 
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Why bluſhes ſo early the roſe « . 
Why, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn , 
Why, cruel creature, why ſo bent 
Why, Damon, wilt thou ftrive in vain 
Why heaves my fond boſom » « 
Why, John, Ralph, Sal. 
Why now, my love, ſhould I complain 
Why ſhines the moon with filver ray. 
Why ſhould we'of humbleſtate 
Why ſleeps my ſou], my love ariſe 
Why we love, and why we hate 
Why will Delia thus ret re 
Why will Florella, when I gaze 
Why will you my paſſion reprove : 
Why will you plague me with your pain 
Why with ſighs my heart is ſwelling » 
Will you go to the ewe-bughts, Marion 
Wine, wine, in the morning « * 
iſh me joy, ye nymphs and ſwains 
With a chearful old friend and a merry old ſong 399 
With artful voice, young Thyrſis, you « 60 
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With Delia ever could I ftay , - 179 
With doubts and fears for her I love. 179 
With horns and with hounds I awaken 4 
With joy and mirth our vallies rung. 304 
With Phillis how oft have I ſtray d. 243 
With Phillis I'll trip 0'er the mec 236 
With Phillis I ſought the woodbine 227 
With Phæbe wherever I go 228 
With Phaxbus I often aroſe . 223 
With ſweet looks and words ſo tender. 99 


With ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen 347 


With the man that 1 love was I deſtined =_ 
With the pride of the garden and the fieid 8 
With tune ul pipe and merry glee * 10 
With women and wine I defy ev'ry care 300 
Wit, love, and reputation walk d 4..." :- 468 
Woe betide each tender fair ) 1" "no 
| Woman ſhould be wiſely kind * | 
Would thou all the joy receive b 7 
| Would you a female heart inſpire Me 217 
Would you obtain the gentle fair . 246 
Would you taſte of freedom's charms » 
Would you wiſh to gain a lover , 


829 


Ve fair, who ſhine thro Britain's iſle 
Ye fair, ye lovers, at my call ® 


VF. beauties, or ſuch as would beauties 
e belles and ye flirts . _ . 
Ye blitheſt lads and laſſes gay. 
Ve chearful virgins have ye ſeen 
Ve chryſtal fountaitis ſoftly flow 
Ye fair, be advis'd.by a friend 

Ye fair, poſſeſs'd of every charm 


e gales, that gently wave the ſea 

e gentle gales that fan the air 

Ye gocs, ye gave to me A wife 

Ye happy nympbs, whoſe harmleſs hearts 
e little loves chat round her wait 
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Ve mortals, who ſearch for content 

e nymphs and ye ſhepherds that join 

Ye nymphs of the plain who once ſaw 
Ye nymphs, tis true, to Colin s ſtrain , 
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| AipHABRTICAL Tan of the Sons, 


Ve warblers, while Strepbon I mourn 


365 0 
131 Ve Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes . 
54 | Ye zephyrs, come flutter and play 
153 | You aſk me in yainof what ills 7 * 
35 | You bid me my jovial companions forfake 
332 | You gave me laſt week a young linnet 
125 You gods that round fair Celia wait 
126 | You impudent man, you * 
373 | You know I'm your prieſt and your conſcience 
94 | You may ſay what you will but Belinda 
244 | You meaner beauties of the night » 
150 | Young Arabella, mama's care, + 
100 Young Colin, having much to hag . 


I96 


Ye mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex 337 
Ye mortals, whom trouble and ſorrow attend 330 


376 
157 
28 5 


Ye nymphs, who fair Parnaſſus ſummit throng 1 


e nymphs, whoſe ſofter ſouls approve 
Ye nymphs, who to the throne of love 
Yes, Damon, yes, I can approve 
Ves, Delia, tis at length too plain 
Ves, faireſt proof of beauty's power 
Ves, Fulwia, is like Venus fair 
e ſhepherds, give ear to my lay 
Ve ſhepherds, ſo chearful and gay 
Ve ſhepherds, who ſtiay with my Fain 
(e3, I'm in love, I feel it now 
Ye Nuggards, who murder your life ime 
Ye ſons of the bottle attend to my muſe 
Ve ſportſmen all . . . 

Le ſportſmen draw near, & ye ſportsw omen 
Yes, the is fair, divinely fair , , © » 

Ve ſwains that are Courting . 

Yes, theſe are the ſcenes where with Iris 
Yes, yes, T ownl love to ſee ,* . 

Vet awh le, ſweet fleep, deceive me. 

e verdant woods, ye chryſtal ſtreams 

e virgin powers, my heart defend. 
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Ye virgins attend - 
le virgins of Britain wha wiſely attend | 


Young Colin proteſts I'm his joy and alight * 
Young Colin ſeeks my heart to move. 


| Young Colin ſought my heart to gain 


Young Colin to our cottage came . 
Young Colin was the bonnieft ſwain , 
Young Daemon long had lov'd , # 
Young Damon ſtrives my love to gain 
Young I am, and ſore afraid . 

4 | Young 1 am, and well unſkilled . 
Young FJocky, blith at early dawn . 
Young 7ocky ſought my heart in vain , 
Young Focly, who teiz'd-me a twelvemonth 
Young Lubin was a ſhepherd box 
Young man, young man 

Young Molly who lives at the foot of a hill 
Young Patie blames me ev'ry day ©» 
Young Polly was the blitheſt maid - » 
Young Roger he courted me for a whole year 
Young Srregbon, a ſhepherd, the pride 
Young Srrephon, pride of yonder plain 
Young Strephon, the artful, the dangerous 


Young Thirfis, ye ſhepherds, is sone 
Your wiſe men all declare , _ , 


You ſay at your feet that I wept 9 
You ſay ſhe's fair, tis no ſuch matter , 
You ſay what charm! in Nancy's face , 
' You tell me I'm handſome I know not 
You tell me my Cbioe inconſtant 
You' ve ſure forgot, dear mother mine 

2. 


Zounds, Pars then 'I] tell you without... 
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GENERAL HEADS. 


„I Conatas,” S. 


0 


Hunting Songs 1 — 2099 
Songs for Ladies 24 | Social and Convivial 2 - 318 
Songs for Gentlemen 4p - 118 | Miſcellaneous Seunge . 30 
. Songs 250 7 8 Songs _y in 1784 44502 
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To Ladies 5 Gentlemen of Great Britain. 


O compile a volume of Songs for the entertainment of the public, without of 
fending againſt the laws of decency, has been particularly attended to ; for 
which purpoſe induſtry alone was requiſite, In this refined age, the theatres, 

the public gardens, and every place of muſical entertainment, affords an ample range rne 
for {eleQting a pleaſing collection, both as to the muſic and words. It is too true, 
that the public have been nauſeated with volumes of ſongs, which are the diſgrace o The 
our language. The general encouragement that has been given to muſical enter. 
tainment, has naturally excited men of genius to exert their abilities in compoſing 
ſome very excellent pieces, and whilſt the ear is pleaſed with the harmony of the 
numbers, the-heart is improved by the delicacy of the ſentiment, This ColleQtionf 
the Ladies may ſafely open, without the ftart of a bluſh upon their cheek, or offend 

ing the molt rigid virtue; nor can the Gentlemen be more pleaſed by the particula 
attention ſhewn to the Ladies, than by the compliment we pay to their good. ſenſe, 
by an omiſſion of all indecent. ribaldry. We are ſorry to ſee ſo many publications, 
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4 | that are equally a diſgrace to the underſtanding of the publiſher, as an inſulc on the ” 
S |! * om the n . but of theſe it is ſufficient to ſay, Nie c 
1 | | Immodeſt words admit of no defence, . Ar 
N j Fer want of decency is want of ſenſe, & | 
Wil By :this Compilation we pretend to no other merit, than having made a decent pro- 1 
Wl 
IR viſion for the hours of mirth, by affording to every muſical. perſon an opportunity « 
Ei turhing to the moſt approved Engliſh, Scotch, and Iriſh Songs ; and if by this Co 
4 lection we have put into the hands of the 3 and Gentlemen of this Country 
K chearful, entertaining Companion, we have every reaſon to hope that our induſtif By 
Wn wil not go unrewarded, but that we may truly ſubſcribe ourſelves, 11 
| | Their yery much obliged humble ſervants, r 
Oster 1, 1384. | The PerAIE Tf. 
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N SON GC 1. Is now in right poſſeſſing, 


The Man of KN. 


HEN Hareld was invaded, 
And falling loſt his crowns Ne 
And Norman William waded 
Through gore to pull him down, _ 
The counties round, with tears profound, 
To mend their ſad condition, 
Their lands to ſave, they homage paid, 
Proud Kent made no ſubmiſſion. 


555 Then fing in praiſe of Men of Kent, 
Renn All loyal, brave, and free; 

pf the Of Briter's race, if one ſurpaſs, 
ection A Man of Kent is he. 


trend be hardy ſtout freeholders, 

ic ula Who ſa w the tyrants near, 
ſenſe, With burthens on their ſhoulders 
tions. A grove of oaks did bear, 


hich when he ſaw in battle draw, 


Nie ceas'd his arms, comply d with term, 
And granted noble freedom. 
Then, Ec. 


t hunting, and the race too 3 
They ſprightly vigour ſhew z 
nd at the f emale chace too, 
None beats the Xentiſp beau. 
Polleſs'd of wealth, and bleſt with health, 
By fortune's kind embraces,” 
l yeoman here _— far 
A knight in other places,” 
Then, Sr. 3 


he promis'd land of — 
To our forefathers n, 


ad. WR 


— went 


And thought that he might phat "ems 


4 For Canaan ſire is Kent: 

| The Dome of Knozvl, by fame enrol'd, 
The church of Canterbury, 

The hops, the beer, the cherries there, 
Ott' ſerve to make us merry. 

Then, Ee. 


Augmented ſtill in ffory, 

Our antient fame ſhall riſe, 
And Wo 75 in matchleſs glory. 

Shall ſoaring reach the ſkies; 
Quebec ſhall own, with great renown 
And France, with awful wonder, 
| His deeds can tell, how great he fell 
Amidſt his g0d-like thunder. * 
2 Then, &c, 


And tho? deſpotic power 

Wich iron reins do check, 

Our Britiſb ſons of freedom 

Their pazynt cauſe will back y $2; 

| With voice and pen they forthwith ftand, 

Brave Sawbridge ſoon will tell them, 

That virtue's cauſe and Britiſh laws, 

Bold Mea of Kent won't fail them. 
Then, Ce. 


When.royal George-commanded 
. Adilitia to be rais'd, 

The French would ſure have landed, 
But for ſuch youths as theſe; 
Their oxen fall, and ericket ball, 
They left for martial glory, 

Phe Kenti/h lads ſpall win theodds- 
| Your fathers did before you, ; 
Then, G. e 
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And bowling and ſtriking, & 
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The noble Ga ME of CIckEr. 


VVitten in con G of a Match between Hamp- 
te, AuguPP 19, 1772, which was de. 


ire and 
cided in fawour of the latter. 


ATTEND all ye muſes, and join to rehearſe _ 
An Old Engliſh ſport never prais d yet in verſe, ' 
*Tis cricket | fing, of illuſtrious fame, 
No nation e'er boaſted ſo:noble a game. 

: Derry down, Cc. 


Great Pintarhasbragy'd of his heroes of old, {bold 
Some were ſwiſt in the race, ſome in battle were 
The brows of the victor with olive were crown'd, : 
Hark ! they ſhout ! & Olympia returns the glad ſound 


What boaſting of Caſtor, and Pollux his brother, 


The one fam'd for riding, for bruifin the other; 
G gh f : 1 Let us join in the pra ſe of the bat and the wicket, 


Thet luftre's eclips'd by the lads in the field, 
To Minſpall and Miller thefe brothers muſt yie'd. 


Here's guarding & E & throwing & 5 
running & croſſing; 
Each ma e mpſt excel in ſome principal part, 


The Pentathlon of Greece could not ſhew ſo much arte. 


The parties are met, and array d all in white, 
Fam'd Elis ne er boaſted ſo pleaſing a fight, 

Fach nymph looks aſkew at her favourite ſwain, 
And views him half ftrip'd, both with pleaſure & pain 


The wickets are piteh'd now, & meaſ id the ground 


Then they form a large ring, & ſtand yazine around; 
Since Ajax fought Hector, in fight of al Trey, 
No conteſt was ſeen with ſuch fear and ſuch joy. 


Ve bowlers take heed, to my precepts attend, 
On ou the whole fate of the game muſt depend; 


Spare your vigour at firſt, nor exert all our Arength 
But meaſure each ſtep, and be ſure pitch a length. 
Ye ſtrikers cbfefve when the foe ſhall draw nigh, 
Mark the bowler advancing with vigilant eye 1 
Your ſkiil all depends upon diftance and fight, 
Stand firm to your ſcratch, let your bat b upright, 


Ye fields men look ſharp, leſt your pains ye beguile 
Move clo:e, like an amy, in rank and in file ; 


* 


” 
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When the ball is return'd, back it ſure, for I trow 
| Whole ſtates have been reid by one e 


Soch as Hemer ne et ſung of, nor Pindar e er kney, 
Minſball. Miller, and Parmore, with Lumpey & May, 


od, Pattenden, Simmons, with Fuggles and White, 
With Boreman we'll join, & we ll toal} them all night 


The ſport. is now o'er, JO victory tiggs, 
Echo doubles the chorus, & Fame ſpreads her wingy; 
Let us now hail our champions, all ſtesey and true 


Freſh laurels have gain'd by their conqueſt to day; 


With heroes like theſe even 9 we'll drub, 
And bring down the pride of the Hambledon club; 
The Duke“ with Sir Horace, are men of true metit 
And nobly ſupport ſuch, brave fellows with ſpirit, 
Chen fill up the glaſs, he's the beſt who drinks ma 
The Duke and Sir Horace in bumpers we'll toaſt: 


And fing in full chorus the pa tons of cricket, ' 


And when the game's oer & our fate ſhall diaw nigh 
(vor the heroes of cricket, like others, muſt die); 


Our bats we'l}] reſign, neither troubled or vext, = 
And give up our wickets to thoſe that come next, In 


1 _ Derry down, Sa, 
2 — — 267 
The er- SVV YE. | 
1 the brown board at the farmer's we met 
Where plenty of all we could wiſh for was ſet; 
His hops were all pick'sd, and of corn his barnsf 
Man and wife were 113 10%, t was a fin to be dull. 


— 


; Derry down, Sc. An 
He bleſt with his friends with his children & poi. * I 
Gave freely, drank ' freely, and bid us. carouſe; |" : 
By Fove, we enjoy d it, as ſons of true mirth, "_ 


We dravk him ſucceſs in the fruits' of the earth, 


But the farmer's large bowl, & bis flaggon! of beg 
(As brown as a filtert, and ag 9. a full. year {k 
Made our eyes (like the ſtars in a froſty night twig 
Not a brow of threeſcote had that night the le 


Pa * of ech. ＋ Mag. h 


I trow 
wow, 


wingy 
ad true 
knew, 
2 May, 
to day; 
bite, 
11 night 


1 drub, 


| club; 


ie merit 


ſpirit, 
ks mol 
toaſt; 
vicket, 
et, * 


aw nig 


ſt die); 
ext, 
e next, 


# the king and the queen to our preſence had ftept, | 

and view'd, with out joy, what decorum we kept, 

hey'd wiſh'd to have Jjoin'd us, when we with their 
pow'r 

Would have ſettled the nation in leſs than an hour. 


e drank, ſung, and danc'd, & told ſtories of fun» 
Ne'er heeded old time, nor his ſands how they run , 
Twas the farmer's good will we of joy ſhouſd be full 
e reſolv'd to be fo, and hang all that were dull, 


Now death, thou deſtroyer of good and of evil, 
Directed by providence) be to us civil; | 
he lite of the worthy pray lengthen the ſpan, | 
And e this wow” farmer as long as you can, 
pe Nan ts OS. Oc. | 
— 4 — 
The AlriA sc. . 
/ HEN Harwich Camp was ay 5 
And Kent and York did meet, - 5 
Like brethren they accorded; 
And did each other greet, _ 
In friend ſhip's bands, they joined band, 
In token of alliance; 8 | 
ind to all foes; that dat'd oppoſe, 8 OL my f 1 


hen ſing in praiſe of Harwich af Ss 
In which we all agree, ** 1 
Mong ſoldiers brave, if one you'd Kin 
Of Harwich Camp i is he. 


Ve both have left our r houſerz: . | 1 ö 


ind now our vengeance rous'd i83 Bn 
We fear not ſtorm or wing - 
he French to fight we both unite, | 
Our country's rights maintaining; | 
bene er they come, we'll ſend ſome home 
Moſt bitterly complaining, | 


hen ſing in praiſe, Ic. Cc. 


nder our gallant leaders; 


We'll fight while we have breath, 
We'll go wherg'er they need us; 
Ja ſcorn of wounds or death. 


* 


* 
e 


And countries far hehind, ON > 


3 
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They boldly bid defiance, DRIES, 


When Dorſet bids, or Harvey TY 


We'll prove our king's defendere, 
With bold Thornton, and Dalliſen, _ > 
We'll baffle all pretenders. 3 
Then fing in praiſe, c. Sc. 


We love our Majors, Captains; 
Lieutenants, Enſigns too, 
Nor would forget our Chaplainsz 
Could we their faces view, 


| They cure our ſouls o'er flowing bowls, 


Their buſineſs is not fighting; 
At home they ſtay, receive their pay, 
Perchance their ſermons, writing. 


Then fing in praiſe, Sc. Se. 


As Men of Kent fo fam d; 
And Yorkſhire ſo renown'd, 


| We will not be aſham'd; 


To boaſt our native grödnd; 3 | 
Our meat we'll dreſs, together "meſs, 
And Know no proſtitution; 


And eke our conffitution. 


[Then ſing in praiſe, &c. Sc. 


And tho! we've loſt our Eſſex friends 3/ 
We never can forget them, | 


| We hope they'll make us ſome amends;3” 
| Whene'er the wind will let them 
In the mean time, we'll meet in rbhime, 


And wiſh them mirth and pleaſure, 
With every ſport, within the fort; : 

They can have without meaſure; 
Then ſing in praiſe, Sc. Sc. 


And when the wars are over, 
Again we'll tend the . =» 

From ſoldiers we'll turn lovers, 
With laurels on our browz - 

Our wives we'll kiſs, our friends tara” 
And every toil forgetting; 


From ſun-riſe to the (tting 5; 3 
Then fog, Sc. 


We'll driok and ſing, God ſave the King, 


* 
#5 


* 1 4 1 : 


Pl 


We'll cure our wounds, with the craſh of hounds, 


02 
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ODE in Praiſe of K x N u. 
SWEET Melody ! the charm repeat! 
We watch the birth of ſound, . 
To pleaſe the mind s a ſeaſt complete: 
Kent's ſons mult ev'ry ui with harmony 
Again inform the willing lyre, 
With notes that might Apollo charm, 


Sweet and prevailing, like his fire, | 
That pleaſe and melt us as they warm. 


Along thy fertile ſides, 
The ſwelling Thames, wich plenty loaded, ite, 
Enriching thee with tributary tides. 
Safe there, and in thy Medaway's wat'ry bed, 
The floating guard of Britain's wealth and 2225 
In ſtate triumphant rides. 
Her fleetsdheir being owe to thee; 
Thou her ſure bulwark ; Europe's the, 


Nor dot thou raiſe thoſe giant frames alone, 
(Whoſe pow'r een Neptune's ſelf muſt own :) 
To rule where'er expanded ocean rolls; 
Thou fill thofe bodies with heroic ſoufs. 
They journey with the ſun, they join each k 1 
And ſpread alike thy pow'r & dient ings every wkere. 
So well ſet out for peace or war, 
What may not Albion dare! 


Sweet liberty, thy Briten's rec... 98 
To thy ſens indulgent moſt, 
Bids here ſucceſſion be ſecure; . 
And titles ſtill endure: 
For virtues with eftates come 8 
And from the father bleſs the ſon. 
Great ſouls with plenty rais'd, aſpire 2 
A -gen'rous ſpirit, een in ſwains, 
Enlarz'd with eaſe, and freedom reigns, _ 
That heaw'nly double gift, the food of manly fire, 
The bleſſing flows, as pleaſure glides with health, 
From tby reviving ſprings; 
1 ſhar'd by all the happy ſubject” $ wealth, 
ele magnifies the kings. 


ob. 
© 

4 
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| Her neighbour's envy, wiſh, and dend 3 


| 


/ = 
x 
% 
2 


['Tis more 


Kent, early pious, ** great, | 
Fair Albion's front, her awful head, 


. Thyſelf a royal ſtate! 


All rock, all fortreſs, to their fightz 
{ To thy bleſt ſons, all Eden, all delight ! 1 


While fond of thee, untaught to yield, 

They're fiiſt to take, and laſt to quit the field i. 
Secure the eaſfern world you face, 
Nor can the greater mate the leſs, 


| The firſt great William, fortunate and brave, 3 
| Who came to conquer, as the laſt to ſave, 


| 


When on to Kent with victor troops he rode, 
Late of a thouſand ſhips the load, 
Britain, which be who half the world could awe, 
Great Cæſar little more than . 
Bow'd to the Norman law. 
The ſons of Kent alone the tide whbhſtoodz 
Of right tendcious, fingular in good; 
 Unſhaken,.tho' the only unſubdu d. 
In arms collected all agree, EY 
To live and die, like their great fathers, Ks. 
Graſp'd with one hand, the threat” ning ſteel t 
fphere The other, verdant boy hs diſplay d. A 
In dire array, thus dreadful from afar, 
Invaſion's living bar, | 
On the brow of the threaten'd land, . 
940d. 


The movieg foreſt made a dreadfu | 
The warrior king, mov'd at the 2 bebt, 


* 


Thai 

So equal both for friendlhip, or for ſight, Ws 
A parley ſounds ; please evetrin foes to ſee,” Irs 
 [Spirks ſa wort Ry to be frees How 
They come, they anſwer dh negligent of life;* W 
By friendly pede& and generbur — P. new 
Like 


To elaim thei debrer hberty and * 120 
Undasgted race, the herb ery'd, 3 
Such virtue cannot be deny dj; 
Take more from me than bees etch 
My friendſhip; nay, my conq uro name 5 
Thus to your rights, and valour true, 
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HUNTI NG SONGS and CA NTA TAS. 


* 


0 ſport to the chace can compare, Up, ye nymphs and ye rains, and node we'll rove 


So manly the pleaſure it yields; Up hill and down valley, by thicket and grove; 
How ſide; how refreſhing that air, Then follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 
Inhal'd in the woods and the fields! | With the notes of the horn and the cry of the hounds, 
$ we ruth in purſuit, new ſcenes fill appear, 5 Let the wretched be ſlaves to ambition and wealth, 
New landfcapes encounter the eye; All the bleſſings I aſk, is the bleſſing of health 3 : 


as 


oi Handel's ſweet muſic more bleaſes the ear, So ſhall innocence ſelf give a warrant to joys, 


Gght, A Than that of the hounds in full cry. | | No envy diſturbs, no dependance deſtroys. 
Ne ſtrength from the chace we —y | Then follow, &c. 
N Its exerciſe purges the blood: $4 _ ] O'er hill, dale and woodlands with raptures we dal; 


How happy that mortal muſt live, v 
Py et returning ſtill find the dear pleaſures at home 
F-44 Whoſe ſport: yields both phyGic and food! Where the chearful good humour gives honeſty grace, 


jo new and ſo varied its charms, they ne'er cloy | And the heart ſpeaks content in the ſmiles of the tace ; 
Like thoſe of the bottle and face; Tee follow, Se. 7 


be oft ner, che. harder, the more we enjoy, 1; 
The more we're in love with the babe! „ 4 — 


ARK! hark ! the joy- „ 
Salutes the roſy, 1 fivg morn, ' 
And echoes thro' the dale; 


—_ 


- 


A 
HEN the morning peeps forth, and: thew ze- 
| phyr's cool gale 
aries fragrance and health over mountains and dale 18 


— — w 


| He" ! away ! tis the merry ton'd horn, 


Dd. 


— 


_ 


2 
With clam*rous peals the hills reſosnd, 


The hounds quick-ſcented ſcour the ground, 


And ſnuff the fragrant gale, | : 


Nor gates nor hedges can impede 

The briſk, btgh-mettled, ſtarting ſeed, 
The jovial pack purſue ; 

Like lightaing darting o'cr the plains, 

The diſtant hills with ſpeed he gains, 
And ſees the game in view. 


Her path the timid hare forſakes, 

And tothe copſe for thelter makes, 
There pants a while for breath; 

When now the noiſe alarms her ear, 


Her haunts deſcry, her fate is near, 


She ſees approaching death, 


| Direftcd by the well-known breeze, 
The hounds their trembling victim ſeize, 


She faints, ſhe falls, ſhe dies; 
The diſtant courſers now come in, 
And join the loud triumphant din, 

Till echo rends the ſkies, 


Calls the huaters all up in the morn, 
To the hills and the woodlancs we ſteer, 


| To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


CHQRVS OF HUN TSMEN, 
And all the day long, 
This, this is our fong 5 
Still hallowing 
And following, 
$0 frolic and free; 
+ Our joys know no bounde, 
| While we're after the hounds, 
No mortals on earth are fo happy as we. 


Round the wooes when we beat how we glows 


While the hills they all echo, hillo! 
With a bounce from his cover he flies, | 
Then our ſhouts ſhall reſound to the ſkies, - 


And all the day long, Cc. 


— 
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| When we ſweep o'er the vallies, or climb dee r 
| Up the health breathing mountain ſublime, On 
What a joy from our labours we feel? The 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal, An 
And all the day long, &c, : | f 

L At night when our labour is done, | In an 
Then we will go halloing home, Th 
With hallo, hallo, and huz za, Ther 
Re ſolving to meet the next day, An 
And all the day long, &c. Come 
| Then 
OME, rouſe, brother ſportſmen, the hunters all MW an 


LY cry, 
We've got a good ſcent, and a fav'ring ſky; | 
The horn's ſprightly notes, and the lark's early ſong, 
Will chide the dull ſportſmen for ſleeping ſo long. 
Bright Pgæbus has ſhewn us the glimpſe of his face, 
Peep'd in at our windows, and calls to the chace; 
He ſoon will be up, for his dawn wears away, 

And makes the fields bluſh with the beams of his ray, 


Sweet Molly may teaze you, perhaps to lie down; 
And if you refuſe her, perhaps ſhe may frown : . 


th 


— — 


© {To George peace and glory may heaven diſpenſe, - 
And foxhunters flouriſh a thouſand years hence, 


The opening hound returns the ſound, 


But tell her, that love muſt to hunting give place; 
For as well as her charms, there are charms in the 
chace. 


Look yonder, look yonder, old Reynard I ſpy; 
At his bru ſn nimbly follow briſk Chanter and Fly; 
They ſeize on their prey, ſee his eye- balls they roll; 
We're in at the death - now let's home to the bowl, 
There we'll fill up our glaſſes, and toaſt to the King, * 
From a bumper freſh loyalty ever will ſpring; | 


HE ſprightly horn awakes the morny 
And bids the hunter riſe, 21> 


* 


And echo fills the ſkies; 


' And echo fills the ſies. | 
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dee ruddy beatth mote dear than wealth, 
On yon blue mountain's brow ; 
The neighing ſteed invokes our ſpeed, 
And Reynard trembles now; 
The neighing ſteed, Sc. 


In ancient days, as ſtory ſays, 
The woods our fathers ſought; 
The ruſtic race ador'd the chace, 
And hunted as they fought. 
Come let's away, make no delay, 
Enjoy the foreſt's charms ; - 
Then o'er the bowl expand the ſoul, 
And reſt in Chlce's arms, | 
— mncmmacmod ; 
HE echoing hern calls the th abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; 
The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox, 
O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; bs 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him, buzzat 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies, 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 


„ 
rg 


y 
a Fe 


e; Like Bacchanals ſhouting and gay, 
1 the How ſweet is the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day: | | 

wich ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy, 
73 Dull wiſdom, all happineſs ſours: * 
oll; Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, i 
owl, Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rs, 

, | — ——  —— 
ing, HE morning is charming, all nature looks gays 


Away, my brave boys, to your horſes away, 
For the prime of our humour's in queſt of the hare ; 
We have not ſo much as a moment to ſpare. 
Hark the lively ton'd horn, how melodious it ſounds, 
To the mufical tone of the merry-mouth'd hounds, 


Oer highlands, ang lowlands, and woodlands we fly» 
Our horſes full ſpeed, and our hounds in full cry, 
So match'd in their mouth, and fo ſwiſtly they run, 


Health, joy and ey dabce in the rounds, 
_. | And bleſs the gay circle of hunters and hounds, 


| The old hounds puſh forward, a very ſure ſien, 


How the lark's early matin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay ! 


| Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, WM 
And the ſlave of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 


| No care nar ambition our patience annoy, 


| Mankind are all hunters in various degree, 


and Os a. 


That the hare, tho” a ſtout one, begins to decline 

A chace of two hours, or more, ſhe has led; | 
She's down=look about you=they have her-ſhe's dead. 
How glorious a death! to be honour'd with ſounds 
Of horns, and a ſhout to the chorus of hounds, 


12 ſun from the eaſt tips the mountains with 


„„ 


And the _ all ſpangled with dew-drops behold; 


With the ſports of the field there's-no pleaſure can vie, 
While jocund we follow, follow, follow, foilow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, | i 
follow, follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 


Court, 


But innocence ſtill gives a zeſt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The prieſt bunts a living, the lawyer a fee, 

The doctor a patient, the courtier a place, 

Tho! often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the. ſports of the field, Sc. 


The cit hunts a plum, the ſoldier hunts fame, 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name, 

And the artful coquette, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 

Yet, in ſpite of her airs ſhe her lover purſues, 
With the ſpoyts of the field, &c, 


Let the bold, and the buſy, hunt glory and wealth, 

All the bleſſings we aſk is the bleſſing of health, _ 

With hounds and with horns, thro' the woodlands to 
roam, / 

And when tir'd abroad find contentment at home. 


4 
. 


Like the trine of the ſpheres, and the race of the ſun; 


With the ſports of the field, &c, 
THE 


| 
1 
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| Ye cits, for the chace quit the joys of the town, 
And ſcorn the dull pleaſure of Neeping ia down; 


4 


HE early horn ſalutes the morn 
That gilds this charming place, 
With chearful- cries bids echo riſe, 
Anda join the jovial chace. 
The vocal hilis around, 
he waving woods, 
The cHryſtal floods, 
All return the enitv'ning ſound, 


ITH horns and with hounds I waken the day, 
| And bie to my woodland walks away 

I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin's ſoon, 

And ie to my forehead a waxing moon; 

With ſhouring and huorirg we pierce thro” the ſky, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. 


V AY tothe field, ſee the morning looks grey, 
And, ſweetly bedappled, forebodes a fine day, 
T he hounds are all eager the ſport to enibrace, 
And carol aloud to be led to the chacè. 
Then hark in the morn, to the call of the horn, 
And join with the jovial crew ; 


While the ſeaſon invites, with all its delights, 


The healih-g1v.ng chace to purſue, 


| How ciarm.ug ihe fight when Aurora firſt dawns, 


To ſee the bright beagles ſpread over. the lawns; 

To welcome the ſun, now returning from reſt, 

Their matins they chant as they merrily quiſt, | 
Then bark, Ec. 


| But oh ! how each boſom with tranſport it fills, 
Io fart juſt as Phœbus peeps over the hills; 
While joyous from valley to valley reſounds 


The ſhouts of the hunters and cry of the hounds. 
Then hark „Oc. 


See how tne brave hunters, with courage elate, 
Fly hedges and ditches, or top the barr'd gate, 

| Borne by their bold courſers no danger they fear, 
And give to the winds all vexation and care, 


Ihen hark, Se. 
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Uncertain your toil, or for honour or wealth, 
urs (till is repaid with contentment and health, 


| Then hark, Se. 


OME, rouſe from your trances ! 
The ſly mirn advances, 
To catch ſluggiſh mortals in bed; 
Le: the horn's jocund note 
In the wind ſweetly float, | 
While the fox from the brake lifts his head; 
Now ereeping, 
Now peeping, 
The fox from the brake lifts his head; 
Each away to his ſteed, 
| Your goddets ſhall lead, 
Come follow, my worſhippers, —_ 
For the chace ail prepare, h 
See the hounds ſnuff the air, | 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! 


Hark Fowler, hark Rover, 
f See Reynard breaks cover, 

The hunters fly over the ground; 2 
| Now they ſkim o'er the plain, | 

Now they dart down the lane, | 
And the bills, woods, and vallies reſound ; 5 

With daſhing, | 

And ſplaſhing, 
The hills, woods, and vallies re ſound: 

Then away with full ſpeed, | 

Your goddeſs ſhall lead, 
Come foilow, my worſhippers, follow; 3 

O'er hedge, ditch, and gate, | = 
If you ſtop you're too late, | 
Hark, hark, to the huntſman's ſweet hallo! 


4 


| Ws e 
O you hear, brother ſportſman, che ſound of the 
horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? ) ſee } 
For ſhame, rouſe your ſenſes, and ere it 15 morn, rd w 
| Wi Hr me the week melody join, ut oh 
Thro' hat h 


* 
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bro? the wood and the valley the traitor we'll rally, | 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 

hile hounds in full cry, thro hedges ſhall fly, 

And chace the ſwift hare till he dies. 


hen ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields, 
Both willing and joyous repair 3 
o paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 

Than chaſing the fox or the hare. 


or ſuch comforts, my friend, on the 8 attend, 
No pleaſure like hunting is found; 

or when it is o' er, as briſk as before, 

Next morning we ſpurn up the ground, 


Whoſe notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the gale, | 
o charm us to barter for ignohle rett, 

he joys which true pleaſure can ide in the breaſt, 
ne morning is fair, and in labour with day, 

nd the cry of the huntſman is hark, hark away, 

hen wherefore defer we one moment our joys? 

laſte haſte let's away, ſo to horſe my brave boys. 


hat pleaſure can equal the joys of the chace, 
here meaner delights to more novle give place? 
hile onward we preſs, and each ſorrow defy, 
rom valley to valley re-echoes the cry : 

Dur joys are all ſterling, no ſorrow we fear, 


orgetful of labour, we leap o'er the mounds, 
ed on by the horn, and the cry of the hounds, 
HEN Phæœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How ſweet is the ſound of the echoing horn, 
hen the-antling ſtag is rous'd with the ſotind, 
recting his ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; 
and thinks he has left us behind on the plain: 
ut ſtill we purſue and now come in view of the glo- 
rious game. 
) ſee how again he rears up his head, 
\rd winged with fear he zedoubles his ſpeed : 
But oh ! tis in vain that he flies, 


5 


ARK, hark ye, how echoes the horn in the vale, | 


Ve bound o'er the lawn, and look back on old care ; 34 


— 5 : 1 
| For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 
And he pants, till with well-ſcented hounds ſurrounded 

" he dies. 7 


ET the gay ones r great 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run, 
Well, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, | | 
While 1 have my dog and my gun. 


For exe:ciſe, air, 

To the fields I repair, 

With ſpirits unclouded and light; 
The bliſſes I find, 

No ſtings leave behind, 

| But health and diverſion unite, 


OME, ye ſportſmen ſo brave, who delight in the 
field, 
| Where the 'bud-barren mountain freſh. raptures can 
yield, 
With he b-alth-breathing chace rouſe the ſoul with - 
| delight, 
With the jolly god, Bacchus, be jovial at night, 
See the high mettled ſtceds | where norting they fly ! 
While, ſtaunch, the dogs cover the ground in full cry ! 
While, ſtaunch, while anch, the dogs cover the 
ground in full cry! 


How can ye, my boys, from ſuch ſports now refrain, 

When the horn's chearful ſound calls you forth to the 
lain ? 

Poor Pu ſſay! the flies, and ſeems danger to ſcorn, 

Then redoubles her ſpeed as ſhe bounces o'er the lawn. 

See the bigh-mettled ſteeds, &c. 


She has cunningly cheated the ſcent of the hounds; WM 
Through hedge-rows ſhe creeps, and ſculks o'er the 


hat his eyes loſe the bontiman, his cars n Joſe the cries, 


downs: 
| Bruſh them in, my bold hearts ! ſhe fits panting for 
breath ! 
The victim is ſeiz'd=Hark ! the horn ſounds her death. 
See the high- mettled th Fe. 
— LAST 
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6 
AST Valentine's avs} When bright Phebus ſhone 
clear, 
1 had not been hunting for more than a yeer : 
1 mounted black — o'er the road made him 
bound, 


For I heard the hounds chlleage, and horns ſweetly. 


ſound, 
Taleo tales taleo taleo taleo taleo taleo, 


Hallo into covert, old Anthony cries, 

No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, fir, he ſpies; 

This being the ſignal, he then crack'd his whip, 

Taleo was the word, and away we did leap, 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd not a pin, 

He ſprang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in; 

And as he crept out, why he ſpy'd the old Ren', 

With his tongue hanging out ſtealing home to his den, 
Taleo, &c, 


Our hounds and our horſes were always as . 

As ever broke covert, or daſn'd thro' the wood ; 

Old Reynard runs hard, bur muſt certainly die, 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did cry, 
Taleo, Sc. 


The hounds they had run twenty miles now or more, 
Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and ſwore, | 
But Reynard being ſpent ſoon muſt give vp the ghoſt, 
Which will e r our joys when we come to each 
toaſt. 
Taleo, Ec. 


The day's ſport being over the horns we will ſound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 


| So fill up your glaſſes, and chearfully drink, 


To the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink, 


Taleo, &c, 


ts dawns the day with roſy face, 


That calls the hunters to the'chace, 
8 With mufical horn, 
Salute the gay mern, 
Theſe jolly companions to cheer; 
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| 


With enliv'ning ſounds, 
Encourage the hounds, 
To rival the ſpeed of the deer, 


If you find out his lair, 
To the woodlands repair, 
Hark! hark! he's unharbour'd they ry 
Then fleet o'er the plain, | 
We gallop amain, © _ 
All, all is a triumph of joy. 


O'er heaths, hills, and woods, 
Thro' foreſts and floods, 
The ſtag flies as ſwift as the u ind; 
The weikin reſounds, 
With the cry of the hounds, 
That chant in a concert behind, 


Adieu to all care, 

Pale grief and deſpair, 
We ride in oblivion of fear; 

Vexation and pain, 
We leave to the train, 
Sad wretches that lag in the rear. 


Lo! the ſtag ſtands at bay, 
The pack's at a ſtay, 
They eagerly ſeize on their prize: 
The welkin reſounds 
With the chorus of hounds, 
Shrill horn with his knell, and he dies, 


HEN Phebas begins juſt to peep o'er the hills, 
With horns we awaken the day, 
And rouſe, brather ſportſmen, who luggiſhly ſleep, 
With hark! to the woods hark ! away: 
See the hounds are uncoupled in muſical crys 
Hovr ſweetly it echoes around; : 


And high mettled ſteeds with their neighings all ſeem 


With pleaſure to echo the ſound, 


|3ehold when ly Reynard, with panic and dread, 


At diſtance o'er hillocks doth bound; 
The pack on the ſcent fly with rapid career, 


Ha:k! the horns! O how ſweetly they ſound : 4 
ow 


Nov 


See, the Gowns now we leave, and the coverts appear, 


Now on to the chace, o'er hills and o'er dales, | 
All dangers we nobly defy; _- . 
O: r nags are all ſtout, and our ſports we'll purſue, | 

With ſhouts that-reſound to the ſky. | 


But ſee how he lags, all his arts are in vain, 
No longer with ſwiftneſs he flies ; 

Each hound in his fury determines his fate, 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies: 

With ſhouting and joy we return from the field, 
With drink crown the ſports of the day; 

Then to reſt we recline, till the horn calls again, 
Then away to the woodlands, away. 


TOW the hill-tops are buraiſh'd with azure and 

gold, 

And the proſpect around us moſt bright to behold; 

The hounds are all trying the mazes to trace, 

The ſteeds are all neighing, and pant for the chace, 

Then rouſe, each true ſportſman, and join at the 
dawn, 

The ſong of the hunters, and found of the horn. 


Kealth braces the nerves and gives joy to the face, 
Whilſ over the heath we purſue the fleet chace; 


As eager we follow the fox or the hare, 
Then rouſe, Sc. 


Wherever we go, pleaſure waits on us ſtill, 

If we fink in the valley, or riſe on the hill; 

O'er hedges and rivers we valiantly fly, 

For fearleſs of death we ne'er think we ſhall die. 
Then rouſe, &c, 


From ages long paſt, by the poets we're told, 

That hunting was lov'd by the ſages of old; 

That the ſoldier and huntſman were both on par, 

And the health-giviag chace made them bold in the 
war. 


Then rouſe, &c, 


When the chace is once over, away to the bowl, | 
The full flowing Ys ſhall chear up the {out ; * 
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K ind breezes ill greet us, with chearfulneſs crown'd} 


: Roſy health blooms about us with natural grace, | 


Whilft jocund our ſongs ſhall with choruſes ring, ; 
And toaſts to our laſſes, our country and king 
Then rouſe, &c, ü ' 


OUND, ſound the briſk horn, 
"Twill enliven the morn, 
And nature repleniſh with glee, 
The vallies around, 
Shall rejoice at the ſound, 
And join in the chorus with me, 


Let ladies each night 
In cards take delight, 
And ſuch dull amuſements embrace, 
At noon then ariſe, 
Unknown to the joys | 
of the health-giving, health giving chace, - | 


But while they're content, 
Why let them frequent 4K 
The piaybouſe, the park or the ball; | | 
The pleaſures I chuſe, 1 

My time to amuſe, 
Are greatly ſuperior to all. 
— ? 
ER the lawns, up the hills, as with ardour wal 
bound, | 

Led on by the Joud ſounding horn, 


And joyful we meet the ſweet morn, | 


Wi ilſt echo re-echo'd enlivens the chace, 


Should all the gay larks as they ſoar to the ſky, 
Their notes in a concert unite, ; 
The muſic of hounds when ſet off in full cry, 
Would give a more tuneful delight, 
Roſy health, &c. 2 


Tis over, tis over, a pleaſure divine, 
Freſh air and full exerciſe yield, 
At night, my good friends, o'er the juice of the vine 

We'll fing to the PRE ad the fields 
; Roſy * 


g 


| RECITATIVE, 
| vt the born calls away; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
ake to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
J Quit the bondage of ſloth, and ariſe. 


AIR. 
| From the eaſt breaks the morn, 
See, the ſun- beams adorn 
The wild heath and the mountains ſo high 1 
Shrilly opes the ſtaunch hound, 
The ſteed neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the vallies reply. 


Our forefathers, ſo good, 
Prov'd their greatneſs of blood, 
By e count'ring the hart or the boar; 
Ruddy health bloom'd the f ce, 
Age and youth urged the chace, 
And taught woodlands and foreſts to roar, - 


Hence, of noble deſcent, 

Hil.s and wilds we frequent, 

here the boſom of nature's reveal'd, 
Tho' in life's buſy day, 

F Man of man makes a prey, 

drill let ours be the prey of the field. 


| With the chace in foll ſight, 


3 — —— — —— — 
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Gods! how great the delight ! 
ow our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
Where is cate, Where is fear? 
Like the winds in the rear, 

And the man's loſt in ſomething divine, 
Now to horſe my brave boys: 
Lo! each pants for the juys- 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
Than at eve we ll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 

And renew the chace over the bowl. 


RECITATIVE. 
HE chace was c'er, Actæon ſought a ſeat, 


To ſha de him from the rage of mid-day heat: 


| 


( 
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His fainting dogs, with toil and thirſt oppreſt, 
Long'd for the cooling ſtream and freſh'ning reſt, 
As on the hunter wandered, 

Diana and her nymphs appeared undreſt: 


ſicht, 


Thus ay's the youth to ſpeak, appal's with fright, 


AIR. 

O think me not, goddefs, to blame, 

I lurk'd not thoſe charms t'eſpy ; 

By chance to this covert I came, 

And fate is more faulty than I. 
All weary with hunting I trove 

To hide me from Phabus's ray; 

Forgive me thus deſtin'd to rove, 

O let me now win back my way. 


RECITATIVE. 
Enrag'd the goddeſs thus beſpoke the ſwain, 
Who ſu'd for pity, and had ſu'd in vain : 


AIR, 
Raſh youth! ! your mad folly you ſoon ſhall e, 
No mortal thus naked has ſeen me before, 
Leſt you tell where you've been, 
Boaſt of what you have ſeen, 
Bold hunter, here know 
That Diana's your foe, 


That for this you ſhall never again ſee me more; 


You ſhall branch out with horns, bound with ſwiſt- 
running feet, 

No longer a man but a ſtag all complete, 

Your hounds in full cry, 

Shall purſue as you fly, 

Chace you 311 the long day, 

Till they make you their prey, 


Since ou eyes dar'd to glance t tow'rds Diana's retreat, 


RECITATIVE, 


HEN firſt Aurora gilds the eaftern hille, 
ſpills, 


The 


] Whilſt freams nor nymphs could ſave her from his 


And on the ground her glitt'ring de w. drop 


The ſw 
Pleas'd 
The dre 
With d 
From Hh 
Old ear 


Over ir 


And tl 
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The fwelling Fe falutes the riſing day, 
pleas'd with the ſound, all nature looks more gay. 
The drow'y huntſman, freed from Morpheus chain, 
With dogs and horſes ſcatter all the ; lain: 
From his cloſe paddock farts the frighted deer, 
Old earth ſcarce {eels him in his ſwift career. 
AIR. 
Over mountains ſee him bound, 
Lighter than the fleeting wind 
Woods and vallies echo round, 
While he leaves them far behind, 
| Now fainting with toil, 
He takes the cool ſoil, 
But there finding refuge in vain, 
He ſeeks the wide lawns once again. 
The ſtaunch op'ning hounds have at length ſeiz d 
their prize, 
What joy reigns around, 
When brought to the ground, 
And the horn ſounds bis knell as he Rruggling dies. 
Our ſports at an end, 
The ev'ning we ſpend, | 
In innocent mirth and good cheer 
Like bold Robin Hood, | 
Our prey is our food, | 
And on Old Engli 2 brown beer. 


'RECITATIVE. 
ARK! the horn ſalutes the ear, 
The hunters ready, morning clear; 
Come, the happy hours embrace, 
Join the ever jovial chace. 
AIR, 

See the flag how he bounds 

O'er the neighbouring grounds, 

His ſpeed ſtill increas'd by his fear; 
Hills and dales are ſoon paſt, | 
See his ſwiftneſs ſo vaſt, 

The huntſmen he leaves i in the rear, , 


*Twas Nimrod of old, 
By the poets we're told, _ 
Began firſt the ſports of the ch ace, 


— — — 7˙7ð² yr 
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From this high mount with me deſcend, 


O'er hill and dale our flight we '11 bend, 


Tho' ſo great was his fame, 
There's a ſlur on his name, 
As men he purſued in the race. 


But ſuch tyrants the chace 
Will its pleaſures diſgrace, 
Yet friendſhip ſhall ill be our guide; 
With the ſound of the horn, 
C211 forth each in the morn, 
Our fports there ſhall nothing divides 


But again he's in view, 

And we nearer purſue, 
His ſpirits decreaſe as he flies 

Now they've pull'd him to ground, 

A nd the dogs have him bound, | 
Ah! ſee how he trembles and dies. 


Now our pleaſure's complete, N 
Hark, the horn ſounds retreat, ; 
Our ſport does our health fill maintain; 
To the bowl next away, 
We'll with joy crown the day, 
And then be as merry again. 
RECITATIVE» 
HE roſy morn with crimſon dye, 
Had newl; ting'd the-eaftern ſky, 
The feather'd race on every ſpray, 
Sweet warble to the god of day. 
When chaſte Diana, goddeſs bright, 
From balmy ſlumber ſpringing light, 
Wak'd all her nymphs from pleaſing reſt, 
And thus her ſylvan train addreſs'd. . 


| AIR, 


And hey to the joys of the chace 


And match the fleet ſtag in our pace. 
My filver bow is ready ſtrung, 
My golden quiver is gracetul hung, 


10 
Auer my nymplis, away, away, 
Let ſhouts to the welkin reſound, 
And ſhe who ſtrikes the deſtin'd prey, 
Shall queen of the foreſt be crown'd. 


RECITATIVE. 
HE whiſtling ploughman hails the bluſhing 
dawn, 
The thruſh melooious drowns the ruſtic note, 
Loud fings the black bird thro' reſounding groves, 
And the lurk ſoars to meet the riſing ſun, 
AIR. 
Away, to the copſe lead away, 
And now, my boys, throw off the hounds ; , 
III warrant he ſhews us ſome play; 
See, yonder he ſkulks thro' the grounds. 
Then ſpur your briſk courſers, and ſmoke em, my 
_ bloods: 
"Tis a delicate ſcent-lying morn | 
What concert is equal to thoſe of the woods, 
Betwixt echo, the hounds, and the horn ? 


Each earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
In cover no ſafety can find, 
| So he breaks it, and ſcours amain, 
1 And leaves us at diſtance behind. 
[} O'er rocks and o'er rivers, and hedges we fly, 
All hazard and danger we ſcorn; 
Stout Reynard we'll follow until that he die; 
| Cheer up the good dogs with the horn. 5 


And now he ſcarce creeps thro' the dale, 

& Allparch'd from his mouth hangs his tongue; 
His ſpeed can no longer avail, 

Nor his life can his cunning prolon . 

From _ ſtaunch and fleet pack t was in vain "ot he 
ed, 

See his bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn, | 

+ The farmer with pleaſure beholds him lie dead, | 
And ſhout to the ſound of the horn, 


 RECITATIVE. . 
OW peeps the ruddy dawn o'er mountain top, 


=> 
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| The milkmaid's carol glads the ploughman's ear, 
The joily huntſman winds his chearful born, 
And the ſtaunch pack return the lov'd ſalute, 


| AIR. 
| The hounds are unkenneled, and now, 

Thro' the copſe and the furz will we lead, 5 
{Till we reach yonder farm on the brow, 

For there Jurks the thief that muſt bleed, 

I told you ſo didn't I ?—ſee where he flies; 

| Twas Bellman that open'd, fo ſure the fox dies. 
Let the horn's jolly ſound, 

Encourage the hound, 

And float through the echoing ſkies, 


RECITATIVE. 


The chace begun, nor rock, nor flood, nor ſwamp, 


Quickſet, or gate, the thundering courſe retard; 
Till the dead notes proclaim the falling prey, 
Then te the ſportive ſquite's capacious bowl. 


An. 

O'er that and old beer of his own, 

This ſound, bright and wholeſome we'll fing, 
Drink ſucceſs to great George and his crown, 
For each heart to a man's $ with the kings 
And next we will fill to Fowe's favourite ſcene, 
Tke rich iſle of ſaints, Britannia I mean, 
Where men, horſes and hounds, 

Can be ſtopp'd by no bounds, 


0 


For no ſpot on the earth e'er bred ſportſmen fo keen, 


RT H, admit me of thy crew, 

To liſten how the hounds and horns, 
Chearly rouſe the ſlumb'ring morn, 

From the fide of ſome hoar hill, 

Thro' the high wood . ſtill. 


all out, 
The chace is begun, I declare; 


come up and to horſe, let us follow the rout, 


And join in the chace of the hate. 


| Is different notes each feather'd warbler tunes, 


8 


OUSE, - rouſe, jolly ſportſmen, the hounds are 


Hark ! 


ark! 
The 
dgor P. 


And 


hougl 
Who 
Ve mo 
And 
hougt 
We! 
While 
We 1 
Dur frei 

We a 
When | 
Sport 


rk ! 


al. 


' 


ark! hark ! don't you hear they are now in the dale, 
The horn, how melodious it ſounds! | 

or Puſs in a fright, how ſhe ſtrives to prevail, 
And fly from the cry of the hounds, 


hough up to the hills and the mountains ſhe ſcales, 
Whoſe top ſeems to join to the ſky; 
Ve mount in the air like a kite in a gale, 
And follow the hounds in full cry. 
hough into the copſe there for refuge ſhe flies, 
We kill her, tis twenty the odds; 
While echo ſurrcunes us with hooting and cries, 
We ſeem to converſe with the gods. 


Dur freedom with conſcience is never alarm'd. 
We are ſtrangers to envy and ſtrife ; 

Vhen bleſſed with a wife, we return to her arms, 
Sport ſweetens the conjugal liſe. 

Dur days paſs away in a ſcene of delight, 
Which kings and their coùrtiers ne'er taſte, 

n pleaſures of love we revel all night, | 
Next morning return to the chaee. 


AM a jolly huntſman, | 
My voice is ſhrill and olear, 
Vell known to drive the ſtag, 
And the drooping dogs to chear, 
And a hunting, &c. 


leave my bed betimes, 

Before the morning grey; 2 
et looſe my dogs, and mount a horſe, 
And hallo, come away, Se. 


he game's no ſooner rous'd, 

But in ryſh the chearful crys | | 
hro* buſh and brake, o'er hedge. 3nd fake, 
The frighted beaſt does fly, Cc. 


vain he Ries to covert, 

A num'rous pack purſue, 

hat never ceaſe to trace his ſteps, 
Era though they're loſt the view, C. | 


Co 


1 


HoxTinG Soncs and CANTATAS. 


There's Scent<vell and Finder, 
Dogs never known to fail, 

To hit off with humble noſe, 
But with a lofty tail, &c 


To Scentævell, hark! he calls, 
And faithful Finder joins, 
Whip in tbe dogs, my merry rogues, 
And give your horſe the reins, c. 
Hark l forward how they go it, 


The view they'd loſt they gain; 
Tantivy, high and low, 


There's Ruler and Counteſs, 
That moſt times dead the field, 
Traveller and Bonnylaſs, 


' To none of them will yield, & Ca 


Now Ducheſs bits it foremoſt, 
Next Lightfoor leads the way, 
And Toper bears the bell, 

Each dog will have his day, Ce 


There's Mufic and Chanter, 


Their nimble trebles try; 
White Sæveetlips and Tunezuell. 
With counters clear reply, Ce. 
There's Rockwood and Thunder, 
That tongue the heavy baſs; 
Whilſt Trowler and Ringwood 


* 


Now ſweetly in full cry _ 
Their various notes they Join 


. *Tis more than half divine, Cc. 


The woods, rocks, and mountains, 


Delighted with the ſound, 

To neighb'ring dales and fountains 
Repeating, deal it round, Sc. 

A glorious chace it is, 

We erove him many a mile, 


And hit off many a foil, Cc. 


„ 5 t S n 


With tenors crown the chace, Ce. 


Their legs and throats they ſtrain, c. 


Gods! what a concert's here, my lads 4 


O'er hedge and ditch, we go thro? ſtitch, 
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| | Od, Hector long behind, 


And yet he runs it ftoutly, 
How wide, how ſwift he ſtrains, 
With what a ſkip he took that Jeap, 
And ſcours it o'er the plains, &c, 


See how our horſes foam! 
The dogs begin to droop, 

With winding horn, on ſhoulder bor'n, 
*J is time to chear them vp, &c. 


{Sounds Tantivy.] 


$ Hark ! Leader, Counteſs, Bouncer, 


Chear up my merry dogs all ; 


Jo Tarler, hark; he holds it ſmart, 


And anſwers every call, Sc. 


Co co there, drunkard Snowball, 
Gadzooks ! whip Bomer in; 
We'll die th? place, cre quit the chece, 


Tül we've made the game our own, Fe. 


Up yonder ſteep I'll f low, 
Beſet with craggy tones ; 

My lord cries, Jack, you dog! come back, 
Or elſe you'll break your bones, &c, 


Huzza ! he's almoſt down, 
He begins to ſlack his c urſe, . 
He pants for breath; I'll inet's death, 
Or elſe III kill my horſe, &c. 


See, now he takes the moors, 


And ſtrains to reach the ſtream z 


7 He le>ps the flood, to cool his blacd, 


And quench his thirſty flame, &c, 


ne ſcarce has tauch'd the bank, 


The cry bounce finely in, 
And ſwiftly ſwim acroſs the ſtream, 
And raiſe a glorious din, @c, 


His leęs begin to fail, 
His wind and ſpeed 18 gone, 

He ſtands at bay, and gives em play, 
He can no longer run, Sc. 


The ſport 1s ended now, 


| When Phoebus begins to enlighten the morn, 


By uſe and nuute bold, 
In ryſhes firſt, and ſeizes faſt, 
Bu! ſoon is flung from's hold, Sc. 


He traverſes his ground, 
Ad ances and retreats, 

Gives many hound a mortal wound, 
And long their force defeats, &c. 


He bonds, and ſprings, and ſnorts, 
And ſhake his branched head, 
His lateſt fartheſt off, I ſee, 
Poor Tailboy is lain dead, &c. 


Vain are heels and an lers, | 
With ſuch a pack ſet round, 
"ME of his heart, ſeize every part, 5 

And pull him fearieſs down, Cc. * 


Ha ! dead, ware dead, whip off, 
And take a ſpecial care; 

Diſmount with ſpeed, and cut his throat, 
Loeſt they his haynches tear, Cc. 


We're laden with the ſpoil ; * 4 
As home we paſs, we talk o th chace, We” 
O'erpaid fer all our toil, 


Anda hunting Se. 


E Cups who wt your life time in 1 
Awake and purſue the fleet hare; 
From life ſay what joy, ſay what pleaſure you reap, 
That ere could with hunting compare: 


The huntſman attended by hounds 
Rejoices and glows at the ſound of the horn, 
' Whilſt woods the fweet echo reſounds. 


The courtier, the lawyer, the prieſt have in view, 15 
Nay ev'ry profeſſion the ſame, 

But ſportimen, ye mortals, no pleaſures purſue, 
Than ſuch as accrug from the game. 


While 


And turn into day ev'ry night; 


OOO — — 


— F 


HouxrTinG Sonos and CanTaTas. 
While 4 are \pleas's in the j joys of the cups 


At the break of each morn the buntſman is up, <4 


And bounds o'er. the lawns with delight. 


O'er dales and o'er valleys let's fly; 


fer who can, ye gods, fee] a moment of care, 
When each joy will another ſupply 2 
Thus each morning, each day, in raptures we paſs, 


And defire no comfort to ſfrare; 


And feed on the ſpoil of the hare, 
; 37 


Then come come come join in 
The chearful merry din 
Of the hounds in concert An, 
Heard round from hill to hill. 
All ſhall join in jolly ſong, 
Noble ſports to us belongs; 
Hail the morning's ruddy face, 


Now begins the ſprightly chace. . 


Then out ſcouts Reynard ſtrong 
And nimbly darts along, 
To climb the neithb'ring bin, 
Or leap the Ppurling ill, 

All ſhall j join, Se. 5 


Boys, follow then with ſpecd, 


Then quickly my lads to the foreſt repair, 


18 


But at night to refreſh with the bottle and glaſs : | 


Hark! for ſore I hear the horas melodious 


| [found 3 0 


„ | 


We will purſue the game, 
Till Reynard ſtout we tame. 
, All ſhall | join, Se. : 21 


Ss. 


His heart is broken quite; 
And as he gaſping lies, 
He pants, he pants, and dies. 
All ſhall join, Sc. ail WR”: 
TI ſertimem ell t+ 
85 Attend to the call, | 
. The welcome call of this 8 bom; 
Quit buſineſs for pleaſure, 
. Nor thirſt after treaſure, 
But purchaſe new life from the ſweets of abs morn, 
See now dapple Bay in his foin 'waxeth grey, 
And white Lily ſtops, with the ſcent in his chaps, 
And now nimbly ſhe bounds from the cry of the 
Then boys, haſte away, nes 
Without firther delay, ; 
Tis with pleaſures Ii like n that we hail the new 


! Whilft cares. of ſtate "I [days 2 
f ; Attend the great, 82 8 
And courtiers prey on their country” < wealth; 3 


, _ r 


| 3 No ſtately ambition, 


Or ſickly condition, 
Diſturbs our repoſe, recreations, or health. 
The fop, vainly proud of his delicate ſelf, 


Ah! ſee in vain his flight, 72 


leep, As we have thus agteed/j {The miſer, who doats on his ill-gotten pelf, 
| Then come, come, mend your Pace, And the lover who ſighs, ogles, flatters, and lies, 
IPs And follow briſk the chace. Would they hither repair, they need not deſpair 
All ſhall join, Ce. of enjoy int ſweet life, with a mind free from care 
| pl ſoon ſhall ſee him lag, | 39 Wo: 
ike deer or hunted ft * 
Then preſs him 2 'bloods, Tops | Risx, riſe, de bucks, ſee how ruddy* 8 the 
We'll drive him to the floods, Diana's been long on the plain; morn, 
15 All ſhall join, S. Hark; hark, tis the ſound of the hounds and the 
O'cr floods, o'er rocks and h . 6 Repeated by echo again. horn, 
An 40 , line nes Then, to horſe, my brave boys, to the chace let's 
* For the pleaſures of — admit no delay. ſauar 
» / 
While 


HonrTinG Sonos and CanTATAS» 
Thus blei?'d with the pleaſures the country afford, 
Content with our ſtations, more happy than lords, 

Wich hearts true and loyal we jovially ſing, 

| Not troubled with cares from ambition that ſpring, 'R 
While the courtier is eagerly hunting a place, 

We jocundly join in the ſports of the chace, 


14 

If our hounds, when they're dragging the wood- | 
Unkennel the fox from bis den: [1ands around, 

Or if, hen they're trailing along on the ground, 
A puſs ſhould be ſtarted.— O then, 

So ho, cries our huntſman, ſo ho, ſhe's in view, 

Then with hounds in full ery we the paſtime purſue. | 


But if we ſhould meet with an out-lying deer, , Lr che ſlave of * and wealth, 


The paſtime ſo royal we l rouſe ; On the ſrolic of fortune depend, 
Purſue him till Nain where he flies without "Wh I aſk but old claret and health, | 
Ani ner the glad fight of him loſe. - | A pack of good, hounds and a friend. 


Nei: her hedges nor ditches ſhall ſet us our bounds ; 3 In ſuch 12al j joys will be found, 
Ir Our horſes are good we'll keep up with the hounds. | True happineſs centers in theſe; BW 
When our day's ſport is over then home we'll return NE Lew 4 wich —— _— 


To enjoy our dear bottle and glaſs, 2 
' Old claret can drive away care, 25 


And all be as ready as e ver next morn 
Health ſmiles on our days as they roll 2 


To go back to the jovial chace. 
Thus Nimrod $ diverſion we'll keep in renown, What can with true friendſhip re > 
And a tally I love from my ſoul. 


And each night with a bu our da 's ſport we'l] | WE 
p 8 wer " | 1 | Then up with your bumper my boys, A 


| Each hour that flies we'll improve; 
Ho: A heel-tap's a ſpy on our joys .. 
OW ſoft glides the ſtre am the gay males long 
The birds all how chearful, how tuneful their ſong, | Here £59 — ar and Jove, * 
= Flira the meads wich her gifts doth adorn, | = DN 
The violet, the roſe, and the fair blooming thorn; v ? 
And Hark ! fijll-to heighten the j joys of this place, ; No Warn. 11 1 eaſt 
Ihe ſound ofthe horn ſpeaks the hounds are in chace | As loth to pots fair — 1 brea 3 


See over yon clover the hare ſwif Iy flies, | While dew beſpangles ev'ry thank, 
While the. hunters purſue ber with clamorous cries ; | The herald lark ſalutes the ſkiew © 
Haſte, haſte, then away, let us join in the {port, Sh And bids the jocund Tportſman rife, 
Leap the banks, fly the gates, to yon covertelort ;| Alx. 

There trembling ſhe lies, panting, gaſping for breath Hark ! the chace is begun, 


Let 5 follow with ſpeed to be in at the death, See, yonder they run, 1 
And fleet as the wing the ſtag flies ; + 


40— 


- 


Tis done, the is breath leſs, now heme we repair, | O'er mountain and dale, 
While peals lood, triumpbaat, reſound thro! the air. Thro' woodland and vale, 
Not a hill, or a valley, or cavern around, | | His purſuers awhile he defies: 
Where echo reſides, but repeats the glad found 3 3 But in vain is his ſpeed, 
While P bus well-pleas'd the gay proſpect furveys They faſter, proceeds. 


1 And ſcreaks the . morn n with his e of eſt: In hopes to 0 'ertakke him anon ; 
| Hh 


> — 3 


= While echo around. 
5 With the horn and the hound, 
ing, KReſponſive replies Ton- ta- ron. 
| Thos we pleaſure obtain, 
Thout fickneſs or pain, 
What ruddineſs ſmiles on each faces 
Ye jemmies prepare, ' 
Mount the ſteed if you dare, 
And overtake health in the chaee. 
THE ſweet roſy morning 
Peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning -/ 
The meadows and fields ; 
The merry merry merry horn 
Calls come come come away, 
Awake from your lumber _ 
And hail the new days 


he ſtag rous'd before uw ö 
Away ſeems to fly, | 
Ind pants to the chorus 
Of hounds in full crys _ . 
Then follow follow follow follow _ 
The muſical chace, 
here pleaſure and vigour, 
Wich health you embrace. 
The day's ſporty when over, 
Makes blood circle right, 
Ind gives the briſk Jover _ 
Freſh charms tor the night. 
ſhen let us let us now enjoy , 
All we can while we may, 
e: love crown the night, 
As our ſports crown the day. 


eq 1 4 * = " 
FFF 


A TA TIIE: 
VE N chearful day began to dawn, 


NJ rows'd by hounds agd horn, 
While Her gentle virgins thus addrefs'd. 


— 


Fond nymphs, you'll tue the fatal bout . 


Love will promiſe and deceive, oe 
4 Leading youthful hearts aſtray; 
| But the joy s our paſtimes give 


| Wt Sr from the eaft had illutnin'd the ſchert, 
| And gilded the Jawns and the riv'tets ſo clear, 


| No ſconer he ſpoke but old Reyzard he ſpied; 
Ton- ta- ron went the horn andſmack went the whip, 


|| O'er lcaping a ditch==by the lord, he leap'd in; 
When juft as it hap'd, but the ly maſter Ren, 
| Was ſneakingly haſt' ning to make to his den 


| Not a quickſet nor thick ſet our pleaſure withſtood 
So ho! maſter Reynard Jack Rivers he cried, _ . / 


All gay as the lark the green woodlands we trac'd; 
| While the merry-ton'd horn inſpired as we chac'd; 


| The ſports of the field when concluded and o'er 
While Cupid ſtill his pillow preſs d, ; A 


| Hoxrixo Soxcs and Cairatas— 15 


| ——— 4 ATR; het at 


While the hounds chearful cries awaken, the mori, 
Diana herſelf rules the ſports of to-day,  _ 
And joins in the chorus of Hark, bark aways 


| 
Hark away, hark away to the merry ton'd horn; x | 
| 


| With cautious ep avoid the bow'r, 


Where wily Cupid ſleeping lies; 


Should Love our ſpotleſ; train ſurptiſe. 
Fa k away, Sc. 5 | 


Are jocund, innocent, and gay. 
Hark away, Co E 
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I roſe from my tent, and like Richard, I call'd ” 
For my horſe, and my hounds too, loodly-I bawld, 
Hark forward, my boys, Billy Meadows be criedg* 


Over-joy'd at the fight we begen ior to ſkip, 


Tom Bramble ſcour'd forth; when almoſt to bis chin, 


Then away we purſu'd, broke covert and wood, 


Old Ren you ſhall die, Daddy Hawthorn replied. 
No longer poor Reynard his ſtrength could he boaſt, 
To the hounds he knock's under & gave up theghoſt 


We ſound the horn back, again over ihe moor; 
At night take the glaſs, and moſt chearily fing- - 


1 The fox-hunters raund, got forgetting the King. 


C2 1 HARK 
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HunTinG SonGs and CanTATAS. 


1 ARK ! the bentfada' 8 ae to ſound the ſh:i11 


Come quickly unkenne l your hounds; horn, 
"Tis a beautiful, glittering, golden-ey'd morn, 
We'll chace the fox over the grounds. 


See yonder fits Reynard, ſo crefty and ly, 
Come ſaddle your courfſers apace; 

The hounds have a ſcent, and are all in full crys 
They long to be giving him chace. 


And quickly they ſcour it along; 
Rapid after the fox rups each muſical cur, 
Follow, follow, my boys, is the ſong. 


O'er mountains and valleys we ſkim it away, 
Now Reyrard's a moſt out of fight; 

Zur ſooner than loſe bim we'll ſpend the whole day 
In hunting, for that's our delight. 


By eager purſuing we'll have him at laſt, 
He's too tired, poor rogue, down he lies; 

Now ftarts. up afreſh, and young Snap has him faſt, 
He trembles, . r ſtruggles, and dies. 


47 —— 


To FO o'er the plain the fox or the hare, 
« Such pleaſure nb ſport can e er bring, 

It baniſhes forrow and drives away care, 
And makes us more bleſt than a king; 
And makes us more bleſt than a king. 

Whenever we hear the ſound of the horn, 
Our hearts are tranſported with joy; 

We riſe and embrace with the earlieſt dawn, 
A paſtime that never can cloy, 


O'er furrows and hills our game we purſue, 
No danger our breaft can invade ; 

The hounds in full cry our joys will renew 
An increaſe of pleaſures diſplay'd: 

The freedom our conſcience never alarms, 
We live free from envy and firife ; 

if bleft with a ſpouſe, return to her arma, 
Sport, ſweetnels, and conjugal life, 


U 


9 


- 
Un 


Ev. f it eafor re purſues, 
The huntſmen are mounted, the ſteed feels the ſpur, V'RY mortal ſome ayourite Nee 


o 
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Some range at a diſtance, and ſome hunt at hand; 


I With heart chearing notes how they make the weod 


The courtier who toils o'er matters of ſtate, 


Can ne'er ſuch an happineſs Know; 1 
The grandeur and pomp enjoy'd by the great, 4 
Can ne'er ſuch a comfort beſtow : IH 7 
Our days pa's away in ſcenes of delight, F. 
Our pleaſures ne er taken amiſs: _ 'T 
We hunt all the day, and revel all © FY 


What joy can be wee than this. 


| Some to White run for play, ſome to Batſon for ne; Be 
To Shuter's drcll phiz others thunder applauſe, | Wi 
. | And ſome triflers delight to hear Nichols's noiſe: An 
But ſuch idle amuſements I'll carefully ſhun, 
| And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun, Fro 
Soon as Phawubas has finiſh's his ſummer's career, A 
And his maturing aid bleſt the huſbandman's care, Oe 
When Roger and Nell have enjoyed harveſt home, A 
And their Jabours being o'er, are at leiſure to roam; 
From the noiſe of the town and its follies I run, Nou 
And J range o'er the fieids with my dog and my gun pan. 
When my pointers around me all carefully ſtand, Hark 
And none dares to ſtir, but the dog I command, Wh. 
When the covey he ſprings, and I bring down ny 
[*ve a pleaſure no paſtime beſide can afford: ¶ bim Thus 
No paſtime nor pleaſure that's under the ſun, Py 
Can be equal to mine with my dogs and my gun. Thro 
When the covey I've thinn'd, to the woods I repait AD 
And I bruſh thro” the thicket: devoid of all fear; | 
There I exerciſe freely my leveling ſkiil, Now . 
| And wi h pheaſants and woodeocks my bag often fl | 
For death (where I find them) they ſeldom,can ſu Then 
My dogs are ſo ſure, and fo fat:] my gun, Quit t 
My ſpaniels ne'er babble, they're under conn _ I 


If a woodcock they fluſh, or a pheaſant they ſpring 


Then for muſic let fribbles to Raxelagh run, [riog 


1 


My concert's a chorus of dogs and a gun. 


% 


<3 | HunTriNnG SoNGs 
When at night we chat over the ſport of the day, 
And ſpread o'er the table my conquer'd ſpoils lay; 
Then I think of my friends, and to each ſend a part, 
For my friends to oblige is the pride of my heart; 
Thus the vices of town, and its follies I ſhun, 
And my pleaſures confine to my dogs and my gun. 
FV 
3 RECITATIVE. 
8, Awa K's 4 by the born, like the ſpring, deckt! in 


ew! j Betimes in the morning the hunters are ſeen; [green, 
e, Wich joy on each brow they enliven the place, 
fe: And impatientiy wait to join in the chace. 
| AIR. | 
”m From his cloſe covert rous d, the ſtag ſwiftly flies, 


As the arrow that's ſhot from the bow; 
Oer rivers ano mountains all danger defies, 
And fears nothing but man, his worſt foe, 


 RECITATIVE, 
Now they trace him thro' the copſe, 
Panting, ſtruggling—ſee! be drops ! 
Kark ! rude clamours rend the ſkies, 
While the dappled victim dies. : 


AIX. 
Thus Bricais' s ſons, in Harry's reign, 
Purſu'd the trembling Gaul, 
Thro' ſtreams of blood, o'er hills of ſlain, 
And triumph'd at his fall. 


CHORUS, 
Now hoſtile foes alarm ; arm, arm, Britannia, arm. 


RECITATIVE. 


Then away to the fied, tis greatGeorge gives the word 
1 Quit the horn for a trumpet, the whip for a ſword; 
3 ke our valiant forefathers, ſtern death let us face, 
_— And be glorious in war as we are in the chace , 
ſprinf 50 
> wcod H Ark, the land tuning horn vide the ſportſman pre- 
[ring And the hounds woo him forth to the lawnſpare 
The huntiman proclaims that the morning is fair, 
Whe And Aurora with red ftreaks the dun. 


— 2 ———— —  —— — — — 
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and CAN TATASs. | * 

With pleaſure he hearkens the heart - ſoothing chear 
Shakes Morpheus and flumber away; 

Waile joy fal be tarts; and with ſpeed doth appear 
The foremoſt to welcome the dax. 


And fills ail the vale with his joys - -  -+ 
While bis pleaſure full glowing, enlivehe bis face, 
And the hounds in full concert rejoice, 


From the ſportſman, _ ye drones, ye may learn how 
- Exempted from pain or diſeaſe ; [to live, 


| He'll ſhew, that the fields and the meadows will 


That health which you bar er for caſe. [give 
Tk houngs are II out, and the morning does 
Why, how now, you fluggardly ſor”! [p Peeps 
How can you, h6w can' you tie'ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback are got, 
| My drave boys! ES 


- If 


II cannot get vp, for the over - night $ wy 


So terribly lies in my head; 
Betides, my wife cries, my dear, do not wits, 
But cuddle me longer in bed, 
My dear boy. 
Come on with your boots, and ſaddle your mare, 
Nor tire us with longer aelay ; 
The cry of the hounds, and the ſight of the bare, 


Will chace all dull vapours away, 
My brave boys. 


— 52 
RECITATIVE. 

Hark! from that cottage by the filent ſtream, 
How ſweet the ſwallow greets the riſing gleam 
Of light, that dawns upon the eaſtern hill, 
1 ipping with grey the ſails of yonder mill; EE. 
And hark! from the fam below the watch ful cock 
Wiarns the dull ſhepherd to unfoid his flock 3 
His hurdled flocks the freſh*ning breeze int ale, 
And bleat for freedom, and the cloyer yale. 
See! how away the ſevering clouds are vn, 


OO gay already ſeems the face of heaven ! 
C 3 | 


With the h:-rn's jolly clangor he quickwny the chace 


Thoſe 


Fa 


 HuxTiNG Soncs and CanTATAS. | „ 


Thoſe ruddy fireaks foretel the ſun is near £2  RECITATIVE | Th 
To drink the dew and glad our hemiſphere, z Far from the eaſt had roll'd the glorious ſun, C 
O ! did the ſons of diflipstion know Aa. And thro' each well known haunt the fox had run; The 
What calm delights from early-riſing flow, The ftream he'd paſt, and the vaſt mountain's | height, A 
They'd leave (with us) their down, and in the | Se-king the dell where dark ling brakes i invite Afi 
Imbibe the health that freſh Aurora yields, oy There ſtrove to earth, but ſtrove to earth in vain, B 
Alx. He breaks the covert, tries the lawas again; The 
1 Now indolence ſnores upon alloy of down, But, as he fled, the craft y {potter found, Er 
1 Na infirm:ty, guilt, and diſeaſe, | Fleeting behind, the never fault'ring hound: 
1 Envy ihe gentle repoſe of the clown, : | Weary at length, he views the wide mouth del! Coal 
And in vain beg the bleſſing of eaſe. And drags in pain his mired bruſh along; At 
Whilſt we honeſt fellows, who follow the chace, | Now ſpent, he fails, rolling his hageard eyes; 
Of ſuch troubles are never poſſeſs d, And, ſavage like, he wounds, and ſnarling dies. 
The banner of bealth is diſplay'd in each face, 7 Eager to view, the ſhouting train ſurround ; 
To ſhew Peace holds the fort of the breaſt. Hills, woods, and rocks, reverberate oy found; 
Can the ſlaves of a court, can the miſer n. this? AIR. ; 
Or the wretches who feed in diſtrets? | Whilft the huntſman exults to hunters around, 
U ! may ſuch ne'er taſte of our rational bliſs, And holds up the ſtrong-ſcented prize; 
Till, like us, they diſdain to oppreſs. Elated with conqueſt, each ſtaunch mettled hovnk 
RECITATIVE. 'f Sends a clam'rous pea] to the ſkies ; 


See! to the copſe how the dogs ſcud along, 

They've found out the drag of the foe; 

And hark ? how the huntſmen ride ſhouting along, 
Hie's ncw in the cover below. 


Let's follow the cry, he'll ſoon be in view, 
Sec ! yonder he ſculks o'er the glade; 
Spur your courſers, my lads, and briſkly purſue; 
Oi's craft will our vengeance evade. 
AIR, 


The deep ſound of the horn, borne afar on the gale, 
Ca Is the ſportſmen thrown out, to the pack; 
They meet round the ſpoil, if their courſers don't fail 

Then away, to regale, they ride chearfully back, 


| RECITATIVE, ; 
| Such are the man!y pleaſures of the chat e, 
Which kings of ol were eager to embrace: 
While o'er the champaign ran the courtly crews 6 ſpo 


| bleſ 


The ſhepherd with joy views the chace, The cheek was garniſh'd with a roſeat hue z Who 
His lambs the vile traitor would fleece, Then no pale Canymede diſgrac'd the court, kin 
The farmer, delighted, beholds his diſgrace, And he was honour'd who moſt lov'd the ſport; we 
1 And thinks on his turkies and geeſe. f No brooding malice the ere afſail' d the breaſt, 118 lordf 
15 e e eee, To cloud he brow, or poiſon mental reſt, 8 
e . Ok Le "uy , Oh ! glorious { ort, which can at once impart - "rs 
* Ee * 3 : 1 1 — 
4; wall tics . Health to the veins, and quiet to the heart Hark f 
14 And wiſh the ſtaunch pack retail, | | AIR. 
if woke P indy p Our fathers of old lov'd the ſport, [Mit lawy 
# In queſt of the fleet-footed for, TE, Our nobles rejoic'd in the chace z Lo hun 
15 As the hunters fly over the . a - } They fied the intrigues of a court, ie huſb⸗ 
114 Lux bieaſt feels u rapturous.giow, .. _ Tue heatt-chearing toil to embrace, And rid 
1 Ev'ry tongue triils the jocular Atvim | : 
1 | F T heir 
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Their 


Their offspring was tuddy and ſtout, 
Curſt lux'ry was yet in the bud; + 

They ſcarce knew the pangs of the gouts 
AQivity phyſic'd the blood. 


A fribble they ſeldom could meet, 
But now how -revers'd 18 the ſcene! 

The c:eature's in every ſtreet, 
Erecting his butterfly mien. 


Could our anceſtors riſe from their graves, 
At fight of the gay ſpang led train, 
They'd fly the degenerate faves, 
And with to be buried again.” 


May ſuch never taſſe of our joy, 

We hunters diſclaim the whole race; 
Whilſt time over tea they deſtroy, 

We're loſt in the charms of the chace. 


CHORUS, 


{Il you who would fellow the muſical horn, 
o early to bed, and ſalute the young morn. 
Dur ſports ſhall "ſecure you the boſom's repote, 
ind your cheek in old age wear the tint of the roſe, 
our nerves ſha!l be ſtreng, and feel, e'en in decay, 

The raptures enjoy 'd by the young and tie gay. 
Then hither come all who would live long in heaith, 
\ bleſing the wiſe much eſteem before wealth, 


. 


E ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen too, 
Who delight in the joys of the field; 
ankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. 
lis lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 

A hunting continually go; 

lliranks and degrees are eneag'd in the chace, 

Hark forward, huzza, taily ho. 


be lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 
he huſband gets up, at the ſound. "of the horn, 


HunTiING Soncs and CanTATAS. 


5 | The patriot is.chrown in purſuit of his _ 
The poet, too, often lays low, 
Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flies after fame, 


With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


While fearleſs o'er hills and oel woodlands we ſweep 
Tho' prudes on our paſtime may frown, _ 
How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 
Thus, public or private, for penſion, for place, 
For „ for paſſiun, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 
— 
A Sweet-ſcented beau, and a fimp' ring young cit, - 
An artful attorney, a rake, and a wit, | 
Set out on a chace in purſuit of her heart, 
Whilſt Chloe diſdainfully laugh'd at heir art: 
And rous'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 


—— — — | f 


| Tantivy, the follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wit ſwore by his fancy, the beau by his face, 


| The lawyer with quibble ſet out on the chace; 


The cir with exactneſs made up his account, 

The rake told his congueſt, how vaſt the amount. 
She laugh'd at their follies, and blithe as the morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe followed the echoing horn. 


The clamorous noiſe rous'd a jolly young ſwain, 
Hark forward, hecry'd, then bounc'd over the plain. 
He diſtanc'd the wit, the eit, reer and beau, 
And won the fair nymph with hello! hillio! 

Now together they fing a ſweet hymn to the morn, 
Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


Hark the hollow — 45 reſounding 
Echo to the hunter's cry; 

Hark ! how all the vales reſounding 

To his chearing voice reply. 


Now fo ſwift, o'er hills afpiring, 
He purfues the gay delight ; 
Diftant woods and plains retiring 
Seem to vaniſh from his ſi ht. 


and rides to the Commons ful: Ipced ; | 


Harz! the hollow groves, e. 


— 
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SEE Pheebus begins to enliven the eaſt, 
And ſee the grey dawn wears away; 


Come rouſe, fellow huntſman, relinquiſh d ull reſt, 


And join in the ports of the day; 

No longer in ſloth let your ſenſes remain, 
Untainted the ſweets of the morn ; 

Drive ſlumber away, and make one in our train, 
To follow the ſound of the horn 


What muſic to ours can for ſweetneſs compare, 
What ſporis ſuch a pleaſure can yield ? 
What ſcent ſo refin'd as the new morning air ? 
What proſpe& ſo bright as the field? 
Let miſers ſor riches each tranſport forego, 
Midſt their treaſures diftreſs'd and forlorf— 
We taſte ev'ry joy, and forget every woe — 
So charming the ſound of the horn. 


Such pleaſures we feel, while from vanity free, 
Our hours paſs contented along; 

In innocent paſlime, in mirth, ana in glee, 
With a hearty repaſt and a ſong : 

Ye mortals, unbiaſs'd by honours and wealth, 
Thoſe titles that ſorrow adorn ; 


Would you taſte the calm joys of contentment and 
[healib, 


Thea follow the ſound of the horn, 


57 
THE fun now peeps 0'er yonder hill, 

In ſtreaks of golden red, 
For ſhame get up, nor lumber til), 

Quit, quit your downy bed. 

CHORUS. 

For hark! horn and hound are ſ-luting the day, 
The fox from his covert 1: burſting away; 


! 
o 


O'er mountains he ſcampers, we'll couble our pace, 
Swift vengeance purſues him and gladdens our chaec 


Loſe, loſe no time, to horſe, my boys, 
Fling off dull crowſy ſpleen ; 

The neighing funds, and deep tonga 'd noiſe, 
Now call us to the green, 

For hark, horn, Cc. 


| Oh, ſay who you are, that enliven our train. 


HunTtnG Sons and CanTaTAs. 
With roſy health our cheeks ſhall glow, 


Our nerves with toil be ſtrung z 
With tides of joy our blood ſhall flow, 
Who join the hunting throng. 

For hack, horn, &c, 


And when we leave the ſhouting fie'd, 
And night has brought us home, | 
Libations rich the hall ſhall yield, 
Loud mirth ſhall ſnake the dome. 
For hark, horn, &c, | 


PRINCIPAL VOICES, 
Our of fight are the hounds, boys; 
We've loſt them to day, | 
We are fairly thrown out, 
Who will tell us the way? 


RESPONSE. 

If you'll follow up cloſe, we will tell you the way, 
PkINCIPAL VOICES, 

Who, who are ſuch friends to the joys of the chace! 

We hear but the voice, bur we ſee not the face. 


RESPONSE, 
We —_—_ we muſt not d.ſcover the "3 


PRINCIPAL VOICES. / 
Are you fairies or goblins that haunt the rnde plain! 


| RESPONSE 
We are nymphs of the wood, of Diana's chaſte trail 


PRINCIPAL VOICES, _ 
O'er mountains, thro? fountains, then briſkly wel 
Dies and Echo ſhall join in the ery, _ lf 


GLEE, 
Love in 3 valley lies, 
Wake him not with noiſe or Get 
Fir'd with ſport, with toil oppreſt, 
lad he takes an hour of reſt; - 
See, ſee his quiver by his ſde, 


. 


{| - Sure to conquer , pride! 


If he's rais'd, and points his darts, 
Tis too late to ſave your heart “/ 


e enn ö 6 
When will ſqunds of battle ceaſe, 
When the world is buſh'd to peace. 
Welcome diſcord's horrid found, 2 <4 
Welcome clangor's burſting round, 
Let the Britiſh thunder roar, 4. 
Shouts be heard from ſhore to ſhore, 
Every brave commander fing, ' | 
With firſt and laſt, God ſave the King, 
'RECITAT1IVEs . 
SEE, ſee, Aurora *gins to riſe, | 
And paints with ruddy ftreaks the ſkies ! 
Eer Phoebus does his beams diſplay, 
Let's to our jocund ſports away. 
Þ 8 
Lrouſe the game with hounds and horn, 


e Way, With chearful cries I' wake the morn, 
Who rifing with her roſy face, 

chact? Erjoys the glory of the chace, 

5 See the ſwift ſtag flies o'er the ground, 
And hills, and dales, and woods refound ; 
Whilſt health and joy lead on the train, 
Provoke the chace and ſcour the plain: 

Lb & And join” the jovial ſportſman._cries, 

F Till the ſtout prey, o' ertaken— dies.“ 


RECITATIVE, X 
Wy o, who is this that firikes my wond'ring 
'Tis roſy health, an hunter in diſguiſe, 
He comes to win me from ſoft pleaſure's train, 


And thus he ſpeaks in his enliv'ning ſtrain. 


AIR. 
| Now the dawn's peeping over the hill, 
ö To ſleep breaking echos ariſe! | 
Hark ! the hounds and the hunters loud fill 
The woods with their ſhouts and their eries. 


% 
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Purſue o'er the mountains your p 
| . Be firſt of the heart cheating — 
All rous'd by the toils of the day | 
You'll own the delights of the chace. 


A hunter, no more you'll complain; 
No ſpleen-brooding cares thail ye know, | 
A ſtranger to dene and pain, 

With life and new vigour you'll glow, 

Then fly from the pleaſures that pall, 
That languor moſt certainly yield, 

But wake to the horn's early call, 

And haſte to the ſports of the field. 


— EENUGEEE 


Which to pay yout attention, I'm ſure cannot fail, 


| Tis of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire, 
O'er ſtone walls and hed ges, thro' dale, bog and briar, 


A pack of ſich hounds, and a ſet of ſuch men, 
Tis a ſhrewd chance if ever. you meet with again; 
Had Nimrod the mightieft of hunters been there, 
Fore gad, he had ſhook like an aſpin for fer. 


In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 
The fifth of December, I think 'rwas no more, 


At five in the morning, by moſt of the clocks, 


We rode from Xillrudgery in ſearch of a fox. * 


| 1 he Laughblin's-town landlord, the bold Owen Bray, 


And Squire Adair, ſure, was with us that day; 
F o Debill, Hall Preſton, that huntiman ſo ftout,, + 
Dick Holmes, a few others, and ſo we ſet out. 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 
When anton ſet up u moſt tuneable roar; 
Haik to Warton, cried Fo. andthe reſt were not ſlack 
For Wanton's no trifle, eſteem'd in the pack. 

Old Bonny and Collier came readily in, | 


And every hound join'd in the muſical dio | 


Had Diana been there ſhe'd been pleas'd to the life, 
And one of the lacs got a goddeſs to wife. 


| Hark, hark, jolly ſportſmen; awhile to my tele, 
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Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 
When Reynard broke cover, and this was his way; 
As ſtrong from Nillegar, as tho' he could fear none, 
Away he bruſh d round by the houſe of Killternan, 
To Carrickmines thence, and to Cherry <vood then, 
Steep Sbant · hili he climb'd, and to Ballymanglen, 
Bray Commons he croſs'd, leap'd any mace My wall, 
And ſeem'd to ſay, Little I value you all.“ 


He ran Buſh's grove, up to Carbury Byrrn's, 

Fo Debill, 2 Prefion, kept —＋ 3 
The earth it was open, yet he was ſo ſtout, 

Tho' he might have got in, yet he choſe to keep out, 
To Malpa's high hills was the way then he flew, 
At Dalkeyſtone Common we had him in view, 

He drove on by Bullock, through ſhrub Glanagery, 
And ſoon to Mountown where Laury grew weary. 


Thro' Recheftown wood, like an arrow he paſs'd, 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſt, 


There gallantly plung'd himſelf into the ſea, 


And ſaid in his-heart, * Sure none dare follow me.“ 


But ſoon to his coſt, he perceiv'd that that nolbounds 


Covld ſtop the purſuit of the ſtaunch mettl'd hounds, 


His policy here, did not ſerve him a ruſh, 
Five couple of tarriers were hard at his bruſh, 


To recover the ſhore, then again was his drift, 
But e'er he could reach to the top of the clift, 

He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 
Being way-laid, and kill'd by the reſt of the pack. 
At his death there were preſent the lads that I've ſung 
Save Laury, who riding a garran, was flung. 

Thus ended at length a moſt delicate chaſe, 

That held us five hours and ten minutes ſpace, 


We return'd to Killruddery's plentiful board, 
Where dwel!s hoſpitality, truth, and my lord ; 

We talk'd o'er the chace, and we toafiedthe health 
Of the man that ne'er varied for places of wealth. 
Orven Bray baulk'd a leap, ſays Hall Preſton, twas odd 
*T was ſhameſul, cried Jack, by the great living — 
Said Preſton I halloo'd, © Get on, tho' you fall, 
«Qr I'll leap over you, your blind gelding and all.“ 


HunTinG Sonos and Cantaras. 
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The wife around her huſband. throws, 


The hounds all make a jovial cry, 


The ſportſman's breaſt in raptures burns, 


* 


—— —— 
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5 
Each glaſs was adapted to Freedom and ſport; | 
For party affairs, we coniign'd to the court. 


Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day and the night, Whil 
In-gay flowing bumpers and ſocial delight. The! 
Then till the next meeting, bid fare wel each brother Of 
80 _ they went one way and ſome went another, 

As Phwbus befriended our earlier roam, 'Twa 
So Luna took care in conducting us home. 1 


— — 62 


TH E doſkynight rides down the ſky; 
And uſhers in the morn, 


* 


The huntſman winds his horn. 
Then a hunting let us go. 
Then, Sc. : 


Her arms to make him ſtay, 
My dear, it hails, it rains, it blows, 
You cannot hunt to-day. 

But a hunting, c. 


Th' uncavern'd fox like lightning flies, 
His cunning's all awake, | 
To gain the race he eager tries, 
His forfeit life the ſtake, 

When a hunting, &c. 


Arous'd e' en Echo'huntreſs turns, | 
And madly ſhouts her joy, 


The chace can never cloy, 
Then a hunting, ec. 


Deſpairing mark he ſeeks the tide, 
His art muſt now prevail, | 
Hark l ſhouts. the miſcreant's death betide, 
His ſpeed, his cuaning fail, 
When a hunting, Ec. 


For lo! his ſtrength to ſaintneſs worn, 
The hounds arreſt his flight, 
Then hungry homewards we return, 
To feaft away the night. 

Then a drinking, &c. 


her, 


Give round the word diſmount, diſmount, 
While echoed by the ſprightly horn, 
The toils and pleaſures we recount, 

Of this ſweet health-inſpiring morn, 


. CHORUS, 
'Twas glorious ſport, none e'er did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs,,nor made a ſtand ; 
But all as firmly kept their pace, 
As had Actæon been the ſtag, 
And we had hunted by command, 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 
And we had hunted, c. 


he hounds wer: out and ſnuft the air, 
And ſcarce had reach d the appointed ſpot; 
ut pleas'd they heard a layer, a layer, | 
And preſently drew on the lot, 
"Twas glorious ſport, Cc. 


and now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 

The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl ; 
Ind echo note for note repeats, | 
While ſprightly horns reſound a call. 

'T was glorious ſport, Sc. 


nd now the ſtag has loft his pace, | 
And while ware-haunch the huntſman cries 3 
lis boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies, 
Twas glorious ſport, &c, ; 


. 


+ 
JECEMBER is the month, 
When Britiſh brains are addled, 
e morning's wet and dirty, 
So get the cattle ſaddled, 
Fox a hunting we will gog 


What pleaſure is ſo excellent, 
As whip and cut and ſpury 
What muſic can compare, 
To ihe yelping of a cur, 
When a hunting, Sc. 


HunTinG Songs and CANTATAS. 


Ge eto woman 


| Actæon was a hunter bold, 
Wore horns upon his pate, 
But we will take our wives with us, 
And ſo avoid his fate. 
When a hunting, &c. 


If in ditch, or bog, or brake, 

| Our carcaſe chance to ſtick in, 

We're champions all and fight the cauſe, 
| Of gander, gooſe, and chicken, 


Y When a hunting, Sc. 


But if perchance a fox chace, 
Should coft a man hit breath, 
We're all milicia caprains now, 
And wha's afraid of death. 
When a hunting, &c. 


{| Then ſhould we break ſly Reynard's neck, 


1 "Ti paſtime e ent it merit, 


And if perchance we break our own, 
Why damme ent it ſpirit, 
When a hunting, &c. 


But if a Quiſt won't quit his bed, 


1 For ſports ſo blitbe and bonny, 


We'll ſwear he hates fatigue and dirt, 


| And call him Macaroni, 
i When a hunting, &c. 


Abuſe him for his want of taſte, 
Since nething ſo bewitches, 
Like ſpending all the winter long, 


| In boots and leather breeches. 


When a hunting, &c, 
| * 


| Tar bluſh of Aurora now tinges the morn, _ 
{And dew drops beſpanglethe ſweet-ſcented thorn ; 


Then ſound, brother ſportſman, ſound, ſound the 
Till Phoebus awakens the day: [gay horn, 


And ſee now he rifes in ſplendor how bright; 
Ie Pean for Phoebus, the God of Delight, 
All glorious in beauty now baniſhes night, 


| Then mount, boys, to horſe and away. 
What 


—]—m— — ih oe 
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What raptures can equal the joys of the chace, © When chac' d*till quite ſpent, he his life does reſign 0 


Health, bloom and contentment, appear in each face, Our viqim we'll offer at Bacchns's ſhrine, | 

And in our fleet courſers what beauty and grace, And revel in honour of Nimred divine, Tt 
While we the ſwift ſtag do purfue; That hunter, fo mighty of fame I'd 

At the deep ano harmonious ſweet cry of the hounds, | Our glaſſes then charge to our country and king; An 

Struck bv terror he runs from the foretts-wide bounds | Love and beauty wel fill to and jovially ſing; 4 

And tho like the lightning he darts cer the grounds, Wiſhing health and ſucceſs, till we made the houſe Laf 
Yet ſtill, boys, we Keep him in view. | | To all ſportſmen and ſons of the game. "Tring * 
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SONG r. | : would not reign the general toaſt, So f 
NT this ſhady bleſt retreat, Be prais'd by all the town; 
T've been wiſhing for my dear; | A thouſand tongues on me are loſt, 

Hark, I hear his welcome feet, 4 I'Il hear but only one. 

Tell the lovely charmer near. | For which of all the flattering * | 
*Tis the ſweet bewitching ſwain, 3þ Who ſwarm at beauty's ſhrine, f 

True to love's appointed hour, When youth's gay charms are in the wane, 
Joy and peace now ſmile again, Will court their ſure decline, 


Love I own _ mighty power, b Then fops and wits and beaux forbear, 


4 i | : | 4 Your arts will never do; 
O fly, like bird, fk grove to grove, For ſome fond you: h ſhall be my care, 
To wander like the bee; | | Life's ; checquer'd ſeaſon through. 
To ſip of ſweets, and taſte of love, ; | 
Is not enough for me: | My lit!le heart ſhall love a home, 
No fluttering paſſions wake my breaſt , A warm and ſhelter'd neſt; _ 
I wiſh the place to find, No giddy flights ſhall make 3 roam | 
Where fzte may give me peace and reſt, Fram whence I am not bleſt : F641 


With love and only that dear wan, 
What tranquil joys | fee, ' 

Farewell, ye talſe inconſtant train 17 
For one is all to me.. 


One ſhepherd to my mind. 


To every youth I'll not be gay; 
Nor try on all my pow'r; 
Nor future pleaſures throw away, 
In toyings for an hour: | 


T3 4 


but the 1 


* 


ing, 


ane. 


GAV Damon long audied my heart to eis, 

The pretty'ſt young ſhepherd that pipes on the plain; 

I'd hear his ſoft tale, then declare twas amiſs, 

And l'd often ſay no, when I long'd to ſay yes. 
And I'd often, Sc. 


Laſt Valentine's day to our cottage he came, 

And ſent me two lambkins to witneſs his flame; 

Oh! take theſe he cried, thou more fair than their 

Icould hardly ſay no tho' aſham'd to ſay yes. fleece, 
I could hardly, &c, | 


doon after one morning we fat in the grove, 

He preſs'd my hand hard, and in ſighs breath'd his 

Then tenderly aſk d, if I 0 grant him a kiſs, [love, 

| deſign'd to've ſaid no, but miſtook and ſaid yes. 
deſign'd, &c. 


While at this, with delight, his heart aanc'd in his 
Yegocs he cried, Chloe will now make me bleſiſ breaſt 
Come, let's to the church, and ſhare conjugal bliſs, 
To prevent being teiz'd, I was forc'd to ſay yes, 

To prevent, Sc. 


| nt'er was ſo pleas'd with a word in my life, 

Ine'er was ſa. happy as ſince I'm a wife; 

Then take, ye young damſels, my counſel in this, 
You muſt all die old maids if you will not ſay yes, 
You muſt all = Sc. 

W 4 
My eyes n may ſpeak pleaſure, 
Tongue flow without meaſure, 

Yet my heart in my boſom lies ſtill, 
Thus the river is flowing, 

The miJl-clapper going, 
But the miller's aſleep in his mill, 


Though lovers ſurround me, 
With ſpeeches confound me, 


— 


Nei my heag. in my boſom lies till, 


Thus the river is flowing, 
The mill-clapper going, 
but the miller's aſleep in his mill. 
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The little god eyes me, 
And thinks to ſurpriſe me, 
Bot my heart is awake in my breaſt, 
Thus boys ſlily creeping, 
Would catch a bird fleeping, 


But the linnet's awake in his neſt, 


— 


T's cola flinty heart GA you who have "ARR 
You waken'd my paſſions, my ſenſes have charm'd; 
In vaia againſt merit and Cymor I ſtrove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, 
Sweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love, 
The frof nips the buds and the roſe cannot blow, 
From youth chat is froft-nipt no rapture can flow, 
Elyfium to him but a deſert will prove, 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love. 
The ſpring ſhould be warm, the young ſeaſap be gay, 
Her birds and her flow'rets make blithſome ſweet 
Love bleſſes the cottage & ſings thro' the groveſ May; 
What's life without paſhon, ſweet paſſion of love. 


O Sandy, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn, 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, 
When naithing can pleaſe me, 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the bourn, 
Or through the wood, laddie, until thuu return, 
Tho woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear, 
While l'av'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Vet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine ear, 
When thro' the wood] laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken ſome ſpare not to tell, 

Fm faſh'd wi' their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering goes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro? the wood, laddie, I wander myſel'. 
Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, no longer away, 

But quick as an arrow, 

Haſte here to thy marrow, 
Who's living in languor till that happy day, 


When thro' the wood, laddie, we dance, ſing & play. 
D FORGIVE , ' 
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Forcrvr, ye fair, nor take it wrong, 
If aught too much I do; 
Permit me white I ſing my ſong, 
To give a leſſon too: 
Let modeſty, that heaven born maid, 
Your words and actions grace; 
"Tis this, and only this can add, 
New luſtre to your face. 


*Tis this which paints the virgins cheeky 
Beyond the power of art; 

And ev'ry real bluſh beſpeaks, | 
The goodneſs of the heart; 

This index of the virt'ous mind 
Your lovers will adore; 

This, this will leave a charm behind, 
When bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle men 
With n:ce reſerve behave 3 
And learn by diftance to maintain, 
The power your beauty gave: 
For this when beauty muſt decay, 
Your empire will pretect; 
The wanton pleaſes for a hay, 
But ne'er creates reſpect. 


With this, their filly jeſt reprove, 
When coxcombs care intrude ; 

Nor think the man is worth your Jove, 
Who ventures to be rude ; 

Your charms, when cheap, will ever pall, 
They . with a touch; 

And thbo' you mean to grant not all, 
You often grant too much, 


Byt, patient Jet each vi:tuous fair, 
Expect the gen'tous youth; 
Whom heaven has doom'd her heart to ſhare, 
And bleſt with love and truth: 
For him alone reſerve her hand, 
And wait the happy day; 
When he with juſtice may command 
And the With j2y obey. 


9 


| 


| 


(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind, 


{ 


Oo Happy hour all hours excelling, 


/ 


WHAT berm in fo fimple 4 token of love, or 


I cull'd him the prime of the garden and grove ; Vor: 
He wore it freſh blooming and glitt'ring with dew, eit! 


Yet Lucy's neglected, and William's untrue, Ne 
Can ſmiles and ſoft accents deriſion convey, Vott 
No miſchief ſo ſubtle, ſo fatal as they ; ; vort. 


He brags of the prize in each meadow and glade, Nor t. 
And declares how he pities the helpleſs poor mait Veith 


In my quick mounting bluſhes the virgins deſcry, 
What my truth-tutor'd mind is too frank to deny Mot th 
And the cold-hearted prudes, ah how wary they thu 
The maiden whom frankneſs alone has undone, 


Your thoughts then, dear ſiſters, with caution concel 
The ſoft growing paſſion be ſlow to reveal; 
Diſtruſt the vain ſhepherd whoſe temper is ſuch, 


: : - - But the 
T hat granting a whiſper is granting too much, 


hom 
L1 who! 
This, 1] 
This, 


When retired from cronds and noiſe ; 
Happy is that flent dwelli ng, 


Fill'd with ſelf- poſſefling j Joys. $ Wh 


hen T 
Mining 
Tow the 


Happy that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas'd 
And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of raving fancy eas d. 


ure] w 
anners 1 
ame her 
ely voi 


Ev'ry action wiſely moving, 
Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale; 
Ev'ry ſcene of life improving, 
Tnat no anxious thoughts prevail, 


| — 
SINCE wedlock's. in vogue, ade ale virgins: "mh w 
To all batchelors, greeting, theſe lines are premts - nee 
I'm a maid that would marry; ah! could I but ft duk w 


Vhene? er 


1 cars not for fortune, Oc. 1 betrays 


Not the fair: weather'd fop, fond of faſhion & dreſs 3 
K Nor the *ſquire, who can reliſh no joys but the chacez 
Nor the free-thinking rake, who no mortal can bind; 


os Neither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 
Neither this, Ec. 
Not the ruby-fac'd ſot, who topes world without end; 
Nor the drone who can't reliſh his boitle and friend 
de, N Nor the tool that's too fond, nor yet he that's unkind; 
mai MNeither this, that, nor t'other's the man to my mind. 
Neither this, &c. 0 
ſcry, | - 
deny Mot the rich with full bags, & no breeding or merit; 
y ſhu Nor the flaſh that's all fury, without any ſpirit ; 
ne, Nor the fine maſter fribble, the ſcorn of mankind 


either this, tha”, nor Vother's the man to my mind, 
Neither this, Sc. | 


But the youth whom good ſenſe & good nature inſpire 
om the brave muſt eſteem & the fair ſhould admire 

[1 whoſe heart love & truth are with honor conjoin'd 

This, this, and no other's the man to my mind, 
This, this, Se. 5 


0 What joy does conqueſt yield, n 
hen returning from the field, 

hining in his glitt'ring arms, 

ow the godlike warrior charms, 


aurel wreaths his head ſurrounding; 
anners waving in the wind, _ 
ame her golden trumpet ſounding, 
iety voice in concert join'd, 


12kü„æ2U 


NH! why muſt words my flame reveal, 
lat need my Damon bid me tell, 

What all my actions prove; 

bluſh whene'er J meet his eye, 

nene er J hear bis name, a ſigh 

bettays my ſecret love. 
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In all their ſports upon the plain; 

My eyes ſtill fix'd on him remain, 
And him alone approve; 

The reſt unheeded dance and play, 

From all he ſteals my praiſe away, 
And can he doubt my !ove. 


Whene'er we meet my looks confeſs 
The joys which all my ſoul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care temove z 
Still, ſtill, too ſhort appears his ſtay, . 
The moments fly too faſt away, 
Too faſt for my fond love, 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's praiſe, 

So pleas'd I am with all he ſays, 
I ev'ry word approve; 

But is he blam'd, altho' in jeſt, 

I feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 
Alas! becauſe I love. 


But oh! what tortyres tear my heart; 
When I ſuſpe@ his looks impart 

The leaſt deſire to rove; 
I hate the maid that gives me pain, 
Yet him to hate Iſtrive in vain, 

For ah ! that hate is love, 


Then aſk not words, but read my eyes, 
Believe my bluſhes, truſt my fighs, 
- My pafſtion theſe will prove; _ - 
Words oft deceive and ſpring from art, 
The true expreſſion of my heart 
To Damon muſt be love. 


13 2 >< 


TR E fields were gretn, the hills were gay, 
And biris were ſinging on each ſpray, 
When Colin met me in the grove, 

And told me tender tales of love: 

Was ever ſwain ſo blythe as he, 

So kind, ſo faithful, and ſo free, 

In ſpite of all my friends could ſay, 


© 
— — — ' 1 
— . RT ; 


Young Colin ole my heart away. 
D 2 : 


Whene'er 
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Whene'er he trips the meads along, 
He ſweetly joins the wovd-lark's ſong; 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſo blythe as Calin ſeen: 
If he's but by I nothing fear, 

For I alone am all his care 

Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


My mother chides whene'er I roam, 
And ſeems ſurpriz'd I quit my home; 


But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 


Did ſhe but feel how much I love: 
Full well I know the gen'rous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain; 
Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heait away. 


| 14 — | 
To pleaſe me the more, & to change the dull ſeene, 
My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green; 

And to ev'ry fine fight would he tempt me to roam, 
For he fear'd left my heart ſhould grow tired of home. 


To yield to my ihepherd, ſo fond and ſo kind, 
I left my dear cot and true pleaſures behind; 
And oft as I went ſaw *twas foliy to roam. 
For falſe all the joy was that grew not at home, 


To flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no delight, 


I figh'd for no ſwain with my own in my ſight; 
Then how could I wiſh all abroad thus to roam, 
When love and contentment were always at home? 


Like tbe bird in the cage, who's been kept there too 
I'm bleſt as I can be, and ſing my glad ſong; [long, 
I aſk not again in the woodlznds to roam, 

Nor chuſe to be free, nor to fly from my home. 


Ve nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, ſo frolic and gay, 
Who in roving now flutter your moments away; 
Believe it, my aim ſhall be never io roam, 
But to live my life thro', and be happy at home. 
Since they ſaw me alone ah a ſwain in the grove, | 
Each tongue in the village proclaims I'm in love; 
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With a laugh they point at us as paſſing along, 
And Colin and Nell are their jeſt and their ſong. 


Suſpicion long whiſoer'd it over the green, 

But Scandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen; 
Wherever we wander, yet fatter ſhe flies, 

What we do, or we ſay ſhe reflects with her lies, 


How we trip all by moonlight to love-haunted bow'rs; 
How we toy and we kiſs at the ſweet gilded hours: 


| All this, and yet more, if ſhe will ſhe may name, 


For we mee: without crime,& we part without ſhame 


I own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, 
And waits with 1mpatience till fortune's more kind; 


IIſtill will love on till our fate's to be bleR, 


And the talk may be iou.er it ſha'ni break our reſt, 


Let malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, 
And envy do all to embitter our joy 
The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay nymph and her Colin at laſt, 
1 —— — 
H OW blithe was I each morn to ſee, 
My ſwain come o'er the hill ! 
He leap'd the brook, and flew to me; 
I met him with good will: 
I naither wanted, ewe nor lamb, 
When his flocks near me lay ? 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me all the day, 
Oh ! the broom, the bonny broom, 
Where left was my repoſe; 
I with I was with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ewes, 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſo ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt ning by; 

The fleecy flock ſtood ſtil! and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody: 

While thus we ſpent our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' e'er ſo rich and gay. 


Oh, the broom, Sc. 5 
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In vain do I ſtrive to remove him; 
| Affliction to reaſon is blind; 
In ſpite of his failings I love bim; 
He's charming, tho' falſe and unkind, 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd I but faithful be? 
He ſole my heart; cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 
Hard fate ! that I muſt baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born, 
Oh, the broom, Ec, 
| 5 17 — 
To thee, O gentle ſleep, alone 
Is owing all our peace; 
By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our ſorrows ceaſe. | 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 
Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 

By thee obtaining a civorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd. 


Oh, ftay ! Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 


The object of her care, 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſhe ſought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep : 

Thus by ourſelves are oftneſt wrought, 
I he griefs for which we weep. 


Wart N lovers for favours petition, 
Oh 1 then they approach with reſpect 3 


But when in our hearts they've admiſſion, 


They treat us with ſcorn and neglect, 
'Tis dangerous ever to try them, 
So artful are men to deceive 5 
'Tis ſaſer, much ſafer to fly them, 
So eaſy are maids to believe» 


O Capid! why art thou purſuing 


Such endlefs deſigns on my heart, 


To make me ſo fond of my ruin, 
And doat oa the caute of my ſmart ? 


—— — 


2 ö 1 
GENTLE youth, oh ! tell me why, 
Still you force me thus to fly; 
Ceaſe, oh! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear; 
To my heart its eaſe reſtore, 

Go, and never ſee me more. 


20 ———-——_— 

Wy EN unrelenting fates ordain 

That lovers ne'er ſhou'd meet again, 

What abject round can joy impart, 

Or wean from woe the bleeding heart! 

In ſhades and filent ſcenes we find 

The only joy that ſoothes the mind; 

There, ur.controul'd, fond thoughts may rove, 
And back recall the hours of love, 


But, ah! when balmy hope 1s fled, 
To pleaſure's voice the heart is dead; 


Then mem'ry only wakes to ſhew 


How deep the wretch is ſunk in woe. 
The failor thus, who, far from ſhore, 
Hears all night long the tempeſt roar, 


Soon as the morning lights the ſkies, 


Beholds his veſſel bulge—and dies. 


| 21 
TRE ſoring newly dawning invites ev'ry flow'r 


{ To bloſſom again on the mead or the bow'r ; 
| Tv? ſports on the plain the young ſhepherds prepare, 


To me they're unpleaſing if Focky's not there. 
Tho' ſports, Cc. 


Let winter its horrors \ pread wide o'er the ſcene, 
And nought but its gloom on each object be ſeen; 
To me e'en a defart ſeems lovely and fair, 


Ir fortune decrees that my Focky is there, 


Tho' ſports, We. 8 
9 | DEFEND- 
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DezeFenD my heart, ye virgin pow'rs, 
From am'rous looks and ſmiles ; 
And ſhield me, in my gayer hours, 
From love's defiruQtive wiles : 
In vain let ſighs and melting tears 
Employ their moving art, 
Nor may deluſive oaths and pray 75 
E'er triumph in my heart. 


My calm content and virtuous joys 
May envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious thouglſs ariſe 
Within my peaceful breaſt 

Yet may there ſuch a decent ſtate, 
' Such unaffected pride, 

As love and awe at once create, 
My words and actions guide. 


Let others, fond of empty . 
Each wanton art diſplay, 

While fops and fcols in taptures gaze, 
And ſigh their ſouls away: 
Far other dictates I purſue, 

(My bliſs in virtue plac'd) 

And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer few, 
Who real worth can taſte, 


23 


] ſaw you, I lov'd, and ] wiſh'd I could pleaſe 
Reflection ſtood ſtil. while I fancy'd your eyes 
Read the language of mine, and reply'd to my ſighs : 
Thus chested by hope I unheeded went on, „ 
And judg'd of your heart by the hrobs of my on: 
Lelutive fond hope ſeem's, alas! to perſuade, 
That friendſhip, that kindneſs, with love was repaid. 


But, abs! all is chang'd, and with anguiſh I find 
Words and looks prove but civil, which once I thought 
Idea no longer its ſuccour wi:l lend, (kind; 
To form the fond lover, or fix the firm friend: 
Ihen huſh my poor heart, 
4 iy honour, thy virtue, pronounce it is vain; 
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| Thy thoughts ſwell tocrimes; drive this love from thy 
Perſorm well thy duty, let fate do the reſt. [breafty 


GENTE EI. is my Damon, engaging his air; Iſha 
And his face, like the morn, 1s both ruddy and fair; V 


No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen 
But open's his temper, and noble's his mien, 


With prudence illumin'd bis actions appear; 
His paſſions are calm, and his judgmen: is clear : 


Soft love fits enthron'd in the beams of his eyes; 
He is manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe, 


He's young and good-humour'd; he's gen'rous & gay; 
And his voice can, like muſic, drive ſorrow away: 
An amiable ſoftneſs ſtill dwells on his ſpeech ; 
He's willing to learn, tho? he's able to teach, 


| He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 


| And his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive: Pl hie 


Then blame me, ye virgins, if juſtly ye can 


To O late for redrefs, and too ſoon for my eaſe, 


OO For 

Since merit and fondneſs diſtinguiſh the man. Where 
| | . 25 | Re ſo 
Crast, gay ſeducets, pride to take Where 

In triumphs o'er the fair, With 


Smice clowns as well can act the rake 
As thoſe in higher ſphere. 


Where then, to ſhun a ſhameful fate, 


Lone 1 
Since 


be warn 


Shall hapleſs beauty go? And | 

In ev'ry ſtation, ev'ry ſtate, ho* Jo. 
Poor woman finds a foe. Tis a 
— 26 ly, quic 

| H O W bleſt the maid whoſe boſom His ba 
No headſtrong paſſion knows! „fall 
Her days in joy ſhe paſſes, While 


Her nights in ſoft repoſe 2: . 
Where'er her fancy leads her, 
No pain, no fear invades her; 

But pleaſure ä 
Without meaſure 


d no longer complain, 


From ev'ry object flows, 


ro 
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Ye verdant woods, ye chryſtal ſtreams, 
On whoſe enamell'd fide 

| ſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 
While Focky was my guide. 


No more your ſhades or murmurs pleaſe 


Poor Sy/via's love-fick mind; 


No rural ſcenes can give me vale, 
Since Yocky proves unkind, 


Come, gloomy eve, and veil the ſky 
With clouds of darkeſt hue z 

Wither, ye plants; ye flow'rets die, 
Unchear'd with balmy dew, 

Ye wildly warbling birds, no more 
Your ſongs can ſoothe my mind; 

My hours of joy, alas! are 0 er, 
Since Focky proves unkind. 


Il hie me to ſome dreary grove, 
For ſighing ſorrow made, 


Where nought but plaintive ſtrains of love | 


Reſound thro' every ſhade, 


Where the ſad turtle's melting grief, 
With Philomela's join'd, 

lone ſhall yield my heart relief, 
Since Jocky proves unkind. 

be warn'd by Sy.via's fate, ye maids, 
And ſhun the ſoft deceit; 

ho' love's own eloquence perſuades, 
'Tis all a dangerous cheat. 


quickly fly, the faithleſs ſwain, 
His baffled arts deſpiſe; 

ſhall you live exempt from pain, 
While hapleſs Sylvia dies. 
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'tis joy to wound a lover, 

How much more to give him eaſe, 
ben his paſſion we diſcover, 

Ob! ! how pleaſing tis to plcaſe! 


| 


SonGs for LADIES. 


Diſpel thoſe gloomy ſhades of night, 


| 
| GENTLE Damon ceaſe to woo me, 


4 


| 


. 


Sighs and tears cannot ſubdae me, 


| Taught me firſt ſoſ;nclination, 
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The bliſs returns, and we receive 
Tranſports greater than we give. 


| My heart's my own, my will is free, 
And fo ſhall be my voice; 

No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 

Till firſt he's made my choice, 

Let parents rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children ſtill obey; 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe, 
OM tyrannic ſway? 
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A Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye gods, your care. - 


Ay tender grief remove; 
Oh; ſepd ſome chearing ray of light, 
And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſnade, 

The penſive Celia mourn'd, 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known face 
Eacli riſing fear difarms ; 

He eager ſprings to her 2mbrace, 

She finks into his ars. 


ä 


"Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 


Nor can change my conſtant heart; | 
Young P-/ilander's generous paſſion, 


| 
Never ſhall your fly perſuaſion, f 
Make me act a treacherous part. | | 


* 


Gentle Damon, Ec. 
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Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this complaining, 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining, 
Let bright honour once more reigning, 
To your ſoul its rays impart, 
Gentle Damon, &c. | 


2 


Who in tranſports of paſſion afteAs to complain; 
For his rage, not his love, in his frenzy is ſhown, 
And the blait that blows loudeſt is ſoon overblown. 


But the ſhe pherd whom Cupid has pierc'd to the heart 
Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in thy ſmart ; 
Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs his boſom felt woe, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding current of rivers will flow. 


Tho' filent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes» 
And his heart own your ſway with a tribute of ſighs 
But when he accoſts me in meaduw or grove, 

His tale is ſo tender, he coos like a dove, 


Warn J was a 13 one, what girl was like 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee {me > 
J rattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 

A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there. 


To ell that came near I had ſomething to ſay ; 

*T was this Sir, and that Sir, but ſcarce ever nay: 
And Sundays, dreſt ont in my filk and my lace, 

I warrant I ftood by the beſt in the place, 


At twenty I got mea buſbard, poor man! 

Well reſt bim; we all are as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous, tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me and hufi'd me, but let me alone, 
Egad! I've a tongue, and I paid him his own, 

Ye wives take the hint and when ſpouſe is untow'rd 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alier'd, and more to my woe; 
I'm not what 1 was forty ſummers ago: 

This Jinte's a fore foe; there's no ſhunning his dart 
However, I keep uy a pretty gocd heart, 


{ 


| 


| Thrice happy Rftate, the fair one cried, 


Grown old, yet J hate to be fitting mum- chance, 
I ill love a tune, though unable to dance; 
And, books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


H 3 
3 SED, OW happy were my days till now ! 
Lr the nymph ſtill avoid and be deaf to the ſwain| 


I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 


|] With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 


Or take my ſpinning wheel. 


My heart was lighter than a fly, 
Like any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Believ'd his flatt'ring tongue. 
O the fool ! the filly, ſilly fool, 
That truſts what man may be! 
1 wiſh I was a maid again, 
And in my own country. 


BENEATH a fragrant A Janes ſhade; 

One morn ſerene bright Delia laid, | 
On moſſy couch reclin'd; 

By turns ſhe view'd the ſun and ſky, 

The.purling ſtream that murmur'd by, 
And through the meadows wind, 


The tuneful choir their voices raiſe, 

And chant their ſweet melodious lays, 
Soft warbling ſtrains of love, 

The fl-ecy flacics in blithſome round, 

Skip wanton v'er th'enamel'd ground, 
And ſport along the grove. 


Secure from envy, ſcorn, and pride! 
Here love ſhall ever reign; 

Come Damon take my willing hand, 

Thy Delia yields to Hymen's band, 
And ſighs to bleſs her ſwain. 


Oh ! leave yon gaudy train behind, 
Give flate and grandeur to the wind, 
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Exclude gay pomp and noiſe, 


ce, 
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in bowers as ſweet as Eden's were, 
The ſwain as true, as kind the fair, j 
Shall taſte ſubſtantial joys, > 22] 


Young Damon chanc'd that way to rove, 
And when the nymph confeſt her love, 
In raptures to her flew : 
Her hand he preſt, and ſtole a kiſs, 
And in the height of rural bliſs, 
They bade the town adieu.“ 
BLITH Colin, a pretty young ſwain, 
To court me, walks many a mile, 
| bid him return back again, 
Tho' 1 wiſh'd him to ſtay a great while. 
Wich all by which love is expreſt, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile; 
{wiſh him ſucceis 1 proteſt, 
Tho' I tell him he'll wait a great while! 


He brought me this noſegay ſo ſweet, 

And thought it more pleaſure than toil, 
took it, reſerv'd and diſcreet, 

But I'11 not let him wait a great while: 
He begg'd me to grant him a kiſs, 

So earneſt, he made me quite ſmile; 
Have done, f cried, fie ! "tis amiſs, M 

Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while! 


He tells me, 1 ought to be kind, 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil; 
I croſs bim—tho' quite of his mind, 
For I love he ſhould talk a great while, 
fancy by what he has ſaid, 
My huſband he'll be by his ſtile, 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 
Oh ? I'll not let him wait a great while! 


e e 


To the woods 1 love to go, 

When the leaves are green, and meadows ſmile 
When the hawthorns bud and blow, | 
and th Spring doth the wintry care beguile z , 

While birds are melodiouſly finging, 
And gold-ſpotted cowſlips are bringing, 
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How freſh the flowers, the fields how fair, 
For ah! I meet my Colin there. 


To the wake love to go, 
When autumnal flow'rets my ringlets deck; 
When the ribbons looſely flow, 
And wavingly wanton adown my neck ; 

As I trip it o'er the furrow, 
My heart is a ſtranger to ſorrow z 

or be it a wake, or feaſt, or fair, 
I'm ſure to meet my Colin there, 


At e'en I love to go, 

When the jocund laſſes and lads are ſeen, 
With a ſkip and a bound like the roe, 

Purſuing their ſports on the laughing green 3. 
While they run the quick changeable meaſure, | 
I feel, my heart panting with pleaſure, 


The dance I j Join, the paſtime thare, 


For ſtill I meet my Colin there. 


To the church I long to go, 
With the merry men and maidens say, 
All in dreſſes white as inow, 
And blith as the ſpring in the month of May j 
My friends and companivns with poſies, 
With garlands and favours and roſes, 
Shall ſtrew the ground, and braid my hair, 1 
For I'm to meet my Colin there. 
38 
Ex love did firſt my thoughts employ, | 
Returning day ſtill ſaw me bleſt, | 
Each happy hour came wing'd with joy, : 
Each night was crown'd with balmy reſt g ; 
But now, alas! no longer gay, 1 
I riſe to hail the chearful light, | 
I fit and figh the live-long day, 
And pals in tears the ſleepleſs night. | 


Come, lovely Szrephon, hither haſte, 
Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my mind; 
I fear my words | vainly waſte, 


That thou art cruel and unkind; 


5 
— — is... — Acct roger rs ih 
x - 


34 5 Soncs for Lavirxs, 


; Or if ſome maid of happier fate Convinc'd he would have teiz'd me fill, 
| More favour'd lives, more lov'd than I, I could not well deny it; . f 
| Oh ! free me from this anxious ſtate, And now, believe me, when I will, 7 
| Pronounce my fate, and let me die. I make be fool be quiet, 
1 ü 1— 
6 N . DA MON, would you know the paſſion 
| Fa O M' ſoft deludjug tales of love, You have kindled In my breaſt, \ 
Bright nymphs, your hearts ſecure 5 | Trifling is the inclination | 
Nor let your curious fancy rove | That by words can be expreſt, | Y 
From thoughts diſcreet and pure, Damon, would you, &c. | 
From loft, Qc. In my ſilence view the lover, T 
Man, ſavage man, by nature prone Y True love 1s by ſilence ſhown 3 
To objects daily new, | In my eyes you'll beſt diſcover . =p 2 J 
Vows every preſent fair alone All the power of your own, 
Shall find his paſſion true. In my filence, &c. v 
Could each fond fair but view the mind 42 
Of him who charms the ear, : WH ERE new mown bins On a of Tay I! 
Their treacheries of ev'ry kind, The ſweets of ſpring diſcloſes, | 
Unnumber'd would appear. | As T one morning ſinging lay, BL 
| 4 | 1 a * of . © , | 
| . oung Jamie whiſking o'er the mea 
Yo UN G Focky ſought my heart to win, By _ wk e to ſpy me, W 
arne He took bis bonnet off his head, 
I, 3 5 a pb 2 art, And ſoftly fat down by ine. Sa 
id juft as maidens do : i 
Whatc'er he'd figh, whate'er he'd vow, — oY my Jon 1 W. 
Fd ſtudy to be by * J care not tho' the world ſhould know, | 
And when he preſs'd his fate to know, How dearly I love Jamie O. Th 
*T was pr'ythee, fool, be quiet. | 
: The ſwain, tho? I right mickle prize, 
Month after month, of am'rous pain, | Yet now I wad na ken him, | Oh 
He made a mighty fuſs ; : But with a frown my beart diſguis'dg a 
Why, if, you know, one loves a ſwain, And ſtrave away to ſend him. | 
*T15 wrong t0 ſay one does: But fondly he till nearer preſs'd, C: 
He told me paſſion could not live, And at my feet down lying; Y 
Without more pleaſing diet, His beating heart it thump'd ſae faſt, C 
And pray, what anſwer could I give I thought the lad was dying. 1 
But pr'ythee, fool, be quiet? My bonny bonny Jamie O, &c; 5 | 
At length he made a bold eſſay, But ſtill reſolving to deny, a * 
And, like a man, he cried, And angry paſſion frignigg, Wh. 
Thy hand, my dear, this very day, I after roughly ſhot him by, L. 
Shall Celia be my bride? Eo | With words fow of diſdaining. . 82 


He 


He ſeiz'd my-hand and nearer drew, 
And gently chid my pride 
So ſweetly did the ſhepherd woo, 
I vow'd to be his bride. 
My benny boany Jamie O, &c, 
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| Wu EN firſt you woo'd me to comply, 


And taught my heart to flutter, - 


Vou ſaid you neter wou'd from me fly, 


As plain as tongue could utter, 
That you'd be every thing that's dear, 
Of joy you'd not bereave me; 
T's all to hope, and nought to fear; 
Then ſure you will not leave me, 


Were I ſo wickedly inclin'd, 
I might abuſe the leiſure; 


I know who woula be fond and kind, 


And think attendance pleaſure, 
But I to honour will be true, 
And never once deceive ye; 
What's juſt to plighted love PII do, 
Then ſure you will not leave me. 


Say, ſay the word, you will not go, 
Nor cruel let me find ye; 
With you all riſk and toil Fil know, 
But cannot ſtay behind ye. | 
Tho' left on eds or Thames ſmooth fide, 
Your abſence ſure would grieve me; ; 
Oh what a pain it is to chide 
Sure, ſure you will not leave me. 


Caukl cn why died ave, 
Wny with ſighs my boſom fill ? 

Ceaſe, fond urchin, to impreſs me, 
Make my flutt'ripg heart lie fill, 


Force me not to pine and languiſh 
For a falſe and fickle ſwain ; 3 

Who triumphing o'er my anguiſh, 
Leaves me thus ip grief and pain, 


1 
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Virgins be not too believing, a 
Shun the vile inconſtant ſex, 

Man was born to be deceiving, 
And weak woman to perplex. 
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WHEN larks forſake the flow'rv plain, 
And Jove's ſweet numbers ſwell; 

My voice ſhall join their morning ſtrain, 
In praiſe of Florixel. 


When woodbines twiſt their fragrant ſhade, 
And noon=tide beams repel, 

I'll reſt me on the tufted mead, 
And ſing of Flori gel. 


When moon beams dance among the boughs, 
That lodge ſweet Philomel, 

I'll pour with her my tuneful vows, 

| And ſing of Florizel, 


| | Were mine, ye great, your envy'd lot 


In gilded courts to dwell; 
I'd leave them for a lonely cot | 
With love and Florizel, 


— — 


* chry ftal fountains ſoftly flow; 
Ye gentle gales, ah! ceaſe to blow, 
For Damen reſts in yonder grove, 


| And dreams, perhaps, of me and love! 


Propitious powers ! grant him that reſt 
which ſeldom viſits this fond breaſt ; 
Stili, ſtill ye pales, around him riſe, 
With breath as ſoft as Emma's ſighs ! 


Around my love, ye vi'lets ſpring ! 
In plaintive notes, ye warblers fing 
Ye roſes bloſſom o'er his head | 
And ſweetly ſcent his moſſy bed! 


And if, O Love, thy potent dart 
Should reach the ſleeping ſhepherd's heart, 
O! be to him a gentler gueſt, 


| 


Ang pisret with Jighter ſhafts his breaſt ! 
W E 1 E 
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ER E I as poor as ek can be, 


As great as any monarch he, 


Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, | | 


I'd work my fingers to the bone, 


Grant me, ye pow'rs, (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health ; 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice? 
Tis only virtue gives it price. 

45 | 
In the bloom of her youth ſhall it ever be ſaid, 
That a laſs ſo engaging e'er died an old maid? 
Oh no!—T'm determin'd to get me a mate, 
For wedlock, I'm told's an * ſtate; 

For wedlock, Sc. 


Of ſuitors, I'm ſure, I've at leaſt, half a ſcore, 
Who ſwear that they love me, and ſigh and adore 
Doll cits, country *ſquires, prating barriſters, beaux, 
But, I needs muſt confeſs, that 1 like none of thoſe, 


I'm a bale of rich goods, ſo the citizens ſwore, 

And look ten per cent. better each day than before: 
The ſquire, with a kiſs, baw!s to cover, cries zounds, 
That he fancies me more than a kennel of hounds, | 


The lawyer, bis ſuit too, with modeſty preſs'd, 
That for him I'd decree, and eject all the reſt; 
Waile the beau talks of nothing but faſtion&cioaths 


Can ye blame me, ye fair, if 1 like none of thoſe ? 


Some friends would perſnade me to marry a fool, 
For women, they ſay, are deſirous to rule; 
But as that is a pow'r which I ne'er wiſh to uſe, 


I'll tell you what ſort of a man I would chuſe: 


A youth with ſome ſenſe and good nature combin'd 
Juſt too learn'd for a dunce, not too wiſe to be kind: 
When I'm wrong with good humor to check & oppoſe 
Why I needs muſt confeſs I ſhould like one of thoſe, 


$9 — 
ALL on the pleaſant banks of Teveed 
Young Focky won my heart; 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his caien reed, 
None {ung with ſo much art, 


{ 
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His ſkilful tale : Sil 
Did ſoon prevail, \ 
To make me fondly love him; : h 
But now he flies, | 7 
Nor hears my cries, ; 
I would I ne'er had ſeen him. * 
When firſt we met, the bonny ſwain But 
Of nought but love could fay : I 
Oh! give, he cried, my heart again, My 
You've ſtole my heart away: | * 
Or elſe incline, But 
To give me thine, | N 
And I'll together join 'em, Wh 
My faithful heart 85 
Will never part, , 4 
Ah! why did I believe him. * 
Not now my ſlighted face he knows, "uu 
His ſoon forgotten dear; M 
To wealthier laſs o'erjoy'd he goes, - + Fs 
To breathe his falſhood there: 11 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The ſwain's a cheat, 7 
Not for a moment truſt him: © 
For ſhining gold, | | Bui 
He's bought and folds _ [ war 
I would I had not ſeen him. | No 
Then all ye maidens fly the ſwain, If fo 
His wily ſtories ſhun; For 
Elſe you like me muſt ſoon complain, I'm n 
| Like me will be undone; But 
But peace my breaſt, 
Nor break my reſt 3 8 
I try clean to forget him ; W1 A 
I ſoon ſhall ſee aich 
As good as he; ; 
I wiſh I ne'er had ſeen him. Stay 


3 — 
T‚oTHER day, as | ſat in the ſycamore ſhade, 
Young Damox came whiſtling along, 
I trembled, I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid, 
And my heart caper'd up to my tongue 3 


Sil 
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Silly heart, I cry'd, fie! what a flutter is here |! 
Young Damon deſigns you no ill; 
he ſhepherd's ſo ci vil, you've nothing. to fear, 
Then prithee, fond urchin, lie ſtill. 


sy Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
One kiſs he demanded, no more; 

But urg'd the ſoft preſſore with ardour ſo ſweet, 
I could not begruJge him a ſcore.: 

My lambkins I've kiſs'd, and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill; 

But Damon's dear lips made my heart ta. rebound, 
Nor would the fond urchin lie ff ill. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the ſycamore ſhade 
For ſhelter I'm (ure to-repair ;. 

And virgins, in faith, I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there : 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 

There's ſomething ſo ſweet in the buſtle it makes, 
I'll die e'er I bid it lie ſtill. 


I 

LORD! Sir, you * mighty uneaſy, 

But I the refuſal can bear; 

| warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair, 


If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, # 
I'm net ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow. 


! = 62 | 
SAY, little fooliſh, fluttering thing, 
Waither, eh ! whither would you wing 
Your airy flizht ?. 
Stay here, and ſing 
Your miſtreſs to delight, 
No, yo, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go, 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
alf io happy as with me. 


1 | 


In chaſtity you lov'd me well, 
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REMxMBER, Damon, you did tell, 


But now, alas! I am indent, 

And here am left to make my moans 
To doleful ſhades I will remove, 
Since I'm deſpis'd by him I love; 
Where poor forſaken nym phs are ſeen 
| In lonely walks of willow green. 


. my dear's deluding tongue, 

Such ſoft perſuaſive language hung, 

That when his werds had filence broke, 
Vou would have thought an angel ſpoke, 
Too happy nymph, whoc'er ſhe be, 

That now enjoys my charming he; 

For oh! I fear it to my coſt, 

She's found the heart that I have loſt, 


Beneath the faireſt flow'r on earth, 
A ſnake may hide, or take it's birth; 
So his falſe breaſt conceal it did 


His heart the ſnake that there lay hid. 


"Tis falſe to ſay we happy are, 
Since men delight thus to enſnare ; 
In man no woman can be bleſt, 


Their vows are wind, their love jeſt. 
11 


Ve gods, in pit to my grief, 

Send me my Damon, or relief; f 
Return the wild delicious boy; | \ 
Whom once I thought my ſpring of joy: 
But whilſt I'm begging of the bliſs, 
Methinks I hear you anſwer this; 
When Damon has enjoy'd he flies, 

hes ſees him love, who loves him dies. 


—ůů—ů — 


W . 54 
VV HEN late a ſimple ruſtic laſs, 
I rov'd without conftraint, 


A ſtream was all my looking glaſs, 
And health my only paints 
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38 | 
The charms ] boaſt, alas! how few, 
! gave to nature's care; 
As vice ne'et ſpoil'd their native hue, 
T hey could not want repair. 
1 8 
N all mankind's prom:ſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous to purſue ; 
And both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit, and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 


And what is ready made they make, 


Hiſtorians muſt be true; 

Hew therefore thall we find a road, 

Jhro' differtation, ſong, or ode, 
To give you ſomething new. 

They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 

As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour too; 

The papers of the day imply, 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 


We ſee alike the woeful degrth, 
In melancholy, or in mirth,. 
Then what ſhall ladies do; 
Seelc virtue as th' immortal prize, 
In fine, be honeſt and be wiſe, _ 
For that is ſomething new. 
| 6 
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Talk no more of fooliſh love; 
Think not e'er my heart to reign in, 
Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take delight to fetter 
Thrice ten thouſand ſlaves a day; 


Thrice ten thouſand times your better 


Gladly would my rule obey, 
Simple Strepbon &c. 


Seek. not her who fill forbids vou, 
Jo lome other tell your moan; 


So ss for LADIES. 


Chuſe where'er your fancy leads you, 
Let Cblorinda but alone. J 


— — —— 
W HILE on my Colin's knee I fit, 
 Lur'd by thy voice, charm'd with thy wit, 
My panting heart true meaſure beats, 
And gladly ev'ry ſigh repeats 3 
I figh wth joy, that thou may ſt (ee 
I ſympathize in all—in all with thee, 


No matter how the ice was broke, 
Or whether you or I firſt ſpoke 
Who only barter love for jove, 
The niceneſs of the paſſion prove: 
For oft in gratitude we give, 
And ſometimes generoufly receive, 


Level'd by love, let neither try 

To fix ſuperiority; 

Since all the kind, the fond conteſt, | 
Of whether you or I love beſt, 

Like heedleſs touching a wrong key, 
But jars the ſound of harmony. 


3 —— 


By my ſighs you may diſcover 


What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; 


Eyes may ſpeak and tell each other 


What the tongue cannot impart. 
Bluſhing ſhame forbids 3 

Thoughts your breaſt may difapprove; 
But 'tis bard and paſt concealing, | 

When we truly, fondly leve. [Da Capo, 


TEL.. me, laſſes, have you ſeen, 


| Lately wand'ring v'er the green, 


Beauty's ſon, a little boy, | 
Full of frolic, mirth and joy ? 
If you know his ſhelter ſay, 


He's from Venus gone aftray ? 
Tell me, laſſes, have you ſeœen, 


Such a one trip o'er the green? 


Simple Strepbon, &. > ITT 
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But finding that his adoration 3 ceaſe, 
My ſenſes at laſt were reſtor'd; | 

From ſublimity gently deſcending to peace, 
I begg'd to be lov'd, not ador'd. 


Be cautious, ye youths, with the nymph that you 


By his __ the we you'll know, 
O'er his ſhoulder hangs a bow, 
Ard a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poiſon ſure to human hearts; 
1ho* he's naked, little, blind, 
He can triumph o'er the mind. 

Tell me, laſſes, &c, 


Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his gtercing arrow found, 
Whiie the boſom'd heart it pains, 
Vo external mark remains; 
Reaſon's ſhield itſelf is broke 
By the unſuſpeRed ſtroke. 
| Tell me, laſſes, &c, 


0f the urchin's ſeen to lie 

Baſking in the ſunny eye, 

Or his deſtin'd prey he (ceks / 

On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 

Snowy breaſts, or curling hair, 

Oft conceal his pleaſing ſnare. 
Tell me, laſſes, Se. 


sue that the receſs reveals 


ö 


APO, 


Where the god bimſelf conceals, 

Shall a kiſs receive this night 

From him who is her heart's delight; 

To Venus let her bring the boy, 

She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt joy, 
Tell me, laſſes, Sc. 


60 erm 


Each day on my charms to refine; 
do much of an angel he ſaw in my look, 
Tha! be ſwore I was ſomething vine. 


like Venus in beauty, Ike Juno in gait, 
Like Pallas moſt wonderful wiſe ; 

And thus of three deities fairly in prate, 

He purloin'd, to pleaſe me, the ſkies, 


But when T was marry'd, more trouble he found 
To make me a woman again 
My notions celeſtial fo much did abound, 


pl That a goddeſs J Rill would remain. 


Warn courted by Strephon, what pains then he 
W 


| 


| 
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Nor too much her beauty commend; prize, 
When once you have rais'd the fair mand to the ſkies, 
To the earth ſhe H not eaſy deſcend; 


6r 
A THOUSAND charms the lover ſees 
In her he loves, while bolts and keys 

Keep two fond hearts aſunder; ; 
But ſoon, each envious bar remoy'd. a 
His paſſion cools, and why he lov'd, 

Is now his cauſe of wonder. | 


My heart is your's, you know my mind, 
In vain to anſwer nay 5 

But will you'be forever kind, 
For ever and a day? : 


Your conſtancy, my deareſt hope, 


And fortune left, ſhould I elope, 
From parents unrelenting z 
Ah, ſay ! if then, your darling care? 
Or would you court ſome wealthy fair, 
Your love to me repenting : ? 
My heart is your's, c. 


Your faith, if proof to female wiles, 
And beauty's ſweet alluring ſmiles, 
You'll never play the rover; 
Nor I of cold negle& accuſe, 
Or in the lordly huſband loſe, 
The fond and tender lover.. 
My heart is your's, Cc. 


M Y Pockey i is the blitheſt lad 
That ever maiden woo'd; 


| When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good, 

He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow 3 
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40 
Then tunes his pipe, and ſings ſo ſweet, 
T have no pow'r to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; N 
At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 
He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbanes for my hair; 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go I nothing fear 
I Fockey is but by, 
Fer I alone am all his care 
When any danger's nigh. 
He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ve maidens, ſay, 
To be young Fockey's wife? 


VX Tephyrs come flutter and play, 

To lite wake my fond drooping breaſt; 

Who can beat all this fever of day, 

And taſte neither pleaſure or reſt ? 

Then panting and dying, I'll fly from the hours, 
And hie to the ſtreams, and to {ſweet ſhady bowers, 


The toils of the field are all o'er; 

The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat ; 

They think of their paſture no more, 

But crowd to their ſhelter from heat. 
All panting, Sc. 


Then welcome thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 
*Mong woodbines and myriles I'd rove, 
Alone ware the moments away, 

Then panting, &c, 
Then Strephon, O come thou not nigh ! 
Tby fight I'm not able to bear, 
In vain from Sol's fury I fly, 
If love and thou follow me here. 

Thea panting alone let me fly, &c, 


* Songs for LADIES. 
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o my bonny highland laddie, 


"uy — 


1 ta. na 


| Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end 


Tus lowland lads think they are fine, 
But O they're vain, and idly gaudy ; 

How much unlike the graceful mein, 
And manly looks of my highland laddie. 


My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heaven ftill guard, and love reward, 
The lowland laſs and her highland laddies 
If I were free at will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt lowland lady, 
I'd take young Donald in his trews, 
With bonnet blue and belted pladie: 
No greater joy I'll e'er pretend 
| Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 


Whilz heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonay, Ec. I brut 
My father and mother for ever they chide, 7 
Becauſe I young Colin approve: | To 
Tho' witty and manly they him can't abide, My l 
But i'm alone guided by love. Ti 
My father, I warrant, when at Colin 's age, Hike 
No doubt but purſu'd the ſame plan To 
My mother, *tis certain, took care to engage "a4 
At once to make ſure of her man, I'm 
And why ſhould not I the fame maxim purſue? Wy, 
I wonder ſhe angry can be, * 
When lin my turn the ſame thing but do, 3 


As ſhe has long done before me. | 
Bu: ficſt wnen the ſhepherd my favour addrels'd, 
L:ke others | threw o'er a veil, - 
He'd ſigh, and he'd kiſs, when ſocloſely he preſs 
1 cou'd not but hear his fond tale. - 


I candidly own, whene'er the youth's by, 
I've all I can wiſh in my view; 

Nor will I, like other cey maids, piſh and fie, 
The deuce ſhall take me if I do. 

Cool ftreams to the heart, nor flow*rs to the bee, 


| Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 
ns PR As Calin 


bee, 


Cali 


Sonos for 


As Colin's lov'd preſence i is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. N 


And tho' he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his ſex, 
Or faithleſs as others might prove, 
It would not my mind by half ſo perplex, 
But knowing none elſe worth my love. 
That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten 
The licence he ſoon wie procure; 
perhaps you will ſay, well, and prithee what then? 
I'll wed him, my dear, to be ſure, 
| — = i 
Tuo: ſtill ſo young, and ſcarce fifteen, 
Vet ſweethearte I have plenty; 
And if more forward I had been, 
Ere this they had been twenty, 
Like buzzing flies, or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover round me; 
I bruſh away thoſe humming things, 
They have no power to wound me. 


Iſurely am not much to blame 
To ſport with one and t'other, 
My lovers raiſe no reddiſn ſhame, 
Tis playing with one's brother, 
Tlike to hear what each can ſay, 
To fee what they'd be doing; 
And when they think me moſt their prey, 
I'm fartheſt off from ruin. 


What, tho' in crowds I paſs the day, 
And all my joy is teazing, 
To one alone I'd not be gay, 
Leſt one ſhould be too pleaſing, 
They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take their idle tation 
icy only catch my eye and ear, 
But raiſe no palpitation. 


hen welcome Harry, Tom, and Phil, 
Your numbers won't alarm me, 9 
for, truſt me, I'm in ſafety ſtill, | 
Tis only one can harm me. | 


| 


| An, ſolitude, 


LADIES. 


I When older grown, to one refign'd, 


I'II yield to love and reaſon, 


0 No woman her envy can ſmother, 


Tho” never fo yain of her charms 3 


| If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 


The pride of her heart it alarms. 

New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grows lefs 3 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching _ * 
At ſight of another's ſucceſs, a 


| But nature deſigua'd, in love to mankind, 


That different beauties. ſnou'd move, 


Iztill pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhould reign 


Sole monarch in empire of love. 

Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not bh contented with two; 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


take my ais 
For my griefs I'j1 unboſom to thee 3 
Each figh thou canft gently repreſs, 
And thy filence 1s muſic to me. 


Yet peace from my ſonnet may ſpring, 
For ſweet peace, let me fly the gay throng 3 


To ſoften my ſorrows I fing, (- 


Yet ſorrow's the theme of my ſong. 


Lixe my dear ſwain, no youth you'd fee, 
So blythe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, 
In all our village, who but he, 
To For it up fo featly? 
_ His lute to hear, 
From far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame, 
And all his boon, 


For every tune, 


hen to this folly, nymphs, be kind, 3 
Coquetting's but a ſeaſon; . : 


To kifs them round ſo rat | 
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Then tunes his pipe, and fings ſo ſweet, 
I have no pow'r to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 5 
At ev*ry fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan :; 
He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbancs for my hair; 
No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 
Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Were er I go I nothing fear 


If Jockey is but by, 

Fer I alone am all his care 
When any danger's nigh. 

He vows to wed next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt far life; 


Can I re fuſe, ve maidens, ſay, 


To be young Fockey's wife? 
—— — 
Yr Zephyrs come flutter and play, 
To lite wake my fond drooping breaſt ; 
Who can bear ali this fever of day, 
And taſte neither pleature or reſt ? 
Thea panting and dying, I'll fly from the hours, 
And hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bowers, 
The toils of the field are all o'er; 
The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat; 
They think of their paſture no more, 
But crowd to their ſhelter from heat. 
All panting, Sc. 


Then welcome thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 
*Mong woodbines and myriles I'd rove, 
Alone ware the moments away, 
Then panting, &c, 
Then Strephon, O come thou not nigh ! 
Tby fight I'm not able to bear, 
Tn vain from Sol's fury I fly, 
It love and thou follow me here. c 
Thea panting alone let me fly, &c, 
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. Tre lowland lads think they are fine, 


But O they're vain, and idly gaudy ; 


{How much unlike the graceful mein, 


And manly looks of my highland laddie. 


o my bonny highland laddie, 


My handſome charming highland laddie; 
May heaven ftill guard, and love reward, 
The towland laſs and her highland laddies | 


If I were free at will to chuſe | 
To be the wealthieſt lowland lady, 
I'd take young Donald in his trews, 
With bonnet blue and belted. pladie: 
* greater joy I'll e' er pretend 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end 
While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
O my bonay, c. 


| My father and mother for ever they chide, 


Becauſe J young Colin approve : 
Tho' witty and maniy they him can't abide, 
But i'm alone guided by love. | 
My father, I warrant, when at Coſin's age, 
No doubt but purſu'd the ſame plan; 


| My mother, tis certain, took care to engage 


At once to make ſure of her man. 


And why ſhould not I the fame maxim purſue ? 

I wonder ſhe angry can be, 

When 1 in my turn the ſame thing but do, 
As ſe has long done before me. 

Bu: ficſt whea the ſhepherd my favour addrels'd, * 
L:ke others | threw o'er a veil, - 

He'd ſigh, and he'd kiſs, when ſo cloſely he preſs'd, 
1 cou'd not but hear his fond tale. 


I candidly own, whene'er the youth's by, 
I've all I can wiſh in my vie; 

Nor will I, like other cey maids, piſh and fie, 
The deuce ſhall take me if I do. 


Cool ſtreams to the heart, nor flow'rs to the bee, 


| Such pleaſure they each cannot gain, 


As Calin 


bee, 


Colin 


Sowas for e 


As Colin's lov'd preſence is always to me, 
For ſure he's the pride of the plain. 


And tho' he ſhould ſhow all the arts of his ſex, 
Or faithleſs as others might prove, 

It would not my mind by half fo perplex, 
But knowing none elſe worth my love. 

That thought I will baniſh, lay fifty to ten 
The licence he ſoon wi 1 procure; 


Perhaps you will ſay, well, and prithee what then? 


I'll wed him, my dear, to be ſure, 


Tao ſtillſo young, and fifteen, 
Vet ſweethearts I have plenty; 

And if more forward I had been, 
Ere this they had been twenty. 

Like buzzing flies, or waſps with ſtings, 
In ſwarms they hover round me; 

I bruſh away thoſe humming things, 
They have no power to wound me. 


I ſurely am not much to blame 
To ſport with one and t'other, 
My lovers raiſe no reddiſn ſhame, 
Tis playing with one's brother, 
Tlike to hear what each can ſay, 
To fee what they'd be doing; 
And when they think me moſt their prey, 
I'm fartheſt off from ruin, 


What, tho' in crowds I paſs the day, 
And all my joy is teazing, 

To one alone I'd not be gay, 
Leſt one ſhould be too pleaſing. 

They fondly flutter here and there, 
And take their idle tation 

They only catch my eye and ear, 
But raiſe no palpitation. 


Then welcome Harry, Tom, and Phil, 
Your numbers won't alarm me, 
for, truſt me, I'm in ſafety ſtill, 
Tis only one can harm me. 


Then to this folly, nymphs, be kind, © \. 


Coquetting $ but a ſeaſon; + 


I When older grown, to one refign'd, 


3 


| 


I'II yield to love and reaſon, 


; No woman her envy can ſmother, 


Tho? never ſo vain of her charms 


| If a beauty the ſpies in another, 


The pride of her heart it alarms. 

New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her power grows lefs ; 

Her poor little heart is ſtill aching 
At ſight of another's ſucceſs, 


| But nature deſigg'd, in love to mankind, 


That different beauties. ſhou'd move, 


[Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhould reign 


An, ſolitude, 


Sole monarch in empire of love. 

Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll nof contented with two 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


take my diſtrefs, 
For my griefs I'll unboſom to thee ; 


Each figh thou canft gently repreſs, 


And thy filence 1s muſic to me. 


Yet peace from my ſonnet may ſpring, 
For ſweet peace, let me fly the gay throng ; 


| To ſoften my ſorrows I fing, 


Yet ſorrow's the theme of my ſong. 


Lixt my dear ſwain, no youth you'd fee, 
So blythe, ſo gay, ſo full of glee, 
In all our village, who but he, 
To foor it up ſo featly ? 
; 1 * to hear, . 
From far and near, 
Each female came, 
Both girl and dame, 
And all his boon, 
For every tune, 
To kiſs them round ſo feat | 
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Whils round him in the jocund ring, | 

We nimbly danc'd, he'd play or fing 

Ot May the youth was choſen King, 
He caught our cars ſo neatly, 


Such muſic rare, 
In his guitar, 
But touch his lute, 
The crowd was mute; 
His only boon 
Forev'ry tune, 
To kiſs em round ſo ſweetly, 


CrutL Strephon, will you leave me, 

Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 
Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, 

Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? 
O! behold your Chloe pleading, 

Turn and ſec your once lov'd maid; 
Let ſoft pity interceding, 

Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd. 
Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 

Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain ? 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 

See, he glories in my pain. 


Abixu, thou lovely yauth, 
Let hopes thy fear remove; 

Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 


— 72— 
Flv, ſoft ideas, fly, that neither tears nor ſighs 
My virtue may betray : | 

Nature's great call, that govern's all, 

A daughter muft obey, 
Alas ! my ſcul denies to hear revenge's cries ; 
Dare not fond heart, to take his part, 

But drive his form away. 


* | 73 | 
OU tell me I'm handſome (I know not how true) 
And caly and chatty, and geod-humour'd too; 
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That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in 


All this has been told me by twenty before, I tune: 


But he that would win me muſt flatter me more; 
But he that would win me muſt flatter me more. 


If beauty from virtue rece ives no ſupply, 

Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 
My eaſe and good humour ſoft raptures will bring, 
My voice, like the nightingale's, knows but a ſpring? 
For charms ſuch as theſe then your praiſes give o'er, 
To love me for life, you muſt ſtill love me more; 
| To love me, &c. | 


Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air; 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there; 

"Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour as ſunſhine the day: 
For if that you love me, your flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too; 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 
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Ir o'er the cruel tyrant love 
A conquett ] believ'd, 
The flatt'ring error. ceaſe to prove, 
O!] let me be deceiv'd. 


Forbear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create: | 
What was my pride is now my ſhame, 


| And muſt be turn'd to hate. 


Then call not to my wav'ring mind 
The weakneſs of my heart, 


{ Which, ah! I feel too much inclia'd 


To take a traitor's parts 


W Wovrp you with. to gain a lover, 


You ſhould all your hopes canceal 3 


| Men, inconflant, will diſcover 


What too oft our ſex reveal, 
Vir:ue teaches wiſe diſcretion, 


Fickle men are full of arts; 


By a thovghtlefs fond confeſſion, » 
They ſeduce and ſteal our hearts, 
Would you wiſh, &c, 


Shun, O ſhun, then, ſoft-perſuaſion, 
Let not tears your paſſion move; 
Bot embrace the firſt occaſion, 
When convinc'd they truly love, 
Would you wiſh, Sc. 


An ! Strephon, what can mean the joys 


The eager joy I prove, 
While you each tender art employ 
To win my ſoul to love ? 


So well your paſſion you reveal, 
So top the lover's part, 

That I with bluſhes own, I feel 
A rebel in my heart. 


Then take the heart that pines to go, 
But ſee it kindly us'd; 
For who ſuch preſents will beſtow, 
If this ſhouPd be abus'd ? 
Tax fields now are looking ſo gay, 
The birds are all warbling ſo ſweet; 
'Tis the welcome return of the May, 
And the cowſlip now ſprings at my feet: 
But, all on a ſudden, I find, 
Theſe ſcenes, tho' ſo lovely, will cloy ; 
For a moment they gladden my mind, 
And put all my heart into joy. 


How ſoon the enchantment can break ! 
With Colin theſe ſcenes would endear 
They only can pleaſe for his ſake, 
and Colin no longer is here, 
At mid day thus lonely Trove, 
And think all is dulneſs around; 
By moon-light, with Colin and love, 
Light-hearted J've pac'd o'er the ground, 


On! Calin, make haſte to appear, 
Or to morrow I fly from the plain; 


| 


| 


. 
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Tho' ſpring - time could laſt all the year, 
The ſeaſon would give me but pain: 

Since all the warm ſunſhine of May 
Is nothing if thou art not nigh, 

Oh! come, and make nature look gay, 
Or fields, birds and woodlands, good by. 


I Do as I will with my ſwain, 

He never once thinks I am wrong ; 

He likes none ſo well on the plain, 

I pleaſe him ſo well with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's celight, 

He hears me with joy all the day ; 
He's ſ:rry when comes the dull night, 
That haſtens the end of my lay. 

With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 

He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while ; 
My voice ſet his mind ſoon to reſt, 

And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile, 


{ Since when, or in mead or in grove, 


By his flocks, or the clear river's fide, 
[ fing my beſt ſong to my love, | 
And to charm him is grown ail my pride. 


No beauty had I to endear, 
No treaſures of nature or art; 
But my voice that had gain'd on his ear 
Soon found out the way to his heart. 
To try if that voice would not pleaſe, 
He took me to join the gay throng 
I bore the rich prize off with eaſe, 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong, 


But let me not jealouſy raiſe, | 
I with to enchant but my ſwain; 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, 
I ſing but for him the Jov'd ſtrain, 
When youth, wealth and beauty may fail, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill, 
Your ſweetneſs of voice may prevail, 
And gain all your ſwains to your will. 
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Tir me, cruel Cibid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt befel me, 
In a moment ſo to quell mt ? 

He but woo'd end I wes won; 
Ev'ry kind expreſſion charm'd me, 
Ec” ry tender look alarm'd me, 
Ev'ry gentle ſigh difztm'd me, 

Till I lov'd but him alone. 

Let methen, on love relying, | 
Make a merit of complying, 
For him happineſs denying, 

I, alaſs] refuſe my own : 

Tell me, cruel Capid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt beſel me, 
In a moment ſo to quell me? 

He but woo'd and I was won. 


Young Colin to our co: tage came, 
And vow'd how much he lov'd; 

1 own I ſelt a ſecret flame, 
Yet not his ſuit approv'd : 

A thouſana tender tales he told 
i ſeem'd to think untrue, 

And made believe my heart was cold; 
What could a virgin do? 

And made believe, &c, 


The artleſs mind is ſo impreſs'd 
With thougbts before unknown, 
When Cu id wounds the female breaſt, 
He's ſue to keep bis throne, 
In vain our fortitude we try, 
When loye's refolv'd to ſue; 
Tis bard, thro” pity, to deny; 
What can a virgin do? 


—— cw 
Err not rage, thy boſom firing, 
Pity's ſofter claim remove, | 
Spare a heert that's juft expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by le ve. 


, 


| 


Each ungentle thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt; 
Nor with rancor never ending, 
Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 
Let not rage, Sc. 


Heav'n, that ev'ry joy has croſs* d, 
Ne” er my wretches ſtate can mend z 
I, alas! at once have loſt 
Fathet; brother, lover, friend. 
Let not rage, &c, 


AH! ſeek to know what place detains 
The object of my care, 
If ſtill his breaſt unchang's remains, 
If 1 his converſe ſhare, 5 
Tell me if e'er he gently ſighs 
At mention of my name; 
If e'er, when tender paſſions riſe, 
His lips his truth proclaim. 


Goanman angels now protect me, 
Send oh ! ſend the youth I love; 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 

Lead me through the myrtle groves 
Bear my ſighs, ſoft floating air, 

Say I love himto deſpair, 

Tell him, *tis for him I grieve, 

For him alone I with to live, 


Mid ſecluded dells I wander, 

Silent as the ſhades of night; 

Near ſome bubbling rill's meander, 
Where he firſt has bleſs'd my ſight: 
There to weep the night away, 

There to waſte in ſighs the day. 

Think, fond youth, what vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſee thee more. 


Then recluſe ſhall be my dwelling, 


Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd vale, 
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There with mournful cadence ſwelling, 
Oſt repeat my loveſick tale: 

And the lark and Philome! 

Oft ſhall hear a virgin tell, 

What's the pain to bid adieu 

To jcy, to happineſs, and you, 


— — 8% —— — 
Vows of love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage mind 
Who refuſe the fair their due. 


corn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from conſtancy do ſwerve: 
So may ev'ry nymph agree 
All ſuch faithleſs ſwains to ſerve, 


— 

Wurn tutor'd under 3 care, 
Such charms did I inherit; | 

She gave (rid charge, that none ſhould dare 
To curb my growing ſpirit, 

My neck and breaits were never hid, 
Romances ever reading 

To hold my head up I was bid, 
That I might-ſhew my breeding, 


By turns J play'd the flirt and prude, 
Affected joy and ſorrow ; 

And what to-day was monſtrous rugs; 
I though: polite to- morrow. 

By earls and dukes I was addrefs'd, 
Each fop ſure of ſucceeding; 

Of ev'ry one I made a jeſt, 
hat I might ſhew my breeding, 


Young Damon too confeſs'd a flame, 
And rivais I had many; 

What though I us'd him juſt the ſame, 
I 11k'd him beſt of any. 

With ſighs and tears he often ſwore, 
For me his heart was bleeding: 
only plagu'd him till he more, 
That I might ſhew my breeding, 


— 


8 


1 


— 


4 


1 


All are ſenſeleſs. 
He would die who ſtill: may live? 


Enrag'd he vow'd to break his chain, 


And fly to ſmiling Kitty; 


| 1 could not bear to me=t diſdain 


From one not halt ſo pretty. 


{| With gentler words I bid him ſtay, 


. For pardon fell to pleading : 
To church we went, and from that day 
] ſhew'd him better ere 


SHEPHERDS, ceaſe your ſoft complaining, 
I've a heart that ſcorns diſdaining; 


IJ no baſhful meanings want, 


All that virtue aſks I'll grant; 


| Down-caſt looks, and frequent ſighingy 


Diftant awe, and vows of dying, 
Who'd believe 


An ! where can one find a true ſwain, 


In whom a young nymph could confide 3 


Men are now ſo conceited and vain, 

They no longer have hearts to divide, 

Or in court, or in city, or town, 

All acknowledge how fruitleſs the ſearchz 
So polite too each village 1s grown, 

E'en there girls are left in the lurch. 


| Then adieu to the thraldom of love, 


Adieu to its hope and its fear! 
Henceforth I in freedom will rove, 

Who like it the willow may wear: 

Yet ſhould fortune, my truth to reward 
Send ſome yoath with each talent to bleſs, 
How far I my purpoſe could guard, 
Is a ſecret I could not confels. 


— 8 
WIERE's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever? 
Why d'ye leave me all in ſorrow ? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you {aid you'd come to-morrow, 
If you lov'd bui haif as I do, 


| 


You'd been here with looks fo bonny; 
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Love has flying wings, I well know Nay, beſides I'm too acdſee, T think, fora nun. Fn 1 
Not for ling' ring, lazy Jobnny. ay. b fides. &'c. Now, 

What can he now be a doing ? | Not to love, nor be 13v'd, oh ! I never can bear, FP 
Is he with the lafſes maying ? Nor yielz to be ſent tone cannot el where; 

He had better here been wooing, To! ve or todiein this caſe were ali one, Yr; 
Than with others fondly playing, Nay, I ſooper won die than be reckon'd a nun, 1 08 

Tell me troly where he's roving, ay, 1 ſaon.r. Sc | by 5 


That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow, 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide thee, 
Let her be the happy creature 3 

III not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature: 
But I can't, nor will I tarry, 

Nor will hurt myſelf with ſorrow; 


I may loſe the time to marry, 


If I wait beyond to- mo row. 


Think not, ſhepherd, thus to brave me; 
If Tm yours, away no longer; 

If you won't, another Il have me; 

J may cool, but not grow fonder. 

If your-lovers, girls, orſake ye, 

Whine not in deſpair and ſorrow; 

Bleſs'd another lad may make ye 

Stay for none beyond to-morrow. 


Perhaps but to tesze me ſhe threatens me ſo, 

I'm ſute were ſhe me ſhe would Routl; fav no; 

Bu: if ſhe's in earneſt i f:om her will run, 

And be mairy'd in ſpite. that I may' at be a nun, 
And be — d, Sc. 


/ 


— — — ————— ul 


1 SAW what ſeem'd a harmleſs child, 


With wings and bow, 
And aſpect mild. 
Who ſobd'd and ſigh'd, and pin'd, 
A de begg'd I would ſome hoon beftow 
Ou a poor little boy ſtone blind, 


Not aware of the danger, tao ſoon I comply'd, 
For cxulring he cr,'d, 


{t And crew from h.s quiver a dart; 


My pow' you ſoon ſhall know, 
Then levell' his bow, 
And wounded me right in the heart. 
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SURE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 7 | drag 
Was ne'er ſo difirets'd as of late I 3 been; Walk on earth's fort lap descending, 1] cour 
I know not, I vow, any harm I have done, L'ghtly falls the feather'd ino, And 
But my mother oft tells me, ſne'Il have me a nun. Nature awfully attending. [y love 
Bot my mother, Sc. Each rude wind forbids to blow. Who 
Don't you think it a pity a girl ſuch as J While and pure awhile appearing, == 
Should be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and tocry; | Earth her virgin mantle wears, 1 
With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be won, Soon the fickle ſeaſon veering, cure t 
And my heart loves a frolic too well tor a nun. Her deluded boſom bears, Upon 
And my heart, Ec. Thus my fo0'1ſh heart believing, ie for 
To hear the men flatter, and BS and ſwear, Liſten'd to his artful tongue; . 8 
Is a thouſand times better to me I declare; All his vows of love receiving, Shall 


can keep myſelf Pale, nor by wiles de undene, | On each flatt rintz accent hung. 


; Fondly, 


D 
zug. 


1. 
# 


Ondly, 


rondly, for a time, miſtaken, 

IL. and joy conceal d my fate, 
Now, alas! ai le ngth for:ake:, 

8 expetieuce comes | 90 lae. 


— • 1H4Aͤ ) — oo 
YUNG Colin proteſis I'm his joy and delight, 
He ever unhappy when i'm from his fight ; 
He wants to be with me whereverlg , 
The devce ſure is in him for plagu.ng me ſo. 


His pleaſure al day is to fit by my fide, 

+ pipes and he fings, tho" I frown and I chide; 
I. him depart, but he ſmiling ſays no, 

The geuce ſure is in him for plaguing me fo, 


He vfren requeſts me his flame to retieve, 

Jaſk him x hat favour he hopes to receive; 

His anſwer's a figh, whe in bluſhes I low, 
That mortal beſide him would plague a maid fo 


This breaſt-knot he yeſterday brought from the 
And ſortlv intrea ed I'd wear tor his ſake; [ wake, 
Such rifles 'tis eaſy enough to beſtow, | 
Iſore deſerve More for his plaguing me fo, 


He hands me each eve from the o to the plain, 
Ind meets me each morn to conduct me again; 
Bat whai's hes intention I wiſh I could ken , 

or I a rather be ma ried than plagu d with him lv, 


—— 3 —— 
VINCE loft to peace o — 85 ſe ene, 

I drag m chain in flu eſs hope, 
court esch melancholiy ſcene, 

And give y ſorrows their full ſcope; 
I lovely, ſprightly gallant tar, 

Who ſports witn fierce deſtructive war, 
Think what I feel, where'er tho ert, 


Think of thy Mary's breaking neait, 


cure thy dancing caſtle rides 
Upon tne boom ot the deep, 
lhe ſtormy winds and war- abides, 
d navigation bids thee fleep; 
duc valmy ſleep a d downy ret! 
Shall fly she tempeſt in thy breaſt, 


j 
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When jealous fears, like mine ſhall prove 
The truth of my ode ſailor's love, 


Hope, doubt and fear, and winds and waves, 


More dreadful to the love toſs'd mind 
Than thoſe the ſkiltul ſeaman braves, 

Wh- leaves pale care and grief behind: 
h adventurous maid, emba:k'd like me, 
Tat fails on ſuch a troubled ſea, 
Ihe ocean's rage would ;ladly meet, 

and in its depths would ſeek retreats 


Yet, O be ſtill, my frantic brain, 
Let reaſon whitper to my fears, 
My failor may return again, 
Crown'd with ſucceſs to dry my tears; 
When fame, and all her gaudy charms, 
Shall yield him to my longing arms, 
Ard one bleſs'd hour together blend 
The lover, hero, huſband, friend, 


CHORUS. 

Britannia, hail thou mighty queen! 

The ftrength, the power, the ſeas are'thine, 
Long may thy power on juſtice lean, 

o bepreſerv*d they muſt combine; 
To courage ſingly ne 'er reſort, 

For virtue is thy true ſupport, 
' Tis that alone can ſtrength maintain, 

Be virtuous and for ever reign, 


W „ 

ASIA ſhepherd's maid, to keep 

On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 

Well pl:as'd I'd watch the live-long day, 
iy ewes at feed, my lambs at play, 

Or would ſome bird, that pity brings, 

But for a moment lend its wings, 

My pa.cnts then might rave and ſcold, 

My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 

T..eir words are harſh, his walls are high, 

But ſpite of all away I'd fly, : 


—— — 
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lx ſhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain, 


While in ſorrow behicd I am forc'dto remain 


47 


Tio 


Tho' b!ue-bells and v:'lets the hedges adorn, 
Tho tives are in bloſſom, and ſeet blows the thorn; 
Na pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 


"There's nothing can pleafe now my Fockey's away; 


Fortorn I fit ſinging. and this is my ſtrain, 
Haſte, haſte, to my arms, my dear Jockey, again. 
Haſte, haſte, &c, 


When lads and their laſſes : are on the green met, 

They dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat, 

Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 

I can*t without envy their merriment ſee: 

Thoſe pleaſates offend me, my ſhepherd' s not there, 

No pleaſure I rebſh that Jockey don't ſhare; 

It makes me to ſigh, I from tcars ſcarce refrain, 

I wiſh my dear Jackey return'd back again, | 

But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will J deſpair, 

He promis'd he would ina fortnight be bere; 

On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

For love my dear Feckey to Fenny will haſte: 

Then taiewell each care, adieu each vain. ſigh! 

Who'i] then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I? 

Iii ng on ihe meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 

When Feekey returns to my arms back again, 
— — — 

Wes chilling winter hies away, 

J. Fiera reaſſume my reign ; 

Borne on the wings of balmy May, 

} come to paint the woods and plain: 

Ambroſial ſweets I have in ſtore, 

The couſlip, violet, reſe appear; 

Ihe nymphs and ſwoins my power adore, 

And wiſh my preſence all the year; 

Emict'd by me, the grateful throng, 

Ai} creſt with low':is and garlands gay, 

With feftive pipe, and dance and ſong, 

Now keep their much- lov'd Flora's day. 


1s | . 
iSatwelyemonth ago, nay, perhaps, it is twain, 
Since Thyr/;s regleRted the nymphs of the plain, 
And wouid tempt me to walk the gay mradows 
4o hear a ſoft ta, e, or to ſing him a ſong; along, 
To Lear a foft tale. Sc. | 


— —— 
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| Whatat firſt was but friendſhip ſoon | grew to a flame; 


In my heart it was love, in the youth 'twas the fame! 
From each other our pafſion we ſought not to hide; 
But who ſhould love moſt was our conteſt and pride; 
But who ſhould love moſt, Cc. 

But prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, love not too well, 
For envy has eyes and a tongue that will tell; 
And a flame, without fortune's rich gifts on its ſide, 


The grave ones, Ec. 


Afraid of rebukes, he bis viſits forbore, 

And we promis'd to think of each other no more, 
Or to tarry, with patience, a ſeaſon more kind: 
So J put the dear ſhepherd quite out of my mind; 
So I put the dear, &c. 


But love breaks the fences I vainly had 3 


{| Grows deaf to all cenſure, and will be repaid: 


If we ſigh for each other, ah ! quit not your care; 
Condemn the god Cupid, but bleſs the fond an ; 


| Condema the god, &c. 


—— 8 2— 


Lr others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Colin's at their will; | 


Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 


| 1 mean to fing in ruſtic verſe, 


Voung Strephon of the hill. 
As once I ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill 


But Strepbon of the hill? 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kifs, 


I could nct take it ii; 

For nothing, ſure, is done amiſs 
By Strepbon of the hill. 

Obſerve the doves on yonder ſprays 
See how they fit and bill; 

So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the hill. 

We went to church with hearty glces 
O love propitious ſtill! _ 


May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, 


With Srref hen of the hi. 15 


The grave ones will ſcorn, and a mother muſt chide; 
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FRom the man that I love, tho' my he art I diſguiſe, 
1 will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 

And if he has ſenſe, Sc. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fury a beauz 
Like a parrot he chatters, and firuts like a crow; | 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon; 
In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, SW. . 


— 107 — 
THAr May- day of life is for pleaſure, 
For ſinging, for dancing, and ſhow ; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 

In fghing and crying—heigho! 


Let's copy the bird in the meadows 3 

By her's tune your pipe when tis low 2 
Fly round, and coquette it as ſhe does, 
And never fit cryipg—heigho! 


Though, when in the arms of a lover, 
It ſometimes may happen, Iknow,. | 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; | 

Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks 

\sa tyger ferocious, perverſe as a hog z 

n miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 
As a tyger, &c, . 


Ina word, to ſum up all his talents together, 

His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather: 
et if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 
Let if he has ſenſe, Sc. 5 


— 1¶1⁰ 

YOUTH adorn'd with ev'ry art, 

lo warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt: 

he morning bud that faireft blows, 

Ihe vernal oak that ſtraiteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt. | 


moving ſounds he told his tale, 

oft as the ſighings of the gale, 

That wakes the flow'ry year: 

hat wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
hem happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom love had made fincere f 


t morn he left me fought and fell; 
be fatal ev*ning heard his knell, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed: 

tears that muſt ever, ever fall; 

zh! no Gghs the paſt recall, 


4 


| 


That, ere all your toying is over, 


We cannot help crying-—heigho ! 


In age ev'ry cne a new part takes: 
I find to my ſorrow is: ſo: 


When old. you may cry till your heart aches, 


But no one will mind you-—heigho! 


102 

To the conſcious groves I hie me, 
Where 1 late was blithe and gay, 

Try to fancy Colin nigh me, 

* So to paſs my time away. 


But can ſcenes like theſe delight me, 


When my ſwain's no longer there? 
Hill, nor dale, nor ſtream injite me, 
Now no more they're wolth my cate, 


Come thyſelf, without delaying, 
In thoſe ſhades I find no eaſe; 

But with thee, whilft fondly ſtraying, 
Ev'ry place is ſure to pleaſe, 


O What a change in my fortune is this! 
See, ſee the {equel of being a Miſs; 

I who was lately in ſplendor and pride, 
Now to a block in Bridewel! am ty: 
Fool that 1 was, if my virtue I'd kept, 


Poor and contented, in peace 1 had flept. 
| Ladies 
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Ladies of pleaſure, beware from my fall, 
eſt jou, like poor Kitty, ſhould come to mill-doll, 
f 104 
Y GENTLE ſhepherd, ſooth my ſorrow, 
Kindly, kindly come to morrow ; 
Let no loitering cares delay thee, 
Let no other pleaſures ſtay thee. 


Soon return with joy to charm me, 
Come, leſt painful thought alarm me: 
Smiling love, reſtore my rover, 
Haſte, thou kind, yet cruel lover. 
Gentle ſhepherd, &c. 
—— — 105 
F ROM place to place, foriorn, I go, 
With dovyncaſt eyes, a ſilent ſhade 
Forbidden to declare my woe; | 
To ſpeale, till ſpoken to, afraid, 


My inward pangs, my ſecret grief, 
My ſoft conſenting looks betray, 
He loves, but gives ine no relief; 

Why ſpeaks not he who may ? 
106 
TIL, ch! tell my lover trve, 

That — Oh heavens! what ſhall I ſay ? 
But my heart is known to you, 
Its ſentiments do you convey, 


Can I what I feel explain, 
When all expreſſion tis above, 
But you know my cauſe of pain, 
And knows befides, what 'tis to love. 
— 7 —-— 
M AIDENS, let your lovers langviſh, 
If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and fears, and ſighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love. 


Fockey woo'd, and J conſented, 
Soon as e'er I heard his tale, « 
He with conqueſt quite contented, 
Boaſting, 16v'd around the vale, 
Maidens, let your lovers, c. 


* 


2 4 


Now he doats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain: 

Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 


* LAT T'RING hopes our mind deceiving, 


Eaſy faith too often cheat; 
Woman fond, and all- believing, 
Loves and hugs the dear deceit. 
Empty ſhow of pomp and riches, 
Cupio's trick to catch the fair, 
Lovely maids too oft bewitches 2 
Flatt'ry is the beauty's ſnare. 
Hlatt'ring hopes, &c. 


— 109 — 


GENTLE breezes, waſt him over 


To the diſtant ſultry ifle ; 
Love will ſhield fromi harm the rover, 
Fame be kind, and Fortune ſmile, 


For an age you mult not leave me, 
Nor to fartheſt climates run ; 

Don't too ſoon of joy bereave me, 
Hope muſt bring the wand'rer home, 


Think of her you left behind ye, 
And to tender vows be true 


Conſtant, fond, you ſtil] ſhall find me, 


Peace, poor heart—fond youth, adieu! 


I I © —— 


Terr me, lovely ſhepherd, where ; 


Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care: 


Direct me to the iweet retreat 

That guards thee from the mid-day, heat; 
{.eſt by thy flocks I lonely ftray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way: 
Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where, 


: „ 1 11 — — 
Ir e er 1 ſhould learn the ſweet leſſon of love, 
Let theſe be the works of the man I approve: 


\ 
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No pedant, yet learn'd, nor rakehelly gay, 

Nor laughing, becauſe he has nothing to jay; 
To all my ſex, ſtill obliging and free, 

Yet never ſhew fondneſs to any but me 

In public preſerve the decorum that's Juſt, * 
Ano ſhe win his eyes he is true to his truſt, 


But when the long hours of obſervance are paſt, 
And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt z 
Mey ev'ry fond pleaſure that moment endear, 
Be baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear: 4 
Forgetting and ſcorning the airs of a crowd, 

He may ceaſe to be formal, and I to be proud; 
Till loft in the joy, we confeſs that we live, 

And he may be rude, and yet I may forgive, 


And that my delight may be ſtedfaſtly fix'd, 
Let the friend and the lover be properly mix'd; 
In whoſe tender boſom my ſou} can confide, 


Wi:oſe kindneſs can ſmooth me, whoſe counſel can 
From ſuch a dear lover as here I deſcribe, [guide. 


No canger ſhould fright me, no millions ſhould 


But 1111 I can find fo uncommon a ſwain, [ bribe; 
As I iong have liv'd fingle, I'll fingle remain. 
SWEET mercy is the lovelieſt flower, 

Thai heav'n e'er planted in the mindz 

The queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft power 

Can een to godhead raiſe mankind. 


Let patriots, kings, and heroes boaſt 
A name that will in hift'ry live; 


ret he reſ mbles heav'n the moſt, 


Whoſe gol ke boſom can forgive. 


— 11 — — 
Youns Strepbon, the ar ful, the dangerous ſwain, 
My love and eiteem has atienipted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked arts he ſo 0;t had betray'd, 
He thought ro ſeduce ane mor- innocent maid ; 
dot appris'd of his pow'r, of my weakneſs aware, 
Ibaffled his ſcheme, and avoided ihe ſnare 
for virtue I :qve, and was taught in my dawn, 
When I gather'd a roſe, to beware of the thorn. 
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What creduJous beauties his arts had undone 3 


q 


— 


| $0 
His tears I neglected, his oaths I deſpis dj 
For his heart by thoſe tears, by thoſe oaths, he dif- 
Whatpreſents he brought me Ichoſe todeclineſ guis'd 
( The prodigal bounty of arts and defign:) 
He coax'd, and he flatter'd my perfon in vain, 
And practis'd each art on my weak neſs to gain: 
Protected by prudence I laugh'd him to ſcorn; 
Tho' I fancy'd the roſe, yet I dreaded the thorn, 


He wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 


He ſwore that his faith ſhould inviolate be, 

That his heart and thoſe fair ones were victims to me- 
I told him, thoſe victims and faith I'd deſpiſe, 

And from ſach examples would learn to be wiſe z 
That I never would proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, | 
Or ſmell at a roſe, to be hurt by the thorn, 


Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his guilt 3 
Was his paſſion on virtue, not wantonneſa, built, 
Was his heart as fincere as his oaths are profane, - 
I could fancy (I own I couid fancy) the ſwain : 

But experience has taught me tis dang'rous totruſd, 
And folly to think he can ever be juſt ; 

So I'll ſtifle my flame, and reje & him with ſcorn, 
Leſt I graſp at the roſe, and be hurt by the thorg. 


ä 114 — 
Tzxprr virgins ſhun deceivers, 
Who with baſe ſeducing arts, 


| When they find you fond behievers, 


Triumph o'er unguarded hearts, 


If a fickle ſwain purſue ye, 
O, beware his ſubtle wiles! 
All his aim is to undo ye, \ 
Ruin lurks beneath bis ſmiles. | 
Tender, &c, . 
115 — 
guide me, 


Dio not tyrant cuſtom 


Tomy Damon I woule tell, 
Never ſwain was half ſo loyely, 
Never nymph loved half ſo well, 


F 2 
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I would tell him that his beauty 
Firſt aſſam' d the conq'ring part; 

But his manly ſenſe and courage 
Triumph'd o'er my yielding heart. 


Why ſhould tyrant cuſtom guide me, &c, 


Cenſure's ſelf could ne'er upbraid him, 
Malice ne'er could ſpot his name; 
All his ſex who envy praiſe him 
For his virtue, truth and fame. 
Tyrant cuſtom ſhall not, &c. 


116 — — 
Ay tthink? not to deceive me 

With flattring oaths and lies, 
»Tis all in vain, believe me, 

For love has piercing eyes. 


A trifling preſent given, 
Oft binds affection faſt, 
And grateful woman's ariven, 
To gi:e herſelf at laſt, 


— _—_ 117 — 
Ve nymphs, tis true, to Colin's ſtrain 
I've often liſten'd in the grove; 
And can you blame me, that a ſwazn 
Like Co/in ſhould engage my love. 


Alas! could I my heart ſecure, 
Unleſs to worth and merit blind; 
Ah! ſay, could you yourſelves endure 

To ſlight a ſwain fo true and kind, 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 


And honour breathes the ſhepherd's * 


Love o'er diſcretion will prevail; 
To ſhun its power in vain we try. 


I SEEK my ſhepherd, gone aftray 


He left our cot the other day : 

Tell me, ve gentle nymphs and ſwaings, 
Paſs'd the dear rebel thro- your plains ? 
Oh | whither, whither, muſt I roam, 
To find and charm the wand'rer home? 


» 


Sports he upon the ſhaven green, 
Or joys he in the mountain ſcene? 
Leads he his flocks along the mead, 
Or does he ſeek the cooler ſhade ? 
On! teach a wretched nymph the way 
To find her lover gone aſtray. 


To paint, ye maids, my truant ſwain 
A manly ſoftneſs crowns his mien 
Adonis was not half fo fair; 

And when he talks, 'tis heav'n to hear! 
But oh ! the ſoothing poiſon ſhun, 

To liften is to be undone, 


To me the perjur'd ſwore the ſame, 
Too fond]y loving to be wiſe, 
Who gave my heart an eaſy prize; 


And when he tun'd his ſyren voice, 
Liſten'd, and was undone by choice, 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the kiſs 


He tounted once his greateſt bliſs ; 
Whilſt T with fiercer paſſions bur; 
And pant and die for his return. 
Oh! whither, whither ſhall-I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying love! 
— 11) — 
O GIVE me that ſocial delight, 
Which none but true lovers rect ive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill night, 
And glances her ſmiles bn the eve; 
When to the fair meadows we go, 


Or down the ſmooth current we row 
Iatime with the flutes and the lyre, 


By nature theſe pictures are drawn, 
How ſweet is each laneſcape diſpos'd! 
The proſpect extends to the lawn, 
Or by the tall beeches is clos'd, 
Come, Srrephon, attend to the ſcene, 
The clouds are all vanith'd above 
The objects around are ſerene, 


As modell'd to muſic and love. 


He'll ſwear no time ſhal! quench his flame; 


Where peace and contentment retire ; 


OE 


a — 120 — — 

Love aſſerts his pow'rful reiga, 

Like a tyrant owns his ſway 3 
Love, tho' ſweet, oft gives us pain, 

Sometimes ſad, and ſometimes gay: 
Sincethe age of ſweet ſixteen, 

When the men do moſt adore} 
] to love a ſlave have been, 

Kiſs'd and courted o'er and o'er. 


Fackey is a bonny ſwain, 
And has ſtol'n my heart away; 
Stil! I feel an anxious pain, 
If he's abſent but a day: 
But whene'er the blooming boy 
Comes at night upon the green, 
Then my heart is fill'd with joy, 
Then I'm happy as a queem 


When the charmer talks of love, 
Doubts and fears diſturb my breaſt; | 
Shoul'd he e'er inconftant prove, 
This poor heart will ne'er have reſt; 
He of late is fonder grown, 
And has ſworn to love for life; 
If he'll take me for his own, 
I mnſt be young Fockey's wife, 


. — 
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Va IN is ev'ry fond endeavour | 

To reſiſt the tender dart; 

For examples move us never; 

We muſt feel to know the ſmart, 
When the ſhepherd fwears he's ee, 
And eur beauties ſets to view, 
Vanity, her aid ſupplying, 

Bids us think tis all our due; 

Bids us think tis all our que. 


Softer than the vernal breezes 
Is the mild, deceitful ftrain 3 
frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes; 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain: 


— 


* 
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Bat too ſoon the happy lover 


Does our tendereſt hopes deceive: _ 


Man was form'd to be a rover, 


Fooliſh woman to believe; 

Fooliſh woman to believe. 

? — 12222—᷑—æ— 
Coux, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, 

O come and bleſs thy native plains; 


The daiſies ſpring, the beeches bud, 


The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


| Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 


Your ſmiles will make tbe village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze - 
Will wake the buds, and fan the trecss 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 


The meadows laugh, the linne's fing; 


* —ů 


| Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheary 
0 haſte! and make us happy here. 


123 — 
W as I ſure a life to lead, | 
Wretched as the vileſt fave, 
Ev'ry hardſhip would I brave, 
Rudeſt to), ſevereſt need, 
E'er yielo my hand ſo coolly, 
To the man who never truly, 
Could my heart in keeping have. 


Wealth with others ſucceſs will inſure you, 
Where your wit and your perſon may pleafe ; 

Take to them your Jove I conjure you, N 
And then in mercy ſet me at caſe, 


— 124 
Wurrr mall Delia fly for ſhelter? 
In what ſecret groveor cave ? 

Siehs and ſonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the young. the gay, the bravez 
Tho' with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still the longs, and till ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymnen archer, 
11 er the damſe! turns. 


| 


-. 
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Wirn the 


Virtue, youth, good ſenſe, and beauty, 
(If diſeretion guide us not) 

Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot : 

Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer 

Now ſome ſubtle mean invader 
Wins the heart or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion ! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamas miſtake, 

Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Alva) s carefel and awake, 


Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 


Weigh the licence, weigh the bannt; 


Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 


Wear it on 1 your knots and fans. 
—— 2 — 
Ye blitheſt !ads and laſſes gay, 
Come liſten to my tale: 
As I one ov'ning ſleeping lay 
Wrthia the flow'ry vale, - | 
Your.g Strepbon paſſing thro' the mead, 
By chance did me eſpy, 
He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently ſat down by. 


The ſwain, tho' I moſt dearly priz'd, 
Yet now I would not know ; 

But with a frown my face diſguis' d, 
And ſtrove away to go: 

But fondly he till nearer preſt, 
And at my feet did lye; 

His beating heart it thump'd fo faſt, 
I thought the lad would die. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 
(The ſurer him to gain) 
I bid the love-fick ſhepherd fly, 
In werds of high diſdain, - 
He left me, never to return, 
And to young Fenny flew 
Waile I my folly daily mourn, 
For {lighting one ſo true. 


'Tis not be: 


— ——— EE —— ec uw. . 
— 


More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire. 


To wat folly efteems, and the vulgar admirg 5 
I yield them the bl; ls, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 


Inſenſible creatures l tis all they can tae, 


12 —ů— 
Cx ASE a while ye winds to blow, 
Ceaſe ye roaring ſtreams to flow; 
Huſh'd be ev'ry other noiſe, 


II want to hear my lover's voice. 


Where's the brook, the rock, the tree ? 
Hark, a ſound—l think tis he! 

yet night comes on, 
Where's my lovely wand'rer gone? 
Loud I'll ſpeak, to make him hear, 


"Tis I who call, my love, my dear 
The time is come, Why this delay ? 


Alas! my wand'rer's loſt his W 


Ve warblers, while Srrepbon I mourn, 


To chear me your harmony bring; 
Unleſs, fince my ſhepherd i is gone, 
You ceaſe, like poor Phillis, to ſing : 
Each flower declines'its ſweet head, 
Nor odours around me will aid, | 
While ev'ry ſoft lamb on the mead 
Seems kindly to pity my woe. 


Each rural amuſement I try 
In vain to reſtore my paſt esſe; | 
What charm'd when my Strephon was by, 
Has now loſt the power to pleaſe : 
Ye ſeaſons that brighten the grove, | 
Not long for your abſence we mourn 5 


| But Strepbon neglects me and love, 


He roves, and will never return, 


man that 11love was I deftin'd to dwell 
| {On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
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As gay as the ſpring is my dear, 
And ſweet as all flowers combin'dz 
His ſmiles like the ſummer can chear, 
Ah! why then, like winter, unkind : ) 


Unkind he is not, I can prove, | 2 


But tender to others can be; 
To Celia and Chloe makes love, 
And only is crurl to me. 


— — 129 — — 4 
| VET i in our village a ſwain t'other day: 

He ſtopp'd me, and begs” d me a moment io ſtay: 
Then bluſh'd, and, in language 1 ne'er heard before, 
He talk*d much of love, and ſome pains that he bore: 
But what Was his meaning I know not, I vow; 
Yer, alas] my poor heatt felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeſſamin, vi let and roſe, 

He brings me, and .ev'ry ſweet flower that grows; 
Th- ſweeteſt and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, 

And begs me to wear theſe fine things in my breaſt; 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow; 

Yet, alas ! my poor heart feels, I cannat tell how. 


At my feet the young ſhepherd for ever J ſee, 
Pioteſting he never lov'd any but me; | 
He gazes with tranſport, and kiſſes me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow ; 


Yet, alas | my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


Loft ſee the tears ſtreaming faſt from his eyes, 

And hear him, poor youth ! breath a thouſand of fighs 
He tells me, no nymph in the world is like me, 
Nor ſhepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 

But what is his mearurtg, I know not, I vos; 

Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tel} how. 


Why does the dear ſhepherd. to me thus complain, 
And ſay that my eyes are the cauſe of his pain? 
Indeed, ever ſince, his ſad fate I 'deplore, 

And I with I knew how he might ſutier no more; 
I'd do all I can to relieve him, 1 vow, 


W 


That my heart may have eaſe tho' I cannot tell bew. 


| — — 7 — 
Loveryv, yet ungrateful ſwain, 
| Strive not to regain my heart; 
Ev'ry tender look is vain, 
Since you piay'd a treitor's part, 


All our oaths, and all your ſighs, 
Once F fooliſhly believ'd 

Bat Paffora's joyful eyes, 
And your bluſhes, undeceiv'd. 


Strive not to regain a heart 
True in love and firm in pain, 

Which (though death ſhould teach the art) 
Can, when flighted, Lan again. 


— — 1231 
Or all the ſwains around the Tweed, 
So blithe and debonair, 
Not one, it is by all agreed, 
With Tockey can compare: 
.So gay a form, ſo Juſt a mind 
Before was never feen ; 
Nor e'er was ſwain to me ſo kind 
As Fockey of the green, 


If e'er at eve I chance to ſtray, 

The fields or groves along, 
Young Jockey meets me on my way, 
And cheers me with a ſone; 
And when 1 ſet on bank N 

Where rurul ſports are ſeen, 
None tune fo ſ.cet'wne oaten reed, 
As Jockey of the green, 


Of late his talk has been of love, 
Of love for me alone 
And, if I but his flame approve, 
He'll take me for his on: 
If ſo, I'll quickly bleſs for life 
The blitheſt ſwain e'er ſeen; 5 
And be the wedded, faithful wife ; " 


Of 7:ckey of the green ; 
CE ; WELCOME 
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Wulr med' cine can ſoften the boſom's keen 

What Lethe can baniſh the pain? ſmart ? 

What cure can be met with, to ſooth the fond heart 
That's broke by a faithleſs young ſwain'? 


In hopes to forget him, how vainly Itry 
The ſports of the wake and the green! 

When Colin is dancing, I ſay, with a figh, 
Tas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales moan 
In accents ſo piercing and clear; 

You ting not ſo ſweetly, I cry with a groan, 
As when my dear Damon was here, 


A garland of willow my temples ſhail ſhage, 
And pluck it, ye nymphs, trom yon grove ; 
For hate, to her colt, was poor Laura betray d, 

And Damon pretended to love. 


— 1 
Stupl St rephon ceaſe 1 
Leſt thy doubts my anger move; 
Why mult jealous fears be reigning, 
To diſturb the bliſs of love? 
If Je'er had ſhun'd your paſſion, 
Then you gently might reprove, 
And your gen'rous inclination 
Might ſuſpe& my want of love. 


1 4 — — 
As thro" the fields I chanc'd to ſtray 
To hear the linnet's ſong, 
I met a ſhepherd in my way, 
Ij he blitheſt of the throng, 
He ſtopt, and gave my cheek a pat, 
And told a tender tale: 
Then ftole a kiſs, but what of that ? 
'Twas Willy of the dale, 


He preſt my hand, and talk'd of love 
With exiacy divine; | 
| Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
Aud, if I plicas'd, de mine, 


——— ee —EUä——äͤ——ẽ en —— 


why meet him thus, (no creature near} 
Soon made my cheeks look pale; 

But he decJar'd | need not fear 
Young Willy of the dale. 


n ure poſſeſs ſuch charms as he, 
To win a maiden's mind; 8 
He's youthful, witty, gay and free, 
And what's ſtill more, he's kind: 
For now he meets me ev'ry night, 
At which the laſſes rail, 
| And vows I am the ſole delight 
Of Willy of the dale. 


135 — —— 


| 
| STREPHON woo me now or never, 


If you wiſh my heart to gain; 
'Slight the occaſion, you for ever 
May purſue and ſigh in vain: 


: Now's your time to play the lover, 


Then with ardor act your part; 
By each glance you may diſcover 
That you're welcome to my heart. 
Tho' your art proves unavailing, 

When we can refiſt its power, 
Yet *twill always be prevailing, 

In ſome weak ung uarded hour, 


| a 
By 8 


i And fat reclin'd beneath the ſhade, 
Young Sandy chanc'd to pais that way, 
Ae blooming as the ſweets of May. 
Pleas'd he ſeem'd to find me there, 

For J alone am all his care: 5 
Then ſince he's gen'rous, kind and free, 


| Young Sandy is the lad for me. 


That eve he took me to the fair, 

| And tought me ribbands for my hair, 
With trinkets T had never ſeen, 

And daac'd with me upon the green: 


T:v:ed's clear ſtream as late | ſtray d, 


Such kindneſs I thall ever own, 
And will be true to him alone; 
For ſince he's gen*rous, kind and free, 
Voung Sandy is the lad for me. 


E'er ſummer's gone he means, for life, 
To take me for his wedded wife; 

And vows he'l] ever faithful prove, 

And make me happy in his love: 

How bleſt am I with ſuch a ſwain 
Who ne'er wil! give my. boſom pain; 
Then fince be'proves ſo kind and free, 
Young Sandy is the lad for me. 


—— 7 — 
JINCE all ſo nicely take offence, 
And pinking isthe faſhion, 
I ſoon ſhall find a good pretence 
For being in a paſſion, 


If any on my reſo or air 
To jeſt dare take occafion; 
By female honour, I declare, 
I'll have an explanation. 


If you're too free, and full of play, 
By Fowe my lads, I'll cure ye; 

And if too cold. you turn away, 
You'll rouze a very fury. 


Alaw is ev'ry thing I ſay, © 
No ſwain ſhall call me cond; 

Who'er my will ſhall diſobey, 
Tis fignal for a duel, 


Avery Amazon am I, 
And various wespons carry; 
I've glancing lightning! in my eye, 
And tongue, a ſword to parry. 


Len let him arm with what he will, 
With Cupid's bow and arrow; 

Tou ſoon thall ſee my man I'll kill, 
As eaſy as a ſpairo w-. 
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| Goto 
To ſhare thy board, and deck tity cot; 


| Cour dear idol 


| — — 1 8 — — 
| Wir the pride of the garden and field, 

We have deck'd our fond boſoms to day 
And all that the ſummer can yield 

Seems there to be blooming and gay; 
*T1s better to gather in time, 

The flow'r that elſe waſtingly blows; 
Little more than a day is the prime 

Ot che lilly, the pink, and the roſe, 


Soft beauty's the May ſpringing flow'r 
That has but a ſeaſon to boaſt ; 

Let us make what we can of it's pow'ry 
Which elſe in a year may be loſt: 

Let us ſcorn a ſhort triumph of joy 

O'er ſhepherds, becauſe of a faee; 
Nor venture too long to be cov, 
Left winter diſcolour each grace. 


Should we ſlightingly laugh at their pain, 
Grow proud of our charms ev'ry day; 


When they fade we ſhall court them in vain, 


When they're wither'd they'll fling us aways 
Thoſe treaſures ſo gaudy and rare, 
Muſt wake ev'ry breaſt to deſire; 
We may have whom we will while ſo fair, 
And ſhould yield to the love we inſpire, 


—  — ——_ 


me nymph of humdler lot, 
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* 


With joy I fly the ümple youth, 
Who holds me light, or doubts my truth. 


Thy breaſt, for love too wanton grown, 
Shall mourn its peace and pleaſure flown 


| Nor ſhall my faith reward a ſwain, 


Who doubts = love, or thinks me vain. 


—— 140 — — 

of my fancy. 5 
View he bow'r which love has reſ#43 | 
With thy prefence bleſs thy Nancy, 


Soft carefling and careſs'd. 


Flora 


£8 

Flora ſpreads her blooming treaſure, 
Birds chant here on ev'ry ſpray ; 

Yet how taint ezch rutäl pleaſure, 
While my charmer is away. 


When with fruitieſs love we're burning, 
All partake the mind's diſeaſe 
But the youth our Jove returning, 
Ev'ry ſcene is ſure to pleaſe. | 
— — 7} — 
You impudent man, you! 
Nay, prithee, how can you? 
Indeed, I'll aſſure you, 
Will nothing then cure you? 
Nay, now | declare I thall never endure you. 


You teaze one to death, 
I'm quite out of bre th, 
1 hate anc abhor this hoi fe. play; 
Beſides. tis not right, 
To lee one in this fright ; 
Lord, what do you think folks will fay ? 


I own too much room, 
You have had to preſume, 
Or you ne*er with theſe freedoms would teaze me; 
For though hey mipht pleaſe me, 
And with patierce I tore em; 
Vet at le ſt in one's carriage, 
On this ſide of marriage, 
One ought to keep up a decorum, 


H — — 142 — — 
OW can I again believe you ? 


Could I doubt, ſo oft you ſwore ? 
That your tongue may nnt deceive me, 
Let me ſee your face no more, 


Falſhoo d be your boaſt and faſhion, 
Truth is mine, and heart fincere 3 

You have cur'd me of my paſſion, . 
I have nothing now ta fear, 

Jn bis heart a ſwain's oft roving, 
While he wirs the eaſy maid; 

Herd ner fate who muſt be loving, 
Where her love is not repaid. 


4 
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Ie ever a fond inclination _ 
Roſe in your boſom, to rob you of reſt 3 


Reflect, with a little compeſſion, 


{ On the ſoft pangs which prevail'd in my hreaft, 


Oh! where, where would you fly me? 
Can you deny me, thus t rn and diſtreſt ? 
Think, when my lover was by me, 
Would I, hew could I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, 
Let me implore you 
Leok on me, ſighing, crying, dying, 
Ah! is there no language can move? 
If I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict twixt duty and love. 


— — \ 3 44 —— 
than I'll my love forego, 
And loſe the man I prize, 
II bravely e mbat ev'ry woe, 
Or fall a lacrifice. 


Nor bolts nor bars, ſhall me controul, 
I death and danger dare; 

Reſtiaint but fires the add ive ſou}, 
And urges fierce deſpair. 


The window now ſhall be my gate, 
I'll either fall or fly; _ 

Before I'l] live with them I hate, 
For him I love I'Il ore! 


How hard is my fate, 


How deſp'rate my tate, 
, When honour and virtue excite, 
To ſuffer diſtreſs, 
Contented to bleſs 
The object in whom I delight! 


Yet, midſt all the woes 
My ſoul undergoes” 
Thro' virtue's too rigid decree, 
I'll ſcorn to complain, 
If the force of his pain 
Awaken his pity for me. 


If there 


IN 
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I yain I try my ev'ry art, | 
Nor can I fix a fingle heart, 
Yet I'm not old nor ugly : 
Let me conſult my faithful glaſc— 
A face much worſe than this might paſs, 
Methinks I look full ſmugly. 


Yet bleſs'd with all theſe powerful charms, 
The young Palæmon fled my arms, 
That wild unthinking rover: 
Hope, fiily maids, as ſoon to bind 
The rolling ſtream, the flying wind, 
As fix a rambling lover, 


But hamper'd in the marriage nooſe, 
In vain they Rruggle to get looſe, 
And make a mighty riot; 
Like madmen how they rave and ſtate? 
Awhile they ſhake their chains and ſwear, 
And then lie down in quiet. 


Lan but the frailty of the mind 
When tis not with ambition join'd; 
A ſickly flame, which if not fed expires, 
And feeding, waſtes in ſelf conſuming fires, 


Tis not to wound a v anton boy, 
Or amorous youth tha: gives the joy; 
But *tis the glory to have pierc'd the ſwain 
For whom inferior beamies ſigh'd in vain. 


Then J alone the conqueſt prize, 
When I inſult a rival's eyes ; 
If there's delight in love, tis when I ſee 


The heart which others bleed for, bleed for me. 
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Tur youth whom I to ſave would 5 | 
Surpaſſes all defre; 

Love's fatal dart enflames my heart, 
And ſets it all on fire. 
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The plaintive dove, e her love, 
Thus mourns, like me oppreſt z 

But when her mate airives, tho” late, 
Joy triumphs in her breaſt, 


The boy thus of a bird poſſeſt, 
At firſt, how great nis joys ! 


He ſtrokes it oft, and in his breaſt 


The little favourite lies. 


1 he paſhon quits his mind; 
He hangs it up in ſome old cage, 
Neglected and confi a'd. 


F OR various ourpoſe ſerves the fan, 
As thus—a decent blind, 

Between the ſticks to peep ai man, 
Nor yet betray your mind, 


Each action has a meaning plain, 


Reſentment's in the ſnap 
A flict expreſſes ſtrong diſdain, 
Conſent, a gentle tap. 


All paſſions will the fan diſcloſe, 
All modes of female art, 

And to advantage ſweetly ſhewe 
The hand, it not the heart. 


Tis folly's iceptre, firſt deſign'd 


By love's capr.cious boy, 
Who knows how lightly all mankind. 
Are govern'd by a toy. 


O WHY ſhould we ſorrow, who never knew fin! 
Let ſmiles of content ſhew our rapture within: 


This love has ſo rais'd me, I now tread in air! 


He's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care 


- 


Each 


But ſoon as grown to riper age 1 
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pes > et 
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Each ſhepherdeſs views me with ſcorn and diſdain ; | Smells ev'ry fragrant flow*r that blows, 1 
Each ſhepherd purſues me, but all is in vain: 


No more will J ſorrow, no longer deſpair, 


His quinteſſence of ſweets, 


Yet lily culls the bluſhing roſe, 11 5 | T! 


4 
1 23 Till 
Be's ſure ſent from heav'n to lighten my care! So Thyrjis, when in wanton play, Fl 
þ 3 From fair to fair you fondly ſtray, M f 
1 Too plain, dear youth, theſe tell tale eyes | And ſteal from each a kiſs ; Ar 
N | My heart your own declare It hows, if what you ſay be true, 
. Bur, for heaven's ſake, let it ſuffice, A ſickly appetite in you, V 
4 Vou reign triumphant there. And no ſubſtantial bliſs, ü 4 + 
ET nd f 
[ Fortear your utmoſt pow'r to try, Tas you, inconſtant, roving ſwain, (He 
it Nor further urge your ſway; Tho' ſeemingly you hug your chan, Of pa 
= Preſs not for what I muſt deny, Would tain, I kaow, get free; Of Co 
3 For fear I ſhould obey; To ſip freſh balmy ſweets of love, 1 
if | | From bower to bower wildly rove, 
| of 9 bang 7.9 HI And imitate the bee. * 
p z nd vi 
| W hoſe greateſt failing is her love, Then calm that flutt'ring thing, your heart, A 
3 And that her love for you ? Let it admire no other dart; But w. 
42 Say, would you nfe that very pow'r _ But reſt with mu aaomns | Unleſs 
g You from her fondneſs claim, For while, dear Bee, you rove and fing, I 
ring eee ee ee Should you return without your ſting, The ſh 


I'd not AY a drone, 


A life of ſpotleſs fame? _ : | 


Ab! ceaſe, my dear, to do an ill, 1533 ² I 
Becauſe perhaps you may; From 100 r to flow'r the butterfly, But do! 
Bur rather try your utmoſt ſk;11 Deer fields or gardens ranging, do bad! 
To fave me, than betray. Sips ſweets from each, and flutters by, I 
Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, And all his life is changing. with 1 
Defend, and not purſue, Thus roving man new objects ſway, Yould 
Since 'tis a taſk for me too hard By various charms delighted; (I 
To ſtrive with love and you. While ſhe who pleaſes moſt to-day, Id then 
| To morrow ſhall be fligbted, The hor 
v I 52 - 1 ö Bu 
[TH artful voice, young 7%%½%s, you, 154 

In vain perſuade me you are true; Avspicious ſpirits guard my love, 

Since that can never be: In time of danger nezr him bide; VRIGH 
For he's no proſelyte of mine, With out-ſpread wings around him move, all- 
That offers at another's ſlitine And turn each random ball aſide. + COM 

Thoſe vows he made to me. And you, his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 3 
The faithleſs, fick le, wav'ring loon, Ok! may you then with me accord; ll natui 


That changes oftner than the moon, 
Courts cach new fece he meets; 


A ſymoathetic paſſion feel, 


Behold bis face, and drop the "EY 


i 
1 


ve winds, your bluft'ring fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breath ſoft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, 

From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 

And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms, 

53777 Gong ren 6 

Young Colin ſeeks my heart to move, 
And ſighs, and talks ſo much of love, | 

(He'll hang or drown, I fear it) 
Of pangs, and wounds, and pointed darts, 
Of Cupid's bow, and bleeding hearts, 

I vow I cannct bear it, 


He ſays I'm pretty—mighty well; 


And witty too—that's better ſtill z- 

And ſenſible, I ſwear it: | 
But words, you know, are nought but wind; 
Unleſs he'Il freely tell his mind, 

I vow I cannot bear it. 


The ſhepherd dances dlythe and gay, 
And ſweetly on his pipe can play; 
I own I like to hear it: 0 
But downcaſt looks, and hums and haws, 
do badly plead a lover's cauſe, 
I vow I cannot bear it. 


wiſh ſome friendly nymph or ſwain 

Vould bid the baſhful boy ſpeak plain, 
(I wonder he ſhould fear it) 

d then take courage, like my ſex, 

The honeſt youth no more to vex, 

But wed him, I declare it. 


— 
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is all- cheering beams do nature reftbre; 
The cowllip and daiſy, the vi'let and roſe, 
xh garden, each orchard, does fragrance diſcloſe; 
he birds chearful notes are Heard in each grove, | 
il nature confeſſes the ſeaſon of love, 
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THAT I might not 
| I promis'd my mother again and again 
RIGHT. Sol is return's, the wintef is oer, 


J. 


{ The nymphs and the ſhepherds come tripping amain, 


All haſten to join in the ſports of the plain; 
Our rural diverſions are free from all guile, p 
The face that is honeſt ſecurely can.ſmile z 

The heart that's figcere in affection may prove 
All nature's force ſheweth the ſeaſon of love. 


O come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 

Our friends that expect us accuſe our delay; 
Let's haſte to the village, the ſports to begin z 

Pl ftrive, for my ſhepherd, the garland to win? 
But ſee his approach, whom my heart does approve, 
Who makes ev'ry hour the ſeaſon of love. 


DAR Colin prevent my warm bluſhes, 
| Since how can I ſpeak without pain ? 
My 1585 have oft told you my wiſhes, 

O!] can't you their meaning explain? 
My paſſion would loſe by expreflion, 

And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a confeſſion, 
Of what is too tender to name. 


Since your's is the province of ſpeaking, 

Why ſhould you expect it from me? 
Our wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, . 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be; 


Then quickly why don't you diſcover ? 
Did your heart feel ſuch tortures as mine, 
Eyes need not tell over and over. 

What in my boſom confine, 


pn 
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beplagu'd with the nonſenſe of 


[men, 
To fay as ſhe bid me wherever I go, 


And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell 'em No. 


| I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore : 
They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more; 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerying them ſo; 


Where the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay No. 
Pak 


For 
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For a ſhepherd I like, with more courage and art, 
Won't let me alone, tho' I bid him depart; | 
Such queſtions he puts ſince I anſwer him ſo, [no 
That he makes me mean yes, tho' my words are ſtill 


He aſk d, did J hate him, or think him too plain? 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young ſwain) 


If he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would go? [no 


Then he preſs d my young lips, while Ibluſh'd & laid 
He aſk'd if my heart to another was gone ? 

If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on? 
If I meant my life long to anſwer him ſo? 


1 faulter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made; 

Will Pbillis live longer a virgin? he ſaid : | 
If I preſs you to church, will you ſcruple to go? 
In a hearty good humour I anſwer'd, No, No. 


MY | 159 
ALEXIS, a a ſhepherd, — conſtant and kind, 
Has often declard'd I'm the nymph to his mind: 
1 think he's fincere, and he will not deceive; 

But they tell me a maid ſhould with caution believe, 


He brought me this roſe that you ſee in my breaſt ; 
He begg'd me to take it, and ſigh'd out the reſt: 
I could not do leſs than the favour receive; 

And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe, 


This flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a leſſon to you: 
How bright, and how lovely it ſeems to the view! 
*T would fade if not pluck'd, as your ſenſe muſt con- 
I] was forc'd to deny what I really believe. [eeive- 


My flocks he attends: if they ſtray from the plain, 
Alexis is ſure ev'ry ſheep to regain ; 

Then begs a dear kiſs for his labour I'Il give; 
And I ne'er ſhall refuſe him I really believe. 


He plays on his pipe while he watches my eyes, 
To read the ſoft wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 
And tells me ſweet ftories from morning to eve; 
Then he ſwears that he loves, which Ireally believe. 


An old maid I once was determin'd to die; 
UL that was befete I'd this ſwain in my eye: 
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And as ſoon as he Av; me his pain to relieve, 


RY 


With joy I ſhall wed him 1 really believe. 


— 16 —— 

Comt ſing round my favourite tree, 
Ye ſongſters that viſit the grove; 

Twas the haunt of my ſhepherd and me, 
And the bark is a record of love. 


Reclin'd on the turf, by my f fide, 
He tenderly pledded his cauſe ; 


| 1 only with bluſhes reply'd, 


And the nightrngale fill'd up the pauſe, 


Yours ſure forgot, dear mother mine, 


When you was once as blithe as me; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 

And lovers dropt on bended knee: 
When you could fing, and dance, and play; 


| Alas! December treads on May. 


Behold dame Nature's fav'rite blow, 
The rich jonquil, the bluſhing roſe, 
How ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes; 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May, 


The whole creation own this truth 

Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 
The mode ſevere, on blooming youth, 

By which themſelves could never act? 
The blood that's warm will have its way; 
Too ſoon December treads on May, 


Then, ſwains, with tabor, pipe, and glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim care derĩde; 
Come ſport and frolic free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudith pride: 
The laws of love—all ſhall obey, 
Before December treads on May, 


— — - — Ä — — 
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WuAr ſadneſs reigns over the plains! 
How droop the ſweet flow'rets around! 
ow penfive each nymph and each ſwain ! 
How filent each muſical ſound! 
No more the ſoft lute, in the bow'rs, 
Begujles the cool ev'nings away; 
dad ſighs meaſure out the long hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our village's pride; 
This change from his abſence is ſeen; 
Twas he that our muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the green: 
it ſhearing, at wake, and at fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
but now ev'ry feaſt in the year 
Is joyleſs as joylefs can be, 


| \h! why did he venture from home, 
To mix among hoſtile alarm: ? 
0juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Ur take up thoſe terrible arms: 
et thoſe whoare cruel and rough, 
Be heedleſs of life and of limb 
he coun ry had ſoldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like hims 


here'er the adventurer goes, 

On land or the dangerous main, 

ind heaven protect him from woes, 

And give him to Celia again. 

h] give him to Celia again; 

My true-love in ſafety reſtore ; 

|| ceaſe on his breaſt to complain, 

from my arms he ſhould wander no more. 


— 
. 
. 
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HEN the ſhepherds ſeek to woo, 
Mind them, left they faithleſs prove; 
tif once you find them true, 

Fear not to reward their love, 


ten the ſhepherds, Sc. 
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Let not beauty make you vain, 


Men of worth deſerve your care; 
Never give a lover pain, 

If you find his heart ſincere. 
When the ſhepherds, c. 


| Love, the ſource of ev'ry Joy, 


Aſks whatever we can give; 
Love ſhould ev'ry hour employ, 
Tis for love alone we live. 


When the ſhepherds, &c, 


16 — — 
STREPHON, when you ſee me fly, 
Let not this your fear create, 
Maids may be as often ſhy 
Out of love as out of hate; 
When from you I fly away, 


It is becauſe I dare not ſtay. 


Did I out of hatred run 
| Leſs you'd be my pain and care; 
But the youth I Jove, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch a trial bear? 
Who that ſuch a ſwain did ſee, 
Who could love and fly like me? 


Cruel duty bids me go, 

Gentle love commande me ſt a; 
Duty's till to love a foe, 

Shall I this or that obey ? 
Duty frowns, and Cupid ſmiles; 
That defends, and this beguiles, 


Ever by theſe cryſtal ſtreams 
I could fit and hear thee ſigh, 
Raviſh'd with theſe pleaſing dreams, 
O 'tis worſe than death to fly: 
But the danger is ſo great, 
Fear gives wings, inſtead of hate, 


Strepbon, if you love me, leave me, 


If you Ray I am undone; 
G 2 | 
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oh with eaſe you may deceive me, 
Prithee charming ſwain be gone, 
Heav'n decrees that we ſhould part, 
That has my vows, but you my heart. 
O — 165 ͥ — 
N a bank, beſide a willow, 
ieayen her covering, earth her pillow, 
Sad Aminta figh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs dawn of morning, 
Till the dews of night returning, 
Singing, thus ſhe made her moan z 
Hope is baniſh'd, 
Joys are vaniſfi'd, 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone. 


Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a youth, and ſuch a lover, 
Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he! 
Damon was the pride of nature, 
Charming in his every feature, 
Damon liv'd alone for me; 
Melting kiſſes, EM 
Murmuring bliſſes, 
Who ſo liv'd and lov'd as we ? 


Never ſhal! we curſe the morning, 
Never bleſs the night returning, 
Sweet embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failinę, love ſupplying 
All the joys he drain'd before : 
Death, come end me, 
To befriend me ; 
Love and Damon re no more! 


166 — — 
T ELL my Serepben that I die; 

Let echoes to each other tell, 
Till the mournful accents fly 

To Strepbon's ear, and ali is well, 


But gently breathe the fatal truth, 
And ſoften every harſher ſound, 
For Strephon's ſuch a tender yauths 
The ſofteſt words too deep will wound, 
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Now fountains, echoes, all be dumb; 
For ſhould I coſt my ſwain a tear, 

I ſhould repent it in my tomb, 

And grieve I bought my reſt ſo dear. 


B. boo — 167 _— 
0 AST not, miſtaken ſwain, thy art 
To pleaſe my partial eyes 

The charms that have ſubdu'd my heart 
Another may deſpiſe, 


| Thy face is to my humour made, 


Another it may fright; 


| Perhaps, by ſome fond whim betray'd, 


In oddnefs I delight. 


{Vain youth, to your confuſion, know, 


Tis to my love's exceſs 


| bar all your fancy'd beauties owe, 


Which fade as that grows leſs. 


For your own ſake, if not for mine, 

„ You ſhould preferve my fire, 

Since you, my ſwain, no more will ſhine, 
When I no more admire, 


By me indeed you are allow'd 

The wonder of your kind; 
But be not of my judgment pied, 
Whom love has render'd _ 


— — 168 — — 
Young I am, and yet unſkill'd 

How to make a lover vield ; 

How to keep, and how to gain, 

When to love, and when to feign, 


Take me, take me, ſome of you, 
While I yet am young and true; 
Ere I can my ſoul difguiſe, 

Heave my breafts, and rol! my eyes. 


Stay not till J learn the way 
How to lie and to betray; 7 
He that has me firſt is bleſt, 


For I may deceive the reſt, 


2 \ 
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Could I find a blooming youth 
Full of love, and full of truth, 
Briſk, and of a janty mien, 

] ſhould long to be fiſteen, 
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As now my bloom comes on a-pace, 
The ſwains begin to teaze me; 
But two who claim the foremoſt place, 
Try different ways pleaſe me: 
To judge àright, and chuſe the beſt, 
Is not ſo ſoon decided; 
When both their merits are expreſs'd 
I may be leſs divided. 


Palæmon's flocks unnumber'd ſtray, 
He's rich beyond all meaſure ; 

Would I but ſmile, be kind and gay, 
He'd give me all his treaſure: 

But then our yers do diſagree 
So much, as I remember ; 

It is but May I'm ſere with me, 
V.ith him it is December, 


Can I, who ſcarcely am in bloom, 
Let froſt and ſnow be ſuing ; 

'Twould ſpoil each rip'ning joy to come, 
Bring ev'ry charm to ruin: 

For dreſs and ſhew, to touch my pride, 
My little heart is panting 3 

But then there's ſomething elſe beſide 
I ſoon ſhould find was wanting. 


Then Colin, thou my choice ſhall gain, 
For thou will ne'er deceive me 
And grey hair*d wealth ſhall plead in vain, 

For thou haſt more to give me: 
My fancy paints thee full of charms, 
Thy looks ſo young and tender : 
Love beats his new and fond alarms 
To thee I now ſurrender, 


| 
— WH — 


Tt LL me no more of pointed darts, 


Of flaming eyes and bleeding hearts, 


The hyperboles of love, 

The hyperboles of love; 
Be honeſt to yourſelf and me, 
Speak truly what you hear and ſee, 
And then your ſuit may move, 
And then your ſuit may move. 


Why call me angel? why divine? 

Why muſt my eyes the ſtars outſhine ? 
Can ſuch deceits prevail? 

For ſhame, forbear this common rule; 

Tis low, tis inſult; calls me fool; 


With me twill always fail. 


Would you obtain an honeſt heart, 
Addreſs my nobler, better part; 
Pay homage to my mind: 
The paſſing hour brings on decay, 
And beauty quickly fades away, 
Nor leaves a roſe behind. 


Let then your open manly ſenſe 


The moral ornaments diſpenſe, 


And to my worth be true: 


| So may your ſutt itſelf endear, 


Not for the charms you ſay I wear, 
But thoſe I find in you, 


17 f non 


Good-ſenſe and good - nature, &c, 


G3 


Am [DST my admirers when Damon appears, 
How great 1s the contraſt to their foppiſh airs, 

| | How great is the contraſt to their foppith airs : 
Good-ſenſe and good-nature beam forth in his face, 
And dignity o'er all his form adds a grace. 


He's handſome, polite ; his wit eaſy and free 
Their talk's only nonſenſe, and pert repartee; 
Their flatt'ry unmeaning, no charms can imparts 
He praiſes my form, but makes love to my heart. 
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The flame of thoſe lavers, ſo trifling and gay, 
Would be mighty inſipid, or ſoon would decay; 
But he loves with paſſion—then blame me who can, 
If I glory in owning that Damon's the man. 


' —— 172 — — 
Goo Damon, if you will, you may 
Set ſpies and guards to watch my way ; 
Or mark my looks with jealous eye, 
When any well- dreſs'd ſwain is nigh ; 
Yet woman's wit a way will find, 

In ſpite of caution, to be kind; 

For, if myſelf I do not keep, 

Inſtead of watching, you may ſleep. 


Would you ſecure the fair at home, 
Go, bid her wander, bid her roam ; 
Tir'd out with ſops and fools all day, 
No more the'li aſk abroad to ſtray; 
Tis freedom's ſelf muſt make her true, 
And fix her choice on none but you; 
For, if ourſelves we do not keep, 
Inſtead of watching, you may ſleep. 


- 173 —— 
O HOW weak will power and reaſon 

To this boſom tyrant prove; | 
Ev*ry act is fancy'd treaſon 

By the jealous ſovereign love. 


Paſſion urg'd the youth to danger, 
Paſſion calls him back again; 

Paſſion is to peace a ſtranger, 
Seek I muſt my bliſs or baue. 


So the fever'd minds that languiſh, 
And in ſcorching torments rave; 

Thus to end or eaſe their anguiſh, 
Headleng plunge into the wave. 


— 1 
Or all my experience how vaſt the amount, 
Since fiſteen long winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor damſel ſo ſadly betray'd, 
For to live to theſe years, and yet ſtill be a maid ! 


— 
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Who is ſick - very ſick —of remaining a maid, 
Fou, fops, I ing oke not to liſt to my ſong, 


ALEXIS, how artleſs Key he _ 


In my eyes can you never diſcover 


| When you pine and yon whine out your paſſion, 


| If J frown, 'tis my bluſhes to cover, 


| But when we by force are o'erpower'd, 


Ye heroes, triumphant by land and by ſea, 

Sworn vot'ries to love, vet unmindful of me, 
You can ſtorm a ſtrong fort, or can form a blockade, 
Yet ye ſtand by, like daftards, and ſee me a maid !* 


Ye lawyers ſo juſt, who with ſlippery tongue 
Candowhat you pleaſe, or with right or with wrong, 


Can it be or by law or by equity ſaid, 


That a buxom young girl ought to die an old maid ? 
Ye learned phyficians, whoſe excellept ſki'l 
Can fave or demoliſh, can cure or can kill, 
To a poor forlorn damſel contribute your aid, 


Who anſwer no end, and to no ſex belong, 
Ve echoes of echoes, and ſhadows of ſhade, 
For if I had you=el might Qill be a maid, - 


* 


How baſhful and filly you-grow ] 


I mean yes, when I often ſay no, ſay no, 
I mean yes, when I often ſay no. 


And only intreat for a kiſs, 
To be coy and den; is the faſhion, 
Alexis ſhould raviſſ the bliſs, 


In love, as in war, *tis but reaſon. 
To make ſome defence for the town; 
To ſurrender without it were treaſon, 
Before that the out-works were won, 


"Tis for honour and modeſty's ſake; 
He is but a pitiful lover, * 
Who is foil'd by a ſingle attack. 


The beſt and the braveſt muſt yield ; : 
I'm not46 be won by a coward, 
Who harcly dares enter the field, 


My heart is juſt ready to burſt rom my breaſt : 
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J LL fing of my lover all night and all day, 
He's ever good-natur d, and trolic, and gay, 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can play, 
And a bonny yeung lad is my Jockey, 
And a bonny,, &c, 


He fays that he loves me, Pm witty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, and my lips and my hair; 
Roſs, vi'let, nor blly with me can compare ; 
If this be to flatter, tis pretty I Toure 

And a bonny, . Cc. 


He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a figh 
He cry'd, O my dear, will you never comply ? 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, Ill die. 
] trembled all over, and anſwer” d, Not]: 

And a bonny, Sc. 


Around the tall may- pole he dances ſo neat, 

And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat; 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, he's wiſe and diſcreet, 

His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet: 
And a bonny, Sc. 


At eve, when'the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the PR 
And May's tuneful choriſts all ſkim to their neſt, 
When I meet on the green the dear boy I love bell, 


And a bonny, Ec. 


But ſee how the meadows are moiſten 'd with dew, 
Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for you; 
We live for each other, but conſtant and true, 
And taſte the ſoft raptures no n e er knew: 
And a Sc. <6 | 


7 | 177 — 

id you ſee e er a ſhepherd, yeny ans ene 
Crown'd with myrtle and all the gay verdure of May? 
Tis myS trepbon, oh! bring him once more to my eyes; 
From his Lucy in ſearch of new pleaſures he flies. 
All the day have I travel'd and toil'd o'er the plains, 


| She'll find him a conqueſt, Sc. 
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Take card maids, take care, when he AatzerateGremrs, 
How ou truſt your own eyes, or believe your own ears 
Like the roſe-bud in June ev'ry hand he'l) invite, 


But wound the kind heart like the thorn out of fight; 


Ana truſt me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detarns, 
She'll find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 
[ pains, 


Three months at my feet did he languiſh and ſighs 
Ere he gain'd a kind word, or a tender reply 
Love, honour, & truth, were the themes that heſung, 
And he vow'd that his heart was akin to his tongue: 
Too ſoon I believ'd, and reply'd to his trains, 
And gave him too frankly: my heart for his pains. 
And gave him too frankly, c. 


The trifle once gain'd, like a boy at his play, 
The wanton grew weary and flung it away; 


{| Now cloy'd with my love, from mp arms he does fly, 


In ſearch of another as filly as I : 

Hut truſt me, whoe'er my falſe ſhepherd detains, | 
She'll find him a conqueſt that's ſcarce worth her 
She'll find him a conqueſt, &c, [ pains, 


Beware, all ye nymphs, how you ſooth the fond flame 
And believe in good time all the ſex are the ſame 
Like Strepbon from beauty to beauty they range, 
Like him they will flatter, diſſemble, and change: 
And do all we can, ſtill the maxim remains, 

That a man, when we've got him, is ſcarce worth 
That a man, when we ve got him, c. Lowe pains; 


— 178 
M V pride is to hold all mankind in my chain; 3, 
The conqueſt I prize, tho' the ſlaves I diſcain ; 
1'11 teaze them and vex them, 
I'll plague and perplex them: 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 
I'!] ſhew them a woman's as cunning as they, 


| Young Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the vain | 
By turns I encourag'd each amorous ſwain z Ge 
They knelt and they trembled, Fr 
They ſmil'd and diſſembled: 
Since men try all arts our weak ſex to betray, 


In purſuit of a rebel that's ſcarce work by paint, 
In purſuit of a rebel, Se. EE 


" 


I'll ſhew them a woman's as cunning as they. 


Then 


WT OO 
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Then hear me, ye nymphs, and my counſel believe, 
Reſiſt all their wiles, the deceivers deceive : 
Their canting and whining, 
Their fighing and pining, 
Are all meant as baits our weak ſex to betray ; 
Then prove there are women as cunning as they, 


\ 


a . — 
Damon, if you will be ieve me, 
"Tis not ſighing on the plain, 
Song nor ſonnet can relieve ye; 
Faint attempts in love are vain, 


Urge but home the fair occaſion, 
And be maſter of the field ; 

To a powerful kind invafion 
Twere a madneſs not to yield. 


Lore gives out a large commiſſion, 
Still indulgent to the brave; 

But one fin of baſe omiſſion 
Never woman yet forgave. 


Tho” ſhe vows ſhe'll ne'er permit ve, 
Cries you're rude and much to blame, 
And with tears implores your pity 3 
Be not merciful, for ſhame, 


When the fierce aſſault is over, 
Chloris time en>vgh will find 
This her cruel furious lover 
Much more gentle, not fo kind. 
— — 180 


Wuar! put off with one denial, 

And not make a ſecond trial? 

You might ſee my eyes conſenting, 

All above me was relenting ; 
Women, oblig'd to dwell in torms, 5 
Forgive the youth that boldly ſtorms: 


Lovers when you ſigh and languiſh, 
When you tell us ot your anguiſh, 

To the nymph you'll be more pleaſing 
When thoſe ſorrows you are eaſing: 
We lore io try how far men dare, 
AaJ nzver wich We foz to ſpare, 
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STREPHON has faſhion, wit and youth, 

With all things elſe that pleaſe; 
He nothing wants but love and truth 
| To ruin me with eaſe: 
But he is flint, and bears the art 

To kindle ſtrong deſire ; 
His pow'r inflames another's heart, 
Vet he ne 'er feels the fire, | 
O! how it does my ſoul perplex, 
When I his charma recall, 


| To think he ſhould deſpiſe the ſex, | 


Or worle, ſhould love 'em all. 


| My wearied heart, like Noah's dove, | 


Thus ſeeks in vain for reſt; 


| Finding no hope to fix its love, 


Returns into my breaſt, =. 
— 7 
Tak wanton god, who pierces hearts, 

Dips in gall his pointed darts; | 


But the nymph difdains to pine, 


Who bathes the wound wit roſy wine; 
Noſy wine, roſy wine, 
Who bathes the wound with roſy wine ! 


Farewel-Jovers when they,re cloy 'd, 
If 1 am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd; 
Sucre the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid me of dull company; 

Sure they're free, ſure they're free, 
To rid me of dull company, : 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe; 
I love them much, but more my eaſe: | 


| No jealous fears my love moleſt, 


Nor faithleſs yows ſhall break my reſt ; 
Break my reſt, break my reſt, 
Nor faithlefs vows ſhall break my reſt, 


Why ſhould they eier give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain? _ 
All I hope of mortal man, 


Is to love me while he can; 


\ 


While he can, while he can, 


Is to love me white he can. 
| PURSYING 


Still h 
Now, 
But 4 
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Pin — 183 — Ye laſſes, then hear me, oh "OL, me I pray, 
URSUING beauty, men 1 A | Never wait for to-morrow, catch hold on to-day. _ 
gs diſtant ſhore, and long to prove 6 185 — 
till richer in variety) | 3 5 
The treaſures of the land of love. Wren ſable 2 each drooping plant reſtoring 


Wept o'er the flow'rs her breath did. chear, 


We women, like weak Indians ſtand, As ſome ſad widow, o' er her babe deploring, 
Inviting from our golden coaſt | Wakes its beauty with a tear. 

The wand'ring rovers to our land; e h ee 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt, 9 * eee 1 21 |; 

With humble vow's they firſt begin, Io l as I preſs'd my couch in filent forrow, 
Stealing unſeen into the heart; „ My lover caught me to his breaſt! 

But by poſſeſſion ſettled in, He vow'd he came to ſave me 
They quickly act another part. From hoſe who would enflave me; 

For beads and baubles we reſign „ | Then kneeling, 
In ignorance our ſhining ſtore 3 E __ Kiſſes W | 

Diſcover nature's richeſt mine, | | Endleſs faith he ſwore! 2 | 
And yet the tyrants will have more. | Bur ſoon I chid him thenee, 


Be wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try  . For had nylons OR, 3b 9 06 


7 _ he * pF or you be won; And he had preſs'd again | 
or love is but di ſcoverj ; | , "+ more 1 
When that is made, the pleaſure's done, nnn . ede _ _ 92 


+ 


| | 134 : — 185 —— 

As my cow I Was e juſt now in the vale, Tuned canſt not boaſt of fortune's ſtore, 
Young Alexis advanced and told a fond tale; My love, while me they wealthy call: 
Such a tale, gentle maidens, believe what 1 ſay, But I was glad to find thee poor 

1 with pleaſure could wait for to hear it all day; For with my heart I'd give thee all. 
I with pleaſure could wait, And then the grateful youth ſhould own 
I with pleaſure could wait, I lov'd him for himſelf alone. 
I with pleaſure could wait for to brd it all day. | But when his worth my hand ſhall gain, yay 
Hail Florella, he cry'd, now I'm happy I vow, No word or look of mine ſhall ſhow 
For to fee you, believe me, I came from the plough, { Thet I rhe ſmalleſt thought retain 
Wilt thou have me Florella, my deareſt now ſay?. | Of what my bounty did beſtow; 
I, with frowns foon reply'd, I'll not hear you today | Yet till his g:ateful heart-ſhall own = 


Pray, Alexis, I ſaid, — for to try him I ſtrove, I 1»v'd him for himſelf alone. 


Never come near me more, for I'm ſure you don't love; a 
Not deter'd by rough ſpeeches, nor all I could ſay: My Fockey is fled from the plain, 
dünn he anſwer d, with miles, make me happy to day. Adlett me in ſorrow to mourn, 
Now, with bluſhes, I tel], I no longer ſaid no; Was ever ſo cruel a ſwain, | 
But Alexis and I unto church ſoon gie g0 3 | Ah! when will the rover return; 


EY 
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No longer he pipes on his reed, 
W hoſe muſic cou'a pleaſe us 'fo well, 
And dull are the banks of the Tweed, 
Since Fockey has bid them farewell. 


His crook he has broken in twain, | 
His ſheep and his lambkins now ſtray, 


They bleat for their ſhepherd in vain, 
And careleſly wander away. 
No longer he pipes, &c. 
The ſwain was made up of deceit, 
And as falſe as the wavering wind, 
His manners were gentle and ſweet, 
But his heart was ſtill falſe and unkind. 
No longer he pipes, &c. 


— 188 — — 


| ArrExp, ye nymphs, while 1 impart 


The ſecret wiſhes of my heart, 
And tell what ſwain, if one there be, 


' Whom fate deſigns for love and me. 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let konour all bis actions guide 3 
Stedfaſt in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. 


Let ſolid ſenſe inform his mind, 


Wich pure good-nature ſweetly j join'd; 


Sure friend to modeſt merit be | 
The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 
Where ſorrow prompts the penſive ſigh, 
Where grief bedews the erooping eye, 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee 

The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 


Let ſordid av'rice claim no part 


Within his tender, gen'rous heart; 


Oh! be that heart frem falſhood free, 
Devoted all to love and me. 
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Ar ſetting day and rifing morn, 
With ſoul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 

Il aſk of heaven thy ſafe return, 
With all that can improve thee; 


1 


As ac 
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I'll vifit oft the birken buſh, 
Where firſt you kindly told me 
Sweet tales of jove, and hid my blu, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts thou didſt repair, 
By green- wood, ſhaw, or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer's day I'd ſhare 
With you upon yon mountain : 
There will I tel} the trees and flow'rs, 
With thoughts unfeign'd and tender; 
By vows you're mire, my love is yours, 
My Bratt, which cannot wander. 


The way to procure themſelves merit, 
Will always provide them iwo ſtrings to a 
And follow their buſineſs with ſpirit. 


Who'd make the beſt uſe of her beauty; 


Two lovers muſt ſtill be on duty. 


So far our revenge we may carry; 


And t won poor ſoul ! we may marry, 


— 7 — 
Ac AIN in ruſtic weeds array'd, 

A ſimple ſwain, a ſimple maid; 

O'er rural ſcenes with joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling brook, or cooling grove, 
The birds ſhall ftrain their little throats, 
And warble wild their merry notes; 
Whilſt we converſe beneath the ſhade, 
A happy ſwain and happy maid, _ 


The luſcious fruit, the fragrant flow'r ; 
Whilſt joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 


Thy Pbebe kind, my Colin true. 


} 


ers and fidlers, who cunningly know 


bow, 


So likewiſe the provident damſel ſhould do, 


If the mark ſhe would hit, or her leſſons paſs theo 2H 


{Thus arm's againſt chance, and ſecure of ſupply, 


One ſpark for our ſport we may jilt and ſet by, 


Thy hands ſhall pluck, to grace my bow r, 


ALEXIS 


Not a rr 
Think | 
Young | 
he's har 
But I'm 
bink h 
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be chid 
ben talk 
hink he 
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ALEXIS, a pretty young ſwain, 

To court me comes many a mile; 
bid him make haſte back again, 

Tho' 1 wiſh him to ſtay a great while: 
With all by which love is expreſt, | 

He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; 
I with him ſucceſs, 1 proteſt, 

But I tell him he'll wait a great while, 


He brought me a noſegay to day, 
And vow'd twas more pleature than toil ; 
I took it I ſafely can ſay, "co 
And I let him not aſk a great while: 
He begg'd me to grant him a kiſs . 
So earneſt, he made me to ſmile; 
Have done ! I cry'd; fie, *tis amiſs ! 
Put 1 wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me I ought to be kind, 
That time all my beauties will ſpoil; 
I croſs him, tho' quite of his mind, 
For I love him to talk a great while: 
I think ſuch ſweet things he has ſaid, 
My coyneſs at laſt he will ſpoil; | 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 
Oh! I'll not live a maid a great while. 


— ꝗ — 


| I 

Ar the foot of a hill, in a nezt lonely cot, 

To die an old maid I'm afraid is my lot; 

Not a man but my father e'er ſeen in the place: 

Think how hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 

Young Willy, the pride of the plains, I adore ; 

He's handſome, good humour d, has riches in fore :, 

But I'm a poor damſel, of parentage baſe; : 
aink how hard my condition, and pity my caſe. 

y mother once caught us alone in the dark, 

e chid me, and fort'd me away from my ſpark; 
ben talk'd much of ſorrow, of ſhame and diſgrace: 
hink how hard my condition, and pity mycaſe. 
uh a ſtrange alteration has ſeiz'd me of late, 
ke a turtle I mourn all the day for my mate; 


i. 
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| A ſwain overtook me, and held my hand faſt; 
| Then cry'd, my dear Lucy, thou cauſe of my care, 


But frowning, I anſwer'd, oh ! fie, ſhepherd, fie, 


He's all my talk by day, | 1 
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' At night in my dreams his bleſt ĩmage I trace 
Think how hard my condition, and pity my cafes, 


| Whene'er I think on him, I figh and look pale; 
My mother ſhe aſks me, what is it I ail: | 
My rural companions all look in my face, 

And in friendly compaſſion they pity my caſe, 


Oh, Hymen | be kind, and give ear to my ſighe, 
Reſtore my young ſhepherd once more to my eyes; 
The dear nuptial moment with joy I'l] embrace, 
And maidens ſhail envy, not pity my caſe, 


ay o'er the green meadow I paſt, 


As t'other d 


How long mult thy faithful young Thyrſis deſpair? 
To crown my ſoft wiſhes, no longer be ſhy ! 2 


He told me his paſſion, like time ſhould endure, 
That beauty, which kineled his flame, would ſecure; 
That all my ſweet charms were for pleaſure deſiga'd, 
And youth was the ſeaſon to love and be kind, | 
Lord what cou'd I ſay! L could hardly deny, 
And faintly I utier'd, oh ! fie, ſhepherd ! fie, 


He ſwore with a kiſs that he could not refrain, 
I told him *twas rude, but he kiſs*d me again; | 
My conduct, ye fair-ones, in queſtion ne'er call, 
Nor think I did wrong, I did nothing at all: | 
Reſol v d to reſiſt, yet inclin'd to comply, 
Now gueſs, if I ill ſaid, oh, fie, ſhepherd, fie, 
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LVYVTHE Jockey, young and gay, | 
Is all my heart's delight ; 1 


And all my dreams by night. 


If from the lad I be, 

"Tis winter then with me; 
But When he tarties here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year, 
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When I and Jockey met 
Firſt on the flow'ry dale, 


Right ſweetly he me tret, 


And love was all his tale. 


You are the laſs, ſaid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me; 
O eaſe me of my pain, 

And never ſhew diſdain, 


Tm glad when Fockey comes, 


Sad when he gangs away; 
"Tis night when Fockey glooms, 
But when he miles tis day. 


His ſuit T ill deny'e, 

He kiſs'd and I cowply'd ; ; 
Sae Jockey promis'd me, 
That he would faithful be. 


Well can my Jockey kyth 

His love and courteſie; 
He made my heart full blythe, 
When he firſt ſpake to me. 


When our eyes meet I pant, 

I colour, ſigh, and faint; 

What laſs that would be kind, 
Can better ſpeak her mind? 


m— — 1 6 
By moſſy brook and flow'ry plain, 
I fondly ſeek my ſhepherd ſwain; 
Tell me, ſweet maidens, have ye ſeen 


The gentle Damon on the green: 


Avoid the danger while you may, 
He'll ſteal your tender hearts away. 


Perſuaſion ſmiles whene'er he ſpeaks, 
And roſy dimples deck his cheeks, *- 
Blooming as health, as Hebe fair, 

The graces twine his auburn hair; 
Loves in his ſunny eye - beams play, ae 


That ſtole my tender heart away. 


„ 
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Sweet wreaths of flow'rs he wove OD me, 
Laſt night, beneath the hawthorn- tree; 
Bewitching are his tales of love, * 
Propitious may they ever prove: het rt 
For Damon, gentle, kind, and gay, 8 

Has ſtole my tender heart away. 


| By the fide of the ſweet river Tay, 


Or elſe on the banks of the Tweed, | 
Young Colin he whiſtles all dag, 

Or merrily pipes on his reed, 
His mind is a ſtranger to care, 

For he is blithe, bonny, and free; 
At harveſt, at wake, and at fair, 


7 
CN 


No ſwain is ſo chearful as ge. TP 
At eve, when we dance on the green, (tend 
How ſprightly he joins in the throng; 3 In 
So pleaſing his air and his mien, An 
So gaily he trips it along! | p97 0 matt 
The laſſes his manners adore, "LAT Nx 
And ſtrive his affections to gain His 
When abſent, for him they deplore, ſpark} 
All ſigh for the ſmiles of the ſwains 15 


But I am the girl to his mind, | In a 


4 


He choſe me above all the reſt, et drinl 
And vows that to me he']} be kind, Tho 
With me he will ever be bleſt. His 1 
The maidens all envy my bliſs, _ et never 

And tell me I'm fimple and vain; This 

vet l'm not diſpleaſed at this, If * 

Nor heed their contempt and diſdain. his, if 

B | — — 1085 | 
ENEATH this grove; this filent ſhades, PRAREs 
Come, Damon, to the gentle maid; 7" And leay 
[What other nymph wou's love like me? leleſs te, 
| For, oh, thou'rt all inconſtane ? Muft floy 
{You us'd to talk of love and bliſs, | ping br 
And olten ſigh'd my hips to ki :; ane 
But roving now is ſweeter glee, ach mury 
For thou art all inconſtancy, , l 


Here fragrant flow'rets ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd choir in concert ſing; 
Yet vain is what 1 hear and ſee, ; 
Since Damon's all inconſtancy, 


The am'rous doves now bill and coo, _ 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 
But can't like them contented be, 

hy ſole delight's inconſtaney. 


e ſimple fair! believe not man, 
hey all proceed on Damon's plan; 
hen from the ſex your hearts keep free, 
and love, like them, inconſtancy. 
JJ ·ĩV - Sqwammracoand 
SINCE love is the plan, 

I'll love if I can, 3 
\!tend and I'll tell you what ſort of a man, 
In addreſs how compleat, ; 

And in dreſs ſpruce and neat, 

o matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet; 
Nx: dull, nor too witty, f 
His eyes I Il think pretty, 


ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet 


Ina ſong bear a bob, 
In a glaſs a hob-nob RES 
et drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob; 
Tho' gentle he be, 
His man he ſhall ſee, 
etnever be conquer'd by any but me, 
This, this is my fancy, 
If ſuch I can ſee, : | | 
m his, if he's mine, until then Ill be free, 
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JEAREST youth, why thus away, 
And leave me here a mourning ! 
zleleſs tears, while thou'rt away, 

Muſt flow for thy returning. 
nding brooks, if by your fide 

Wi careleſs Pat is ſtraying, 

ntly murmur, ſoftly chide, 

ad ſay for him I'm firaying, 


tt 
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Meads and groves I've rambled o'er 
In vain, dear youth, to find thee: 

Come, 2h ! come, and part no more, 

Jo leave the love behind thee, 
On yon hill F]I fit till night, 

My careful watch ſtill keeping; 

But if he does not bleſs my ſight, 
I'Il lay me down a weeping. 


| From the court to the cottage conyey me away, | 


For I'm weary of grandeur, and what they call gay 3 
Where pride without meaſure, 
And pomp without pleaſure, 

| Make life in a circle of hurry decay, 


k 


| Far remote, and retir'd, from the noiſe of the town, 

I'lt exchange my brocade for a plain ruſſet gown: 
My friends ſhall be few, 

But well choſen, and true, 'Y 8 

And ſweet recreation eur evenings ſhall crown, 


| With a rural repaſt, a rich banquet to me, 


On a moſly green turf, near ſome ſhady old tree; 
The river's clear brink | 
Shall afford me my drink, 6 OF 


And temp'rance my friendiy phyſician ſhall be. 


Ever calm and ſerene, with contentment ſtill bleſt, 

Not too giddy with joy, or with ſorrow depreſt, 
I'll neither invoke, 8 0 

Nor repine at death's ſtroke, | 


| But retire from the world as I wou'd to my reſt, 
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Far ſwiſter than light my love flies, 5 
In queſt of a hoppier clime, 

See yonder he ſteers through the Kies, 

And ſmiles on the wreck of old time, 


ES Since I here on earth ſtill remain, 
A ſtranger to comfort and reft, 
At once I will end all my pain 


TOS dagger I'll ſheath in my breaft, 


FLY - 
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F LY, fly to yon vale, ether paſtimes purſue, 
My eyes and my tongue have determin'd thy fate; 


This face and this ſhape are not deſtin'd for you, 


And former diſdain is now turn'd into hate. 
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As down the cowſlip dale I ftray'd 
One morning in the dawy, 

Young Damon, for the fair array d, 
Came tripping o'er the lawn; 

H's anburn locks, with manly grace, 
In flowing ringlets hung ; 

The bloom of health glow'd on his face, 
And blithe the ſhepherd ſung. 


Thus onward drew, and as he paſs'd, 
He ſmiling bade good day; 
Entranc'd I gaz'd, till, ch! at laft YR 
I gaz'd my heart away. ; 
That moment all to love reſign d, 
Each ſenſe ſeem'd to declare 
'Tho' hapleſs I was left behind, 
My heart went to the fair, 


In vain, my anguith to remove, 
To once-lov'd ſcenes I fly; 
The roſe deck'd bow'r, the pine-top'd grove, 
Seems fading to my eye: 
Thou gentle youth, by nature kind, 
A maiden's bluſhes ſpare ; 
Perceive, though ſhe was left behind, 
Her heart went tothe fair, 
| 205- 
Ann are you ſure the news is true? 
And are you ſure he's weel ? 
This is no time to think of work, 
1 muſt ſet by my wheel. 
Give me my cloak, I'll to the quay, 
And welcome him on ſhore; 
But why do I thus loſe my time? 
Perhaps he's at the door. 
Lie £111, lie ſtill, my beating breaſt. 
Ah! welcome him on ſhote; 
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So true his words, ſo ſmooth his ſpeech 


| 


LI 


Perhaps fiom me no more he'II roam, 
Or truſt the rude ſea more. 


His breath like caller air; : 


His very foot has muſick in't, 


When he trips up the ſtair: 
And will I ſee his face again ? 
And will J hear him ſpeak ? 
There's lily whiteneſs in his ſkin, 
And rofes in his check: 
Lie ſtill, lie till, my beating heart, 
My Donald's at the door; | 
Perhaps from me no more he'll part, 
Or truſt the rude ſea more, 


The cold blaſt of the winter wind, 
That thrill'd late through my heart, 
Are all blown by, and Donald's ſafe, 
Till death we ne'er muſt part: 
But what puts parting in my head? 
It may be far away ; Ts 


| The preſent moment ſure's our own, 


The next we ne'er may ſee : 

Lie ſtill, lie ſt.IIl, my beating heart, 
Hark ! hark ! he's at the door; 
Perh-ps from me no more he'll part, 

Or truſt the rude ſea more, 


I: I was a wi'e, 
And my deareſt dear life 
Took it into his noddle to die; 
Ere I took the whim 
To be bury'd with him, 
I think I'd know very well why, 


If poignant my grief, 
I'd ſearch for relief, 

Nor fink with the weight of my care; 
A ſalve might be found, | 
No doubt, above ground, 


lend I think I know very well where 
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Another kind mate 
Should give me what fate 
ould not from the former allow; 
With bim I'd amuſe 
The hours you abuſe, . 


and I think I know very well how 7 


Tis true, I'm a maid, 
And ſo't may be ſaid, 
oju-ge of the conjugal lot; 
Yet marriage, 1 ween, 
Has a cure for the ſpleen 


and think J know very well what, 


Y laddie is gang d far away o'er the plain, 
hile-in ſorrow behind I am forc'd to remain; 
ho" bluc-beils and vi lets the hedges adorn, [thorn 
ho' the trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 


No pleaſure they give me; in vain they look gay, 


here's nothing can pleaſe me now Fockey's away: 
orlorn ] fir fGinging, and this is my ftrain, 
te, haſte, my dear Fockey, to me back again, 


When lads and. their laſſes are on the green met, 


hey dance and they fing, they laugh and they chat; 
ontented and happy, with hearts full of gee, 

can't without envy their merriment ſee; _ 

heir paſtimes offend me, my laddie's not there, 

(0 pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare, 
makes me to ſigh, I can ſcarce tears refrain, 

wiſh my dear Fockey return'd back again. 


it hope ſhall ſuſtain me; nor will I deſpair 2 

e promis'd he would in a fortnight be here; 

In fond expeCtation my wiſhes 1'd feaſt, 

v love my dear Fockey to Fenay will haſte ! 

hen farewell each care, adieu each vain ſigh, 
ho I then be ſo bleſs*a, or ſo happy as 1? 

| ing thro” the meadows, and eIter my ſtrain, 
hen Jockey returns to theſe arms back again. 


T 
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: M Y bonny ſailor's won my mind, 


My heart is now with him at ſea; 
I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 

Will bring him ſafely back to me: 
{ wiſh to hear what glorious (oils, 

What dangers he has undergone; 


| What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils 


| From France and Spain my ſailor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the foe to vie w; 
And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Left ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew : 

Bring, gentle gales, my ſailor home, 

His ſhip at anchor may I ſee;_ 

Three vears are ſure enough to roam, 
Teo long for one who loves like me. 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, | 

| His eyes by watching, ſhine leſs bright; 

Zut ſtill I'll own my charming man, 

And run to meet him when in fight : 
His honeſt heart is what I prize, 

| No weather can make that look old 

The? alter'd were his face and eyes, 

1 T'H love my jolly failor bold, 

— — 2 — 

No more along the daiſy'd mead 

I meet my fickle ſwain, | 

Whoſe charms and falſehood far exceed 

- The ſhepherds of our plain ; 

He ſighing, follow'd where I rov'd, 

Tid pity touch'd my beart ; 

Then, laughing, boaſted how I lov'd, 
And play'd a traitor's part. 


oY 


Ladies, ladies, while you fly, 
The men will ſtill purſue; 
But if you pity when they ſigh, 
Alas! they'll fly from you: 


Hz 


They 
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They practiſe, and they muſt approve 
An innocent deceit ; 


Affe & indiff'rence Ibere you love, 
Or you'll indiff rence meet. 
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On ! where will you hurry my deareſt? 
Say, ſay to what clime or what ſhore, 
You tear him from me the fincereſt, 
That ever lor'd mortal before. 


Ah! cruel, hard hearted to preſs him, 
And force the dear youtl from my arms, 
Reſtore him that I may careſs him, 

And ſhield him from future alarms, 


In vain you infult and deride me, 

And make but a ſcoff at my woes; 

You ne'er from my dear ſhall divide me, 
I'II follow wherever he goes. 


Think not of the mercileſs ocean, 

My foul any terror can have, 

For ſoon as the ſhip makes its motion, 
So ſoon ſhall the ſea be my yu 
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O Welcome, my ſhepherd, how welcome to me 
Is ev'ry occaſion of meeting with thee ! 
But when thou art abſent, ſo joyleſs am I, 
Methinks I contented could fit down and dies 


The oft'ner I view thee, the more I approve 

The choice I have made and am fix'd in my love; 
For merit like your's more brighter is ſhown, 
And more maſt be valu'd the more it is known, 


To live in a cottage with thee could I chooſe, 
And crowns for thy fake I would gladly refute: 
Not all the vaſt treaſure of wealthy Peru, 

To me would ſeem precious, if baniſh'd from you. 
For all my ambition in thee is confin'd, 

And nothiog could pleaſe me ſhould you prove un- 
Then faith: 'utly love me, and happier T']] be, [kind: 
Than if plac'd on a throne for to reign without thee, 
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On! | let me unreſery'd declare 
The feelings of my heart, 

My Strephon reigns onrivall' d chere, 


Twat 
No other ſwain has part; „ Th. 
Such worth and tiuth my heart does move, | His k 
To give my ſhepherd love for love. Ang 
When abſent from my longing ſight, 1 
He is my conſtant theme; 
His ſhadow form appears by Woh; © Thus « 
And ſhapes the morning dream 3 Whi 
For ah! his worth my heart does move He tall 
To give the ſhepherd love for love. For: 


Ve ſpotleſs virgins of the plain, 

Deem not my words too free; 
For e' er my paſſion you arraign, 

You muſt have lov'd like me; 
And to his worth my heart does move 
To give the ſhepherd love for love. 


Tao 
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JEW, oh ! ſweet the flowers in May, 
Sweet the dew-drop on the ſpray 
Yet more than all, if all ſhould meet, 

My Damon s ſweeteſt of the ſweet. 


own h 
In gentle Damon's face the roſe When 
Blended with the lilly grows; own h. 
His ſparkling eyes that glow with 1 WM Bur 
Mildeſt, gentleſt Jove inſpire, - "A oung / 
His lips are of the roſe's hue, : "mp 
Still dropping with the morning dew j Th : 
While breathing, and inviting love, 0 ney 
They ſoftly, gently, es. move, [Da Cern, ia 
„ +; 75%" I Who 
21.4, nmr 'rove cor 
SOMEHOW my inal I miſlaid, Only \ 
And loſt it underneath the graſs, or a fall 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, | Then - 
And ſaid, what ſeek you, pretty laſs ? 0avoid. 
Damon advancing, & Co 1 make 


Alitt 


A little love but urg'd with care, 
Oft leads a heart and leads it far, 
A little love, SWS. 


Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oale 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now; 
His knife then Damop kindly took, 
And from the tree he cut a houghy 
His knife, c. 
A little love, (Fc, 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
Whilſt me he tenderly beheld, 
He talk'd of love, J leap'd for joy, 
For ab! my heart did fondly yield; 
He talk k d of love, &c, 
A little love, Sc. 
T I]g —_— 
f 0? "= Calin 1 now am forſaken, | 
No willow my temples ſhall bind; 
Tho' in one I by chance am miſtaken 
Another, I hope, will prove kind. 
Voung Colin would leave me in ſorrow, 
But this I would have him to know, 
From him this good maxim I borrow, 
'Tis beſt thaye two firings to one's bow. 


| own his bright eyes were my pleaſure, 
When love from their beams ſmil'd on me; 

on he was once all my treaſure, 
bout I'll be as fickle as he: 
oung Damon can cure all my ſorrow, 
And this I wou'd have you to know, 
tom the men this good maxim I borrow, 
They*ve always two firings to their bow, 


earn, ladies, to ſcorn the falſe rovers, 
Who ſhun you becauſe you are true; 
ove conſtant and king to your lovers, 
Only while they prove conſtant to you; 
or a falſe one *tis folly to languiſh, 

Then attend to my counſel, and know, 
Lo avoid all ſuch pining and anguiſh 
make ſure of (wo ſtrings to my bow. 


1 Cat 
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To hear the; jar of noiſy war, 

| To me is pleaſing matter; 

Give me, ye pow'rs. in dang'rous hours, 
A ſpear and ſhield to clatter; 

If this ſupply ye ſhall deny, 

| Yet grant me hat and feather, 

A ſmart cockade, and poliſh'd blade 

| But keep them from the weather, 


'n then proceed, for ſure there's need, 


To get my corps together ; 


Who feel no dread, but for their head, 
Their hat, cockade, and feather, 

Let now each maid, in taſte array'd, 
Advance, in faireſt weather— . 

But halt! I fear the French are near 
Alas! my hat and feather, 


If theſe I loſe, I'll not refofe 
To leave the ſtrife to others; 
To thoſe who dread no loſs of head, 
Britannig's ſons and brothers; 
For they' 11 advance againſt Spain and France, 
And knock them down together; 
Then where they lie, - there let them die 
Deſpoil'd of hat and feather. 
. . rem 
WI EN the hated morning” 8 light, 
Peeping in, offends my ſight, | 
Tofling to and fro in bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head ; 3 


Fickle lovers, mercers bills; 

All the ſums I've loſt at dice, 
When theſe in my mind ariſe, 

2 Ioay - - - = 
But if *:is Pantheon nicht, 

Or that Ranelagh invite, 
Chicheratas here, macheratas there, 
Or to Vauxhall I repair; | 

If I meet my Lord Perfume, 


Or dear Col'nel Thunder- Bomb; 


5 


Counting o'er my various ills, ; — 
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When ſuch pleaſuras are my lot, 
Fickle loveis all forgot, 
Dice and mercers bills forgot: — 

I laugh - - - = 


Then, if in the Morning Poſt 

I read reputations loſt, 

Sly intrihues, and cuckold ſpouſes, 

Great debates in both the Houſes; 

When I'm told that diffipation, ' 

Folly, 1 y, rule the nation 

That the rich, the young and wile, 

To true pleaſure ſhut their eyes, 
: Icry} => - - 


But, if ere my tears are gone, 
Simp' ting, eaters honeſt John, 
« Mam. Sir Jehu's at the door, 
6 In his phaeton and four;“ 
Iaſtant all my ſorrows ceaſe, 
Out I run, and take my place: 
With ſuch joys the moments-glide 
By my dear Sir Jehu's fide, 

I laugh „ 
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WI EN fragrant bloom of yellow broom 
Delighes our lads and laſſes, 
O'e- yeilow broom, in beauty's bloom, 
My Ii'l all lads ſurpaſſes 3 


Wi Wb ily then I'll o'er the braes, 
[}i o'er the braes with Villy; 
From morn to eve Ii 6ng the praiſe 

Ot duxom, bonny Willy. 


R-clin'd by Tay, at noon-tide day, 
We'll pou the daiſy pretty; 

The live long day we'll Kiſs and play, 
Or hag {ome loving ditty, 


Wa' Willy then, 0 Oc. 


"Now blithe and gay, 21 ſetting dat, 
'y mither ds Hinder f 


i 


W HEN Jemmy firſt began to love, 


That ever yet a fiock had drove, 


{| Twas then that I, wae's my poor * 


I'll ſing and play wi Willy gay, 


| For we twa ne' er ſhall linder. 


Wi' Willy then, r. 


— 
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W ovLD'sT thou all the joy * 
That enraptur'd lovers give, 
Take a heart from falſehood _ 


Take à heart that doats on thee z 


Nice ſuſpicion's jealous train, 


Still creates a virgin pain 


Then each timid care remove, 
You can ſmile, and I can love. 


{| Bleſs'd with thee, profuſely gay, 


Time ſhall wing his ſmiling way; 

Ever blooming joys increaſe, ' : 
Tranquil liberty and peace: 

Oh! let kindneſs rule thy breaſt, 
Smile my panting heart to reſt 3 t 
Sweetly ſmile, and thou ſhalt know, 


We can make a heav'n below. 


| Wurv morn with purple ſtreaks the kies, 


And reſted flocks to paſture rile, 
I long my abſent love to lee, ' + © 
And figh for him who doats on me. 


His lovely form and gracious mile 
Firſt caught my partial eye, FH 
And ſoft perſuaſion, free from guile, 
Soon won me to comply, 
Our vows of mutoal truth are paſs d, 
I only live to love; 
And ever ſhall that paſſion laſt, 
Which earth and heav'n approve. 
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He was the gayeſt ſwain, 
Or danc'd upon the plain: : 


My freedom threw "Ways * 


And finding ſweets in ev 'ry ſmart, 
I could not ſay him nay; 
Arid ever when he talk'd of love, 
He would his eyes decline, 
And every ſigh a heart would move, 
Geud faith, and why not mine? 
He'd preſs my hand, and kiſs it oft, 
In filence ſpolce his flame; 44 
And while he treated me thus ſoft, 
I thought him not to blame. 
Sometimes to feed my flocks with him, 
My Femmy would invite me, 
Where he the ſofteſt ſongs would ſing, 
On purpoſe to delight me: 
And Jeumy ev'ry grace diſplay'd, 
Which were enough, I trow, 
To conquer any princely maid, 
So he did me, I vow, -- 
But pow for Jemmy ] muſt mourn, 
Who to the wars muſtgo; 
His ſheep-hook to a ſword, muſt turn, 
Alack ! What ſhall Ido? © 
His bagpipe into warlike ſounds 
Muſt now exchanged be, 
Inflead of bracelets, fearful ſounds, 
Thea what becomes of me? 
222kß1v.?vb 
Wuarn I was young, tho' now am old, 
The men were kind and true 
But now they're grown ſo falſe and bold, 
What can a woman do ? 
Say what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 
So unruly,” 
I tremble at ſeremy-two 14 


When I was fair tho' now ſq fo, 
No hearts were giv'n to rode, 
Our pulſes beat not faſt, nor flow, - , 
But all was faith aud love; 
Now what can a woman do? 
For men are truly, 1 
4. unru! 7 
J tremble at ſeventy-two ! ! 


a. 


| 


| 


Find each bird a bird of prey; 


2 
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For Colin is my joa 


* 
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He's as as tight a lad to ſee to, 


As e'er ſtept in leather ſhoe, 


And, what's better, he'll love me toa, 


And to him Tl prove true blue. 


Tho' my ſiſter caſts a hawk's eye, 
I cefy what ſhe can do; 

He o'erlook's the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woos 


Hither I ftole out to meet him; 


He'll, no doubt, my ſteps purſue : 
If the youth prove true, 1'l] fit him; 
If he” s falſe=-P']l — him too. 


| W HEN ev ning oy cheer rural groves, 


And village laſſes gay, 
Are roving with the ads they love, 
Along the banks of Tay, 
T'll chuſe young Colin for my guide, 
From harms he'll ſure defend; 
pride, 
My lover, and my friend. 


Young Colin's now in beauty's bloom, 
His looks are fair and gay; 

He pipes along the yeilow broom, 
Or flow'ry banks'of Tay: 

When harveſt ſmiles; the ſhepherd's pain, 
And all his doubts ſhall end; 


| For then I'll wed the gentle ſwain, 


My lover, and my friend, 


22.5 mn 
YerT awhile, ſweet fleep, deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms, 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent charms. , 


I, a tortle, doom's to ſtray, 
Quitting youag the parent's neſt, 


Sorrow knows not where to reſt, 
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As o' er the lawn young Sandy tiipp'd, 
While kids and jambkins round him ſkipp'd, 
All bonny, blithe and gay; 
So ſweet he tun'd his pipe and reed, 
He charms around each verdant mead, 
And uſhers in, and uſhers in the May. 
And uſhers in the May. 


But Sandy he is a' unk ind, 

My ſighs nor plaints he does n' mind, 
Yet ſtill I love the ſwain ; 

For much I fear another ſhe, 

Attracts his mind Inſtead of me, 
And cauſes a my pain, 


Oh ! may the maid where'er they meet, 

His warmeft withes ſtill complete, 
United with her own: 

Guard the dear boy, each ſacred power, 

Your choiceſt bleſſing on him ſhow'r, 
Her life with pleaſure crown, 
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BrzsT with thee, my ſouls gear treature, 
Sweetly willeach hour be pals'd ; | 
Ev'ry day will bring new pleaſure, 
And be happier than the laſt. 


With ſo lov'd a partner talking, 
Time will quickly glide away; 

With ſo dear a huſband walking, 
Nature does each bloom ditpiay, 


Such a darling ſwain poſſe ffing, 


All my forrows will be o'er; 


Thou art fortune's utmoſt bleſſing, 


Fortune cannot give me more. 
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From morning till night, and wherever J go, 
Young Colin purſues me, though ſtill I ſay No, 
Young Colin purſues me, though till I iay No, 
Ye matrons experienc'd, inform me, I pray, 
Ia a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I ſay ? 


— 
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| Ye matrons experienc'd, inform me, I pray, 


{ 


1 


| 


In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I ſay, oo 
oft ſonnets he makes on my beauty and wit, T loy 
Such praiſes a boſom that's tender muſt hit; Man 
He vows that he'll love me for ever and aye 
in a point that's ſo critical, what can I ſay. 0 J 
He brought me a garland, the ſweeteſt e' er ſeen, 2 
And ſaluting me, call'd me his heart's little queen; W. 
In my breaſt, like a bird, I found ſomething play, 14 
Inſtruct a young virgin then what ſhe muſt ſay, : 8 
But vain my petition, you heed not my call, From 
But leave me unguarded, to ſtand or to fall, An 
No more I'il ſolicit, no longer I'll pray. Our te 
Let prudence inform me in what I ſhall ſay. Can 
When next he approaches, with care in his eye, 2 
If he aſks me to wed I vow I'll comply, 
At church he may take me for ever and aye, L 
And I warrant you then I ſhall know what to ſay. W' 3 
| ; 4 — 229 — Long V 
My mother oft chides me, and tells me, my dear, Ere! 
U beg to men's tales you will never give ear; Oſt he 
They're as ſubtle as foxes, their ends to obtain; oft h 
Be careful, my child, how you liften to men. No reſei 
Lord love her dear heart, to be ſure it wis kind, Co 
I did my endeavours her precepts to mind; But 5 
And to hear her advice oft gravely have ſat, Hag c 
Tho” it ſignifies nothing, no matter for that. Cin ye! 
Yet ſtill ſhe kept teazing and plaguing me ſo, © Soon 
And begging mongſt men l'd not venture to go; Weaving 
I gave my conſent her opinion to win, „ Whoh 
But whatare love promiſes? not worth a pin, Surely th 
It chanced that one day, both my mamma and me, To thi. 
Were aſk'd to a friend's, both to dine and drink tegel. me) 
There with a young fellow 1 fell into chat, Could! 
Indeed he was handſome, no matter for that. ould you 
No ſooner got home, how my mother did rave, Would 


And read me ſuch inttances, moral and graye, 


ae 8 a D n — 2 — — 
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* 


Of men's many perjuries, adding, ſhe thought 
] let my eyes wander much more than I ought 
And argued, I thought, on the point ſomewhat hot, 
But dry morals preaching, it fignifies not. 
] love the ſweet fellow, I'll have him, that's flat, 
Mamma, ſhe may preach, but no matter for that, 
220 = 
Q HEAR me, kind and gentle ſwain, 
Let love's ſweet voice delight you, 
The ear of yourh ſhould drink each ftrain, 
ns When beauty's lips invite you: 


As love and valour warm your heart, | 
And faith and honour guard you; 

From wounded breaſts extract the dart, 
And beauty will reward you : 


| Our tear-ſtain'd eyes, their wiſh diſcloſe, 
Can cruel you refuſe 'em ? 
0 wipe the dew from off the roſe, 
And place it in your boſom, 
L 231 — 
1. | ONG young Fockey toy d and ſported, 
| Long he try'd each wining art, 
Long with filent glances courted, 


lest, Ere he won my. witleſs heart; 
Noche preſs'd my hand, too yielding, 
11 Oft he kiſs'd, and oft he ſmil'd; 


No reſerve my boſom ſhielding, 
Chloe's heart he ſoon beguil'd ; 
But when he my inclination _ 
Had ſubdu'd, the faithleſs ſwain: 
Can ye hear it niaids with patience 
Soon too ſoon forſakes the plain, / 


Leaving the maid a prey to young Cupid, 
Whoſe only fault was her ſeeming too kind 


n. Purely the youth was grown very ſtupid, 

6 me To think that the ſting would remain long behind; 

nk keihrell me ye ſwains, tell me ye ſwains, 3s 
Could you do ſo, would you do ſo, 

ws ould you, would you, would you, could you, 

* Would you have ſerv'd a maiden ſo, FI 
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That they are butiell-cales of Celadon s love. 
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Soon as I had loſt my lover, | 
Fool! I ſate me down and cry'd ; 
Rail'd at fate, and curs'd the rover, 
Sigh'd and ſobb'd, and ſobb'd and ſigh'd ; 


I no breakfaſt ate nor dinner, 
Supperleſs I went to bed; 

I a loſer, he no winner, „ 
Till a thought came in my head: 


Why ſhould I, my bloom deſtroying, 
Vex and teize my ſoul away: 

No,—the gift of life enjoying, 

I will taſte the ſweets of May. 


Juſt as the roſe, the bee flying from her, 
Bluſhes and buſtles at every wind: 
So Cbloe's reſolv'd to laugh thro' the ſummer, 
Fo ev'ry new ſwain to be gentle and kind. 
Tell me, ye maids, tell me, ye maids, 
Could you do ſo, would you do%o? | 
Could you, would you, would you, could you, 
Would not you have ſerv'd the rover ſo? 
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| SHEPHERD, would you hope to pleaſe us, 


You muſtev*'ry humour try: 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Often laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


1 Soft denials are but trials 


Of the heart we wiſh to gain! 
Tho” we're ſhy and ſeem to fly, 

If you purſue we fly in vain. 
Shepherd, c. 


2 — 


What his tongue will not utter, his eyes ſtill reveal, 
W hat his tongue will not utter, his eyes ftill reveal; 


And by ſoft ſtolen glances unwillingly prove, 
That they are but tell-tales of Celador's love, 


To 


2— D 
Tas his paſſion in filence the youth would conceal, 


4 
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To the grove, to the green, to the dance, to the fair, | What though the thrilling lark aſcend, 
Wherever I] go my blithe ſhepherd is there; ] And make each rural ſwain his friend, 

I know the fond youth by his bluſh, by his ſmile, {| Though thruſh and blackbird ftrive to pleaſemw 
And ſurely ſuch looks were not meant to beguile. | Without Amyntor, what are theſe ? 0 3 


Tho” indiff'rent the ſubject, whatever it prove. Though ſhepherds, each in tender tale, 
He inſenſibly turns the diſcourſe upon love: Proteſt me faireſt of the vale, | 
If he talks to another, with pleaſure I ſee What though, in guileful homage dteſt, 
Though his words are to her, yet his looks are to me. | Deceit may lurk t'invade my breaſt; 


Sometimes I command him his ſpeech to refrain; No ſecond love my ſoul can pleaſe, 
But, alas ! my reſolves, 1 command it in vain, : Without Amyntor, what are theſe 3 


For when the dear theme he'll no longer purſue, | 1 — 

I forget my commands, and reſume it anew, | W on AN ſhould be wiſely 83 

When he talks, if alone, I am ever in fear Nor give her paſſion ſcope : 

He ſhould ipeak what I dread, & yet with moſt tohear; | Juſt reveal her inclination, 

Should he mention his Jove, tnough my pride would Never wed without probation, 

My heart whiſpers, Celia, iond Celia comply. [ deny, | Nor in the lover's mind, | 
Blight the ſweet bloſſom, hope. 


Youth and beauty kindle love, : 
Sighs and vows will fan the fire; 


[i 
f 
| 
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V HY, Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 
Or longer wait your wiſh'd return ? . wat 
O quickly come, and bring with thee | Sighs and yows may traitors prove, Are 


Go: 


; 
| | Glad joy to all, but love to me. | OY * deſire l f = * 
P 5 Honour, faith, and well earn'd fame : 
| No more the tenants of the grove ra be 1 * 
b In concert tune their tales of love; | Feed the ſacred Jaſting flame | 1 0” But her 
| And nature ceaſes to be gay | — 2237 1 | Bleſs 
11 When e er my ſhepherd keeps away, | B ELIE VE me, dear aunt, x | Come b 
No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, ſ If you rove thus, and rant, And. 
Rut haſte to meet your conſtant maid ; - | You'll never a lover puriuacg z ' 
1 O quickly come, and bring with thee The men will a} fly, H 
| Glad joy to all, but love to me, | And leave you to dies, 7 OW 
; | FD | Oh, terrible chance! an old maids * ſur 
: — — 4 3 e ; 15 VOIC 
| | WW HAT though the blooming genial year, How happy the laſs, - More ſw 
is In all its beaut'ous pomp appear, | f Moſt ſhe come to this paſs, How ha 
; What though each bluſhing border riſe, Who antient virginity ſcapes; And yet 
1 And primroſe with the vi'lets vies; Twere better on earth 13 
N Though gay green mantle ſhade the trees, Have five brats at a birth, 3 "Y 
f Without Amynter, what are theſe ? Than in hell be a leader of apes, hear cas 
| | | on 


Without Amyntor, &c, 
What though the cuckow from the grove, 


Proclaim the ſpring the time jor love, 


wy 
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From my longing arms he flies, 
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AITHLESS Damon's turn'd a rover, 


I mouy 
The hills 


But Dam. 


$90 


Joon return thou perjur'd lover, 
Or your hapleſs Celia dies. 
Muſt I longer pine and languiſh ? 
Will you falſz and cruel prove? 
Hither haſte to eaſe my anguiſh, - 
And rcward your Celia's love. 


Think, O think, how thus deceiving, 
Tender virgins hearts are won; 

Fooliſh maids, foo ſoon believing, 
Are by faithleſs men undone, 
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Go, go thou falſe deceiver, 
For ever we muſt part; 
Far hence he gone for ever, 
I tear thee from my heart. 
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Go naughty man, I cant abide you; 
Are then your vows ſo ſoon forgot? 
Ah! now I ſee if I had try'd you, 
What would have been my hopeful lot, 


But here I charge vou make them happy; 


Bleſs the fond pair, and crown their bliſs ; 


Come be a dear good-natur'd pappy 
And I'll reward you with a kiſs, 


1 SAR — 
How gentle was my Damon's air, 

Like ſunny beams his golden hair, 

His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than flow'ry vales; 
How hard ſuch beauties to reſign, 

Aad yet that cruel taſk is mine. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ty grove, | 

Aiong the margin of each ſtream, - 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my theme, 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon there J ſeck in vain. 
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From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, ; 
Groves, flocks, and fountains, pleaſe no more, 

Each flowr, in pity, droops its head, 

All nature does my loſs deplore; 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 

Vet Damon ſtill I ſeek in vain. 


f | 242 <q; 

I LIKE the man, whoſe ſoaring foul 
Is gen'rous and refin'd, 

Whole paſſions act beneath controul, 
With love and honour join'd. 

The oak, by woodbiaes on the plain, 
Encompals'd and careſs'd, 

Is not more ſtedfaſt in its reign, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd, 


The frothy ſons of vice and ſhow, 
Like ſhadows and like noiſe, 


| Have nothing in themſelves, we know, 


That ſober ſenſe enjoys: 
But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaſts both ear and ſight, 
While ev'ry thing, that virtue fears, 
Can give no true delight. 


| „ 1 
One April morn, young Damon ſougat, 
O'er Sylvia to prevail, 
And with difſimulation fraught, 
He thus addreſs'd his tale, 
Now winter's chilling blaſts are o'er, | 
And ſprings prolific reign 
Impels the bloſſom and the ffow'r, 
To deck the ſmiling plain. 


Let us my deareſt girl repair, 
To yonder bloomy grove, 
For oh !I long to tell thze there, 
Ho arden.ly I love. 
When prudence, watchful for the good 
Of all who ſeek her care; 
| Confeſt before the damſel ſtood, 
And ſaid of man beware, 
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What tho' his words as honey ſweet, 5 
Seem all in candour dreſt, | 
Yet art, the parent of deceit, 
Lies lurking in his breaſt, 
Admoniſh*d by this faithful friend, 
The cautious maid reply'd, 
The youth I to the grove attend, 
Muſt make me firſt his bride, 


Abaſh'd ! the ſwain his purpoſe ſaw, 
In blackeſt colours riſe, 

Her honour ftruck his ſoul with awe, 
And fill'd with ſhame his eyes; 

To church he led the lovely maid, 

_ Fair virtue's ſacred ſchool ! 

While Sylvia archly ſmil'd, and faid, 

Now— who's the April fool? 


24g ——_— 
SINCE Hodge proves ungrateful, no farther I'll ſeek, 
But go up to town in the waggon next week; 
A ſervice in Londonisno ſuch diſgrace, | 
And regifter's office will get me a place: 
Bet Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a friend; 
Folks lay in her filks ſhe's now ſtanding an end, 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune as other girls do? 


_ 4; ——— 
| 'Tro' the winds are whiſtling round me, 
And the midnight rains deſcend; 
Painful fear ſhall near confound me, 
Guardian love will be my friend. 


Night! how much I can defy thee ! 
Laugh at allthy negro train! 

Day returning, Damon s nigh mT 
Storms may beat, but beat in yain, 


my ſhepherd, fond reclining, 
1 ſafety ſoothes e wah 

come winds to peace inclining * 
Winde that lull to dowyy reſt! 


— 
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He's my only joy and pride, 


[ 
| TALK no more of love to me, _ 


All your ſuit will not prevail; 

I for one confeſs a flame, : 
In the humble flow'ry vale. 

For each other, long we've ſigh'd, 
Equal both, in birth and place; 


Love can laugh at noble race. 
OUNG I am, and ſore afraid: 
Would you hurt a harmleſs maid ? 
Lead an innocent aftray ? 
Tempt me not, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe; | 


| This matchleſs youth I now poſſeſs, 


If joy can kill as well as grief. 


And, ſhould you my faith deceive, 

Ruin firſt, and then forſake,. 

Sure my tender heart would break. 
— — 248 — 

VE nymphs, whoſe ſofter ſouls approve 

The touching ſtrain of heart-felt love, 

I' tell you of the gentleſt ſwain | 

That ever grac'd the rural plain, 


Who, but Lyſander, has the pow'r 

To brighten ev'ry darkſome hour? 
To call a ſmile from dimple ſleek, 

Or make the blood forſake the cheek ? 


None with my love could e'er compare, 
For manly beauty, graceful air ; 

For ſpeech whoſe accents mild inſpire 
"Gay delight and ſoft deſire. 


O love abate thy fond careſs ; 
For I am loſt to all relief, 
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DraRE ST Data not fly me, hen you 
Cannot tears your pity move, odieding 
Oh! believe me, don't deny me, \eftraint d 
It is you J only love; ud youth 


ö 


M. 


No be ſhuns me, —_ fate! 


Ah, never, never he'll return, 


What can now my tears abate, 


While with hopeleſs love I burn. | 


See my Damon now believes me, 
Fe returns, by pity mov'd, 
Every pleaſure now furrounds me, 
— and again below ' d. 
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GenTLE gales, in pity bear 

My fghs, my tender fighs away; 

0 my cruel Strephon's ear 

All my ſoft complaints convey 


ear ſome molly fountain's fide, 

Or on ſome verdant bank reclin'd, 

here bubbling ſtreams in murmurs glide, 
You will the dear deluder find, 


entle gales, in pity bear 

My fighs, my tender fighs away; 
o my cruel Strephon” er 

All my ſoft complaints convey, 


eli the falſe one how I mourn, 

Tei) him all my pains and woes 

el}, ah ! tell him to retbrn, 

And bring my wounded heart repoſe, 


entle gales, in pity bear 

My ſighs, my tender fighs away; 
To my cruel Strephon's ear, 

All my ſoft complaints convey. 

00D mo! her, if you pleaſe, you may 
lace others to obſerve my way 
de yourlelf the watchful ſpy, 

ind keep me ever in your exe: 
dlels the will itſelf reſtrain, 
Ihe care of others is in vain; 
ind if myſelf I do not keep,- 
lead of watching, you may ſleep. 
hen you forbid what love inſpires, 
abieding, you but fan it's fires 3 
leſtraint does appetite enrage, 
ud youth may prove too ſtrong for age 3 


— 


„ 


| 


gon os for Lapis, . 


Then leave me vhconfin's and free, 
With prudence for my lock and hays. 
| For if myſelf I do not keep, 

| Inftead of watching, all may ſleep, 
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| Go, perjur'd youth, thou foe to truth, 


Retract the vows yon ſwore; | 
A Proteus true, I've found in you, | 
And ne'er can like you more. | 


Ungen'rous boy! made to deſtroy, 


And rob me of my peace; 
Awake, aſleep, pangs round me creep, 
T hat never,never ceaſe, 


Sad throbbing ſighs, tear-ſtreaming eyes, 


The — of deſpair; 


Each friend i in vain (while you diſdain) 


Attempts to ſqothe my care. 


But all their artsto cure my ſmarts, 
Inefficacious prove; 


My mind's not free from ſlavery, 


"Tis bound i in chains of love. 


Maria's fair, falſe man, declare, 
Juſt as thoo didfi to me; 

(But maid beware his fatal ſnare, 
It's wrapt in perjury.) 


His main delight is tories bright, 
1 hey ſteal upon our ears; - * 
Our tempers vex, degrade the ſex, 
And force down floods of tears, 


Jo! ſavage man, made to trepan, | 


And call love's pain a jeſt ; 
O grant that I might change the * 
For joys within my breaſt ! | 
l'd then be free from ſuch as thee, 
I'd ſpend in mirtn each hour; 


| My virgin heart ſhould know no ſmart, 


But laugh at all thy pow'r.“ 


| I'll envy not the fair-one's lot, 


To whom young Edwin roves 5 


But wiſh to ſee them ever be 


The portraits of fond doves. 
ö | 
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For ſweet content was never meant 
To wretched me beloẽw ; 
Yet when I die, my ſoul ſhall fly 
Beyond the reach of woe. | 
, 253 | 
H Os pleaſing's my Damon, how charming his face 
Adorn'd with ſweet imiles, and bedeck'd with each 
His manners are gentle, engaging and free; [grace | 
And what is till better, the ſhepherd loves me, 


Tho? plaintive his ſong, it drives ſorrow away 
To hear his ſweet voice I could liften all day; 

I always am happy when Damon I ſee 

I love the young ſhepherd, becauſe he loves me. 


Tother day, as I ſat beneath a green ſhade, 


He preſs'd my hand gently, and call'd me dear maid: 
His words, and his looks, and his actions agree, 
And I love the dear ſhepherd, becauſe he loves me. 


The morn now invites, to the ſhade I'll repair, 


And furely my Damon will follow me there. 


Should he urge his fond ſuit, we ſhall quickly agree; 


Tl marry my ſhepherd becauſe he loves me, 
254 1 
H OW imperfect 1s expreſſion, vb / 


Some emotions to impart! -—- 3 
When ve mean a ſoft confeſſion, | 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart ! 
When our boſoms, all complying, 
With delicious tumults ſwell, 
And beat what broken, falt'ring, dying 
Language would, but cannot tell. 


Deep confuſion's-roſy terror, 
Quite expreſſive paints my cheek, 
Aſk no more—behold your error; 
Bluſkes eloquently ſpeak. | 
What tho' filent is my anguiſh, * ö 
Or breath'd only to the air; | 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh, 
Read what yours have written there, 


O, that you could once conceive me ! 
Once my heart's ſtrong feelings view 
Love has novght more fond, believe me; 

Friendſhip nothing half ſo true, 


SONcs for Lapits, 


From y ou Jam wild deſpairing, 


With you ſpeechleſs as I touch; MF | 
This is all that bears declaring, - br F Th 
And perhaps declares too much, | Can 
; | LD! ome 
ys * 9B 2 
Winna marry ony mon but 4 o'er the L ee, / 
But I will ha my Sandy Lad, my Sandy o'er the Lee: ature 
For he's aye a kiſſing, kiſſing, aye a kiſſing me. And J“ 
I will not have the miniſter, for all his godly looks; If 
Nor yet will I the law yer have, for all his wily crooks C1 
I will not have the plowman lad, nor yet will I th: * 
| | | miller 
But I will havs my Saudy Lad, without A. penny 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &'c, [filler; 
I will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the w 
'F wi l not have the ſailor lad, becauſe he ſmells of tar 
I will not have the lord nor laird, for all their mick{: 
Z p [ gear 
But I will have my Sandy Lad, my Sandy o'er the 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. [mei 
hs. — 256. 
| I have a man of ſenſe and air, U 
The pride of ev'ry witty fait; At ho 
Genteel in make, in ſtature tall, like 10 
Polite to me, and good to all. | TI 5 
No powder'd, ſilly, flatt'ring beau, The peat 
Who of good ſenſe doth nothing know: No lor 
A man of ſcience, fond of books, f Harry 
Who's temper's equal to his looks, For w. 
No jealous fegrs I'd bave annoy 1 
The pleaſing proſpect of our joy: A * Ja 
That life a ſcene of love may be. i e 
To the dear youth, the world, and me. f bes 1 
Id have this mild and gentle youth hope 2 
Inſpir'd with wiſdom, grace, and truth; Nor fa 
And as for wealth, I'll not repine, | felory c 
If he has none, I'II give him mine. Love b 
Ye gen'rous gods! I aſk no more; To othe 
If ſuch a man you've got in ſtore, With | 
And I'm deſerving, ſpeak your_mind, er ſhady 
I'll be to him for ever join d. ou 5 
| 
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Ir I have ſome—little—beauty— 
Can I help it? — no, not I— | 
Some good luck, too— tis my duty 
Gifts ſo precious to appl.. 
| 55 i 


e | Ei 

* ature — fortune — gave 'em freely, 

: and Fl] uſe *em—quite genteelly.. 3 

TS: If the ſmarts of the ſky 5 : 

ooks Cringe, ogle, and ſigh, | 

Ithe Whene'er I paſs byz . 

79 1 , e 

Jenny ook-y* there! | 5 

lr What an air! KS 
Gods, howfair! 

e Warz x Pray, why "> 

f tarj 


(To feed yout ſtarch'd pride) 
Muſt I go and hide, 
Till you're made a bride? 

Who, 1? 8 
No, no—If I do, may I die. 


wickle 
"gear 
er the 
meir 
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LLL paſs no dull, inglorious life, «&@_ 
At home I will not tarry; 
like the drum and martial fife, 
Ill to the camp with Harry. 
The peaceful pipe, and ruſtic play 
No longer is my paſſion ; 
f Harry goes, I will not ſtay, pl 


FL 


For war is now the faſhion, 5 


Tour Zane will not be left behind, 
My neart's to fear a ſtranger; 
ich ſeas and rocks I'll never mind, 
I laugh at toll and danger. | 
hope he will not tell me, nay, 
Nor fancy I'm unſteady; | 
fxlory calls my ſwain away, 

Love bids me to be ready. 


\ 


loother lands, from pleaſant Tweed, © 
Wiih him J muſt be flying; 
r ſhady grove, and painted mead, 
Your Jenny won't be crying. 


*%% 


| | To hide my bluſh, while I repeat 


Name all that's amiable in love, 
| My Colin amply doth improve; 


| 


IF ever, oh! Hymen, 


Till tumult's o'er, adieu to all, 
| Not long I hope to tarry ; 
I hear the drum's enliv'ning call, n 
1 muit be gone with Harry, 
N | 259 —ů—ů— 
F.L to ſome ſhady, cool retreat, 
Where ſpreading trees conſpire to meet, 


The love I bear my Colin: 


| The ſacred truth of Heay'n above, 
Is center'd in my Colin. | 


Were I poſſeſs'd of monarchs lands. 
Of eaſtern ſhores, or golden ſands; 
No one ſhou'd ſhare in Hymen's bands 
With me, but lovely Co/in. 
Wich him, beneath a myrtle ſeat, 
I'Il fing, and bleſs my happier fate, 
Than ſeated on a throne of flate, 
With any one but Colin. 


So long as Saran's glaſs ſhall run, 

Or Perſian's hail the riſing ſun, 

Or till my tkread of life is ſpun, 
So long ſhall I love Colin; 


And when I take the parting kiſs: 


In death I'll chear my heart with this 2 

That I ſhall meet in future bliſs, 
Again, with thee my Colin. 

— 0 6—3ö 

I add to thy tribe, 

Let ſuch be my partner, my muſe ſhall deſcribe z 

Not in party too high, nor in ſtature too low, 


Not the leaſt of a clown, nor too much of a beau 


Be his perſon genteel, and engaging his air, 


His temper ſtill yielding, his ſoul, too, ſincere; 


Not a dupe to his paſſion *gainſt reaſon to move, 
But kind to the ſweeteſt, the paſſion of love. 
Let honour, commendable pride in the ſex, 

His actions direct, and his principles fix; 


ö 


Then groundleſs ſuſpicion he'll never ſurmiſe, 
Nor jealouſy read ev'ry glance of my eyes, 
| I 8 — 
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If ſuch a bleſt youth approve my ſmall charms, 
And no thought of int*reſt his boſom alarms ; 
In wedlock Ti] join with a mutual deſire 
And prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering fire, 
This time ſhall glide on, unperceiv'd in decay. 
Each night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy each day; 
Such a partner grant, beav'n, with my pray'r O com 
Or a maid let me live, and a maid Jet me die, ſply! 
— 6 | 
Long time I've enjoy'd the ſoft tranſpots of love, 
I've bill'd like a ſparrow, or coo'd like a dove, 


| In woodbine alcove, or in jeſſamin bow'r, 


To many fond ſhepherd's I ve liſtened an hour, 
But now for ſuch pleaſures I care not a ruſh, 
One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh, 


Young Colin's careſſes inſpir'd me with joy, 


And Damon's ſoft vows I thought never could cloy, 


With each I have fat in a fay'rite retreat, | 
And beheld with delight each fond ſwain at my feet, 
But now for ſuch pleaſures I care not a ruſh, 

One bird in the hand is worth two inthe buſh, 


Gay Strepbon declares I'm the girl to his mind, 
If he proves fincere, I'll be conſtant and kind, 
He vows that to morrow he'll make me his wife, 
I' fondly endeavour to bleſs him for life; 

For all other ſwains now I care not a ruſh, 

One bird in the hand is worth two in the buſh. 
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Love's a bubble, courting trouble, 
Whilſt we love and love in vain; 
Wben tis over, is the lover, 
Now we've got him, worth the gain? , 


Is love treaſure, is it pleaſure, 


That can pay whole years of care ? 
Is the bleſſing worth careſſing ? 
Speak, ye ſwains, and own, ye fair. 


Kind, ye're pleaſing; coy, we're teizing; 
Love's a fond fatiguing chace; 

Smiley deceive us, hopes relieve us, 
Hearts our ſport from place to place, 


Sones for LAbrEs. 


[Oft denying, oft complying, 


Cupid ſmiling, life beguiling, 
Tempts us with the playful toy z 


Love's our tormenr and our joy. 
# X — 263 . 
E AVE party diſputes, your attention I pray, 
All you who to mirth are inclin'd, 
And of thoſe I diſlike when you hear what I ſay, With 
You may gueſs at the man to my mind. Bu 


Ye ſelf-loving coxcombs, whoſe fondneſs is ſeen ' 
From the form your falſe mirrours diſplay, How 


When you talk of a paſſion, as nothing you mean, He =: 
So all goes for nothing you ſay, Can! 
No pretenſion I boaſt to the auk ward young heir, oe 
Tho? born to a wealthy eſtate, 3 


Who paying no court to the charms of the fair, ohe 
Buys a wife, like a calf, by her weight. 


The old batter'g rake ſure no woman can love, 


Who has long reckon'd marriage a curſe; Lov 
Tho? his great condeſcenſion he's ready to prove, Say, f. 
By his taking a wife for a nurſe, 7 a To 
pigs weet 

A fool for a huſband ſome females have choſe, 55 


And repentance oft rues what is paſt, 
Tho? he turns for a ſeaſon which way the wind blow Ha, 
| The weathetcock's ruſty at laſh, | 


But the man that hath ſenſe, with a heart that's fin- All 


Where paſſion and reaſon agree, cer When 
Whoſe fortune's ſufficient to combat with care, And 
— Can't you gueſs at the lover for me? He ſigl 
— — 264 : A She 

| Lons, long I deſpair'd a young ſhepherd to fidi And e- 


Nor proud of his merit, nor falſe as the wind; To! 
But at laſt I have got a dear lad to my mind; 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy: 


We hied to the'altar laſt Mid ſummer- day: . Prete 
I bluſh'd all the while, and ſcarce knew V hat to 3) 
But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey 3 


Can I do any leſs by my Willy 4 


0 ſay 


0 
1 
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His breath is as fragrant as freſh morning air; 


His face than the roſe. is more ruddy. I ſwear; 
And his kiſſes as ſweet—oh ! beyond all PORT, 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Wil. ye 


With him none pretends to pipe or to play, 

But what tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not fay! 

With eaſe | am ſure, he might ſteal hearts aways 
But I'll never diſtruſt thee, dear Willy. 


When I droop'd.all in pain, and hung down my head, 


How kindly he watch'd me! what tears did he ſhed: [ : 


He ne'er left me a moment till fickneſs was fled : 
Can I ever forget thee, dear Willy. 17 5 


Should death from my ſight tear the ſhepherd ſo true, 


Let him take, ir he chuſes, then, me away too 
For why ſhould I tarry, or what could I do, 
Should I loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy, 
| 265 — — 
Lov E, thou bane of ſoft content; 
Love, thou inauſpicious gueſt ; 
Say, ſay, oh! Why thy ſhaft was ſent 
To this once peaceful breaſt ? 
Sweet, at firſt, I thought the paſſion, 
Fancy ſtill new joys could ſee; t 
Now how ſad an alteration, 
Damon flies from love and me. 


Thus Sylvia, in the conſcious grove, 
All ſweetly plaintive mourn'd, 

When Damon chanc'd that way to *. 
And to: the nymph-return'd : 

He ſigh'd repentance at her feet, 
She ſmil'd upon the ſwain 


And each fond heart reſponſive beat 


To love and joy again. 
M —— — ä — ſ— 
Y father and mother (what ail them !), 
Pretend I'm too young to be wed 3 
They expect, but in troth I ſhall fail them, 
That I finiſh my chairs and my bed, 


Provided our minds are but cherry, 
Wooden chairs wo' not argue a glove, 


Sox GS for LaBIES. 
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{Any bed will hold me and my — 
' The main chance in wedlock i is love, 


My father, when aſk'd if he'd lend us 


An horſe to the parſon to ride: 


In a wheel barrow offer'd to ſend us, 


And Jobn for the footman beſide, 


Wou'd we never had aſk*d, him! for whip it, 
To the church, tho* two miles and a half; 

Twice as far *twere a pleaſure to trip it, 

But then how the people wou'd laugh! 


The neighbours are nettled moſi-ſadly : 
Was e'er ſuch a forward, bold thiag ! 
Sure girl never acted ſo maglly ! 
Thro' the pariſh theſe backbitings rings 


Vet I will be married to-morrow, 

And charming young Harry's the man: 

My brother's blind nag we can borrow, 
And he may prevent us that can. 


Not waiting for parents conſenting, 


My brother took Nell of the green; 
Yet both far enough from repenting, 
Now live like a king and a queen. 


Pray, when will your gay things of London 
Produce ſuch a ftrappet as Nell? _ 
Their wives by their huſbands are undone, 

As Saturday's newſpapers tell. 


Poll Barnley ſaid, over and over, 

I ſoon ſhau'd be left in the laſek; : 
For Harry the knew was a rover, 

And never wou'd venture to church, 


And I know the ſorrows that wound her! 


He courted her once he confeſt ; 


With another too great when he found her, 


He bid her take them ſhe lik'd beſt. 


But all that are like her, or wou'd be, 
May learn from my Harry and me, 


If maids would be maids while they ſhould be, 


How faithful their ſweethearts wou'd be, 
I 2 | . | 
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My mother ſays, cloathing and feeding, 
Will ſoon make me fick of a brat ; 
But, tho? I grow ſick in my breeding, 

I care not a faithiag for that, 


For, if I'm not hugely miſtaken, 
We can by the ſweat of our brow, 


Stick a hog once a year for fat bacon, 


And all the year round keep a cow, 


I value no dainties a button, 


Coarſe food will our ſtomachs allay : 
If we cannot get beef, veal, or mutton, 
A chine and a pudding we may. 


A fig for your richeft brocading; 
In lindſey there's nothing that's baſe: 
Your finery ſoon ſets a facing; | 
My dowlaſs will ftand beyond lace, _ 


J envy not wealth to the miſer, 

Nor wou'd I be plagu'd with his tore ; 
To eat all and wear all is wiſer ; 

Enough muſt be better than mi 


So nothing ſhall tempt me from | 0m 


For he is as true as the ſun: 
Eve with Adam was order'd to marry; 
This world it ſhould end ” begun. 
— 267 — 
My Sandy is the ſweeteſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on Tay; | 
He tens the ſheep upon the plain, 
And chears me all the day. 


As on a moſly bank we fat, 
Beneath a verdant ſhade, 


The youth ſo charm'd me with his chat, 


While on bis yag-1pes play d. 
He call'd me his dear life and care, 
And his own Moggy, too; 
He vow'd by all that's good and fair, 
To me he will prove true. 
F or Sandy 1 is a bonny ſwain, 
| And I'll be Sandy's wife; = 
Then bid adieu to care and pain, 
2282 ſo be bleit for life. 


4 


* 4 
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My former time, how briſk and gay, 
So blith was I, as blith could be, 

But now I'm ſad, ah ! well:a-day, , 
For my true love is gone to ſea, 


| The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 

Their wheegling arts are loſt on me; 
For I to death ſhall love but ons, 
. And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
As mourns the dove it's abſent ſh; 

So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, ; 

Till my true love returns from ſea, , 


— — 269 — — 


Mort bright the ſun began to fawn, 
The merry birds to ling, 

And flow'rets dappled o'er the lawn, 
Ia all the pride of ſpring; 

When for a wreath young Damon ſtray'd, 
And ſmiling to me brought it ; 

Take this, he'cry'd, my deareſt maid ; 
And who, aye who'd have thought it, 


bluſh'd the preſent to receive, 
And thank'd tim o'er and o'er; 

When ſoft he ſigh'd, bright fair, forgive, 
I mnit have ſometbing more : 

One king ſweet kiſs will pay me beſt, | 
So earneftly he ſought it, , 

1 let him take it, I proteſt, 

And who, aye who'd have NOM it? 


A ſwain that wood with ſo much art, 
No nymph could long diſdain 

A ſecret flame ſoon touch” d my heart, 
And fluſh'd thro' ev'ry vein: 


{*T as love inſpir'd the pleaſing change, 


From his my boſom caught! it; 
Twas !trange indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange, 
And who, aye who'd have thought it! 


Hark ! Hymen calls, the ſhepherd cry” 'd; 


Let us, ny dear ar comply 


Eo Songs for Lapis. 


It's true I met him i in a grove, * 
He gently claſp'd my hand, 
d 


Weinſtant went, with love our guide, 
And bound the nuptial tie: 

And ever fince that happy day, 
As mutual warmth has taught it, 

We fondly kiſs, and ſport and play, 
And who, aye who'd __ thought it! 


My mother cries, Buſy be ſhy, 
Whenever the men would intrude ; 
I know not her meaning, not I, 
But I'd take her advice—if I could, 


Alexis ſtept up t'other day 
To kiſs me, and aſk'd if he ſhou'd ; 
Pray what cou'd a ſhepherdeſs ſay? 
But I'd fain have ſaid no—if J could, 


My mother remembers the time . 
When ſhe like a veſtal was mew'd 
Now this, I conceive, was a crime, 
And I'd not be ſerv'd ſo—if 1 cou'd. 


If Pm with Alexis ſhe'll chide; 

She ſays he perhaps may be rude: 
I will not pretend to decide, 

But I fancy he would—if he cou 4. 


Laſt May-morn I tripe o er the plain; 
He ſaw me, and quickly purſu'd 5 
] heartily laugh'd at the ſwain 
I'd catch you, he cry'd—if I cou'd. 
Well ſoon he o'ertook my beſt haſte, 
And ſwore he'd be canſtant and good; 
I vow 1'll live decent and chaſte ; 
But I'd marry the ſwain—if I cou'd. 


Ds 
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My cautious mother, t'other day, 
Cry'd, Polly, mind me, do; 

Iſaw young . come this way, 
And fear he came to you: 

You know he's gay, and thought a rake, 
Sonever welcome make him. 

Thus I got ſcolded for his ſake, 

| wiſh the deuce may take him. 


Ant 


Then ſigh'd, and talk d more things of love | 
Than I could underftand 

And who'd have thought that we were ſeen ? 
But of ſuch tricks I'll break him; 

if he won't tell me what they mean, 
The deuce, ſure, ought to take him. 


I often feel my boſom glow _ 
With warmth I never knew, 

If this be love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do ? 

Indeed, for pipe, tor dance and ſong, 
Gainſt ev'ry ſwain I'd take him, 

But if he tantalizes long. , 
1 hope the deuce will take him. 


They ſay from wedlock ſprings delight, 
Then let him ſpeak his miad, 

I've no objection to unite 
With one ſo fond and kind: 

My mother, tho' too apt to pry 
To daſoblige I'm lothe, 


| Howe'er I'll wed, then all her cry 


Will be, deuce take you both. 
— — 272 — 

N 18 HT, to lovers j Joys a friend, 
Swiitly thy aſſiſtance lend; 
Lock up envious, ſeeing day, 
Bring the willing youth away; 
Haſte, and ſpeed the tedious hour, 
To the ſecret happy bow'r: 
Then, my heart, for bliſs prepare, 


| Thyrſi ſurely will be there. 


See the hateful day is gone, 
Welcome evening now comes on; 


Soon to meet my dear 1 fly, 


None but love ſhall then be by; 
None ſhall dare to venture near, 
To tell the plighted vows they hear; 


Parting thence will be the pain, 


But we'll part to meet again, 


92 

Don't you feel a pleafag ſmart, 
Gently ftealing to your heart? 
Fondly hope. and fondly figh ? 
For, my ſhepherd oft do 1; 
Wiſh in Hymen s bands to join, 
II be your's, and you be mine? 
Tell me, Thyrfis, tell me this, 
Tell me, then, and tell me yes, 


% 


Farewel, loit'ring idle day! 

To my dear I hie away; A 
On the wings of love I go, 

He the ready way will ſhow: 
Peace, my breaſt, nur danger fear, 
Love and Thyrfis both are near 
*Tis the youth! I'm ſur tis he! 
Night, how much 1 owe to thee, 
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ONE midſummer morning. when nature look's | gay, 
The birds full of ſong, and the flocks full of play: 
When earth ſeem'd to anſwer the ſmiles from above, 
And all things proclaim'd it the ſeaſon of tove : 
My mother cry'd, Nancy, come haſte to the mill, 
If the corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 


The freedom to uſe my tongue, pleas'd me no doubt; 
A woman, alas! would be nothing without. 

I went to'ard the mill without any delay, 

And conn'd oer the words 1 intended to ſay ; 
But when I came, near it, I found it ſtock till ; 
Bleſs my ſtars, now I cry'd, huff'em rarely I will, 


Tne miller to market that inſtant was gone, 

The work was all left to the care of his fon ; 

Now tho' I can ſcold well as any one can, 

Yet I thought *twould be wrong to ſcold the young 
aid, I'm {urpris'd you can uſe me ſoill; [man. 
Sir, I muſt have my corn ground, I muſt and Iwill. 


Sweet maid, cry'd the youth, the neglect i is not mine, 
No corn in the town I'd grind ſooner than thine, 
There's no one moreeeady in pteaſing the fair, 


Tre mill hall! gb merrily round, I declare | 


8 
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But hark how the birds fing, and ſee how . bill, 
[Now I muſt have a kiſs firſt* I muſt and I will. 


My corn being done, I to'ard home bent my way; 
He whiſper'd he'd ſomeihing of moment to ſay, 


Inſiſted to hand me along the green mead, _ 
And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed and indeed; 
Ans that he'd be conſtant and tfue to me ſtill; 

| So that fince that Pvelik'd him, and like pim ! will 


{I often lay, mother, the milker Ph uff; 
She laughs, and eries, go girl, aye plague him enough; 


And ſcarce a day paſſes, but by her deſire, 


x I ſteal a ſly kiſs from the youth I admire. 


If wedlock he wiſhes, his wiſh I'll fulfil ; 


And I'll anſwer, oh yes, with a 2h good will. 


Oy Tay's green banks III. 1'bolaly tell 
The TAs I have for Jockey, 

Attend my ſong, each blytbſome belle, 
And ſhepherd's hither ſlosk ye. 

I gave my heart to that fond ſwain, 
Who won it of me fairly; | 

I'd do't if *twere to do again, 
I love hlm ſtill ſo dearly. 


His manners ſoft, tho' ſtrong his mind, 
Not fickle like the weather, / 
Not croſs to-day, to-morrow kind, 

And lighter than a feather; . 
His words and actions both agree, 
His temper” s warm, not heady : 

He's always good and juft to me, 
To love and honour ſteady, \ 


— 


For his own ſelf, I like my ſwain, 
I know his worth and nature : : 
I' give him not a moment's pain, 
Nor wrong ſo ſweet a creature. 
No girl on Tweed, on Clyde, or Spay, 
Is born to ſo much pleaſure, 
Avis the merry laſs of Tay, 


Or cloſer hugs her treaſure, 


il, 


Il. 
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Wau EN the ſheep are in ifs fauld, and a' the 1 
And a' the weary warld aſleep is gane; [at hame, 
The waes of my hears fall in ſhow'rs fra my e'e, 
While my gude man ſleeps ſound by me. 

Young Jamie lov'd me weel, and aſk'd me for his 
But ſaving a crown he had naithing elſe beſide [bride 
To make the crown a pound my Jamie went to ſea, 
And the crown and the pound were baith for me, 
He had na been gane a year and a day, | ſtole away 
When my faither brake his arm, and ovr cow was 
My mither ſhe fell fick, and Jamie at the ſea, 

And Auld Robin Gray came a courting to me. 


My faither cuu'd na work, & my mither cou'd na ſpin 
I toiled day and night but their bread I cou'd na win 
Auld Robin fed em baith, and wi' tears in hise'e, 
Said, Jeanie, for their ſakes, oh marry me: 

My heart it ſaid na, and I look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind it blew hard, and his ſhip wasa wreck 
His ſhip was a wreck, why did na Jamie die, 

And why was he ſpared to cry wae is me? 
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laid poor Robin in the earth, as decent as I cou'd, 
And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very gude, 
I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot I figh'd 
Ah wae is me what ſhall I do fince poor Auld Robin died 
Search ev'ry part thro? out the land there's none like 
OE [me forlorn; 
I'm ready e'en to ban the day, that ever I was born, 
For Jamie all I lov'd on earth; ah! he is gone away, 
My faither & my mither's dead & eke AuldRobin Gray 


[ roſe up with the morning ſun & ſpun till ſetting day 
And one whole year of widowhood I mournd for Robin 
I did the duty of a wife both kind & conſtant tooſ Gray 
Let ev'ry one example take and Jeanie s plan purſue, 
I thought that Jamie he was dead or he to me was loſt, 
And all my fond and youthful love entirely was croft, 
tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time away 
For I had not a friend alive ſince died Auld Robin Gray 


My father urg'd me fair, but my mither did na ſpeak | Atlength the merry bells rung round, I cou'd na gueſs 


But ſhe lookt in my face till my heart was like to break 
do they gzed him my hand, tho' my heart was at ſea, 
And Auld Robin Gray was a gude man to me : 
I had na been a wife, but weeks only four, 

When fitting ſa mournfully out my ain door, 

I ſaw my Jamie's ghaift, for 1 could na think it he, 
Till he ſaid l'm come hame, love, to marry thee, 


Sar, fair did we greet, and mickle did we ſay, | 
We took but a kiſs, and we tore ourſelves away, 
Iwih I were dead, but I'm na like to die, 
Ob, why was I born to ſay, wae is me? 
I pang like a ghaift, and I canna like to ſpin, 
] dare na think on Jamie, for that would be a fin; 
do will do my beſt a gude wife to be, 
for Auld Robin Gray is ſa kind to me. 
T — 276— | 

HE ſimmer it was ſmiling, nature round was gay, 
When Feanie was attending on Auld Robin Gray; 
for he was fick at heart, and had na friend beſide, 
But only me, poor Feanie, who newly was his bride. 


ſthe cauſe, 


Vet Rouney was the man they ſaid who got ſo much ap- 

5 [plauſe 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 
And ſhew'da purſe of golden ore, & (aid it is for thee 
Auld Robiu G ray J find isdead & ſtill your heart is true 


| Then take me Jeanie to your arms, & I will be fo too. 


Meſs John ſhail join us at the kirk we Il be blith&gay 
I bluſk's, conſented, & replied, adieu to Robin Gray. 
- | — 27 | 
Twas in the dead of night, ſoon after Jeanie wed 
And wi her faithfol Jamie was ſleeping in her bed, 
A hollow voice ſhe heard which call'd her to awake, 
Andliften to the werds would be utter'd for her ſake. 
She ſtatted from her ſleep, her boſom beat wi fear, 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Gray before her did appear, 
He wav'd his ſhadowy hand, and thus to her did ſays 
Ah Jeanie! liſt awhile, to your Auld Robin Eray · 
Lao not come, dear Jean, your conduct to reprove, 


Or interrupt the joys you ſhare in Jamie's love, Hi 
7 7 19 
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Ah Jeanie! I ſhall die, he cry'd, as ſure as Thad birth» 
Then ſee my poor au'd banes, pray, laid into the earth» 
And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemonth & a day? 
And Iwill leave whate'er belongs to Auld Robin Gray: 


— 
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His honeſt heart deſerves whatever he can receive, 
Since he hes fought ſa nobly & would not you deceive 
Still let his cou age riſe, his country's foes to quell, 
To you he ſafe ſnall come again, the fates now bid 

me tel], 

With Howe as well as Rodney his 1 be*li diſplay 
If you will but believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray. 


And Jeanie muſt ſubmit your virtve is your guard, 
For fortune has in ſtore for you a high & rich reward 
The haughtyDors ſubdued with Holland with France 
Your e with freſh laureis crown's will to your 
1 wiſh advance 
Then let him haſte wi:11his ſpred to join a noble fleet 
Thad? danger does ſepesr in view no harm ſhall 
. Jamie meet 
But joyful hall return again upon a future oay, 
As you may ſure believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray. 
278 — — | 
VE gales that gently wave the ſea, 
And pleaſe the canny boatman, 
Bear me fra' hence, or brinę t me, 
My blyth, my bonny ſcotman: 
In holy bands we join'd our hands, 
Yet may not that diſcover, 
While parents rate a large eſtate, 
Before a faithful lover. 


But J would chuſe in highland glens, 
To herd the kid and goat-man, 

E'er J cou'd for ſuch little ends 
Refuſe my bonny Scotman : 

Wae worth the man who firſt began 
The baſe ungen rous faſhion ; 


From greed views, love's art to uſe, 


Whilſt ſtranger to its paſſion, 


Fra” foreign fields my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſſie; 

Who pants to kiſs thy balmy mouth, 
And in her boſom preſs thee. 

Love gives the word, then haſte on board, 
Fair wind and gentle boatman, 


Waft er, waft o'er, from yonder ſhore, 
My blych, my bonny ſcotman. 


L 
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Tar ſportſm an goes out with his dog & his gun W 
To kill all the game till the day-light is gone, son 
Ay pleaſure's to ſpare all the birds I can get, W 
For I catch them alive, and they're ſafe in my net. y 
The men are my birds, for whom ſpread is my ſnare 0 
I can judge of their merit the beſt when they te there Starts 
And if ihey have nothing my heart to engage, Then 
I !oſe not a twelvemonth in making a cage. * 1 
If they wh file and fag, and my faney employ, - 7 
I'm glad of my prize, and grow fond of my toy, Be 
If their plumage is gaudy, and ſweet is their ſong, 2 
I can. fee, and can hear the dear things all day long, 

zut if they delight not my eye nor my ear, 3 
If too ſqualling their notes for my patience to hear; aches 


If they are not worth keeping, I Cen let chem go, . 
A cage is too good for a magpie or crow. I 


if the lark, thruſh, or nightingale, bullfinch, or wren 


Who're the witty, the tuneful, the gay among men, 72 ; 
Will fly to my net, I'll draw tight if I can, White 
In a cage place my captive I mean my ſweet man, Who 
280k-⸗ 80 
T HR EE lads contended for my heart, | 1 
Each boaſted different charms and grace, As 5 
Voung He/ cou'd ſing with taſte and art, To K 
Beau Femmy ſported frogs and lace, It is a 
Blith Willy was a ſoldier brave, To jp 
Who fear'd not ſcars or deaths or Would. It! 
His country or his love to ſave, $9 
When Britain's ſilver trumpet ſounds, How ple 
Nou fear is rous'd by war's alarms, Tis f 
And threat'ning foes each hour ariſe, But the, 
I ſcorn young Harry's vocal charms, Needs 
And maſter Femmy l deſpiſe; She bids 
. | I love my Willy, bold and brave, When 
He heeds hot ſcars, or death, or wounds, To one, 
His country or his love to Dio, In tris 
When Britain's filver trumpet ſounds. "OY 
In piping times of peace, a beau, Wien 
Dear girls, may idle thoughts employ z Andi hey 
But now, while threaten'd by each foe, + When 


Be wiſe, and throw away the toy: 


Tak 


Take 
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Take my advice, love him that's brave, | 
Who fears not ſcars, or death, or wounds; 

So may your ſmiles your country ſave, 
While Britain's filver trumpet ſounds: 

281 — ——_—_— 

YouNG Jocty blyth at early dawn, 

Starts freſh and fair ag,zoſes blawn, 

Then o'er the dewy lawn he roves, 

And greets the laſs he dearly loves. ö 


Sweet ſmells the birk, green grows the rely; 3.; 


Dear Jug will nathing move thee, 
Be kind, be true, my bonny laſs, 
I only live to love thee. .* 


To merit I no claim can make, | 

But that I'd die for your dear ſake, 

From every other buſineſs free, 

My life and ove ſhall follow thee, _ 
Sweet ſmells the birk, cc. 


Time's on the wing and will not ftay,. 
In ſhining ſun led make our hayz - 
While love does at his altar ſtand, 
Give me your heart, Oh! give your hand, 
Sweet ſmells the birk, &c, 
282 — 
As Daphne ſat beneath 3 ſhade, 
To keep her ſneep from ſtray ing, . 
It is a pleaſing thing, the ſaid, "oo 
To live without obeying. _ 
It is a pleaſing thing, &c, 


How pleaſant is a ſingle life, 
Tis far beyond expreſſion! 
But ſhe, that is become a wife, 
Needs pity and compaſſion, 


She bids adieu to all her Joy, 
When matrimony binds her 

To one, who does his my 
In ſtriving to confine, herr. 


How pleaſünt then is iberty, 

When none can e'er moleſt them, 
And they are fools who don't live free, 
e fortune ſo has blen them. 


I 


— A, CURSE attends that woman's love, 
The pertneſs of the bi ling dove, 
oY What then in love can woman do? 


J And when we fly them, they purſue, , | 


4 AB why did Focky gang away, 
So far in diſtant climes to ſtray, 3 
] Where thund'ring cannons they do roar 


Where verdant fields are all in gore, 
l By ſome moſt furious battle, 


| Ye guardian pow'rs, my Focky, fave, 5 


[There's ne' er a lad in au the town 


He' lever fight for Englands eroun, 


[Oh! had I known the cruel war 


I'd gang with bim though e' er ſo far, 


| My lovely ſoldier, ſee ! he comes, 
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Who always would be pleaſing; 


Like tickling is but teaſing. 


If we grow fond they ſnun us; 


But leave us when they've won us. 


And Jeave his love behind him, 


When Fane could never find him? 


And drums ſo loudly rattle; 


By ſome moſt furious battle, 


When danger's fix'd around him; 
For oh! in arms 'tis known how brave 
His lairds have always found him. 


Can boaſt his equal merit; 


With loyalty and ſpirit. 


So long bad kept my laddy, 


In au my beſt of pladdy; 
But, hark! I hear the fifes, the drums, 
On! joy beyond expreſſing; | 


Fll fly for to careſs him. 
— — 28 — 


As I went o'cr the meadows, no matter the day. 
A ſhepherd I mer who came tripping that way; 


{4 was going to fair all ſo bonny and gay, 
'{ He aſk'd me to Jet him go long with me there; 


No harm ſhall come to you, young damſel, 1 ſwear; 
JI buy you a —_— to put in your hair, 


» ; You've 
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You've a good way to go, it is more than a mile, B — 2837 —[—— 
We'll reft, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon ſtile: LAB not what you ought to ſmother, 
Ive a ſtory to tell, that will charm you the while. Honour's laws ſhould facred be; 
To go with him fariber 1 did not much care; ]Boaſting favours from another, 
But ſtill 1 went on, not ſuſpecting a ſnare , Ne'er will favour gain with me. 


Por I dream'd of a fairing to come from the fair. But, inſpir'd with indignation, ' 


To make me more eaſy, he ſaid all he could: | Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 

I threaten'd to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; | E er I'd truſt my reputation 

For I'd not for the world, he ſhould dare to be rude. With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. Boa. 
Young Roger had promis d and baulk'd me laſt year; | He wha finds a hidden treaſure, 

If he ſhould do fo, I would go no more there, | Never ſhould the ſame reveal : | 
Tho' I long'd e er ſo much for a gift from he fair. He whom beauty crowns with pleaſure, _. 
1 . Cautious would his joy conceal, | 

When we got to the ſtile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no, 
He preſs'd my ſoft lips, ae if there he would grow; 


Him with whom my heart I'I] venture, 


{Take care how that way with a ſhepherd ou go). Shall my fame from cenſure fave ; I'll eve 
Confounded I ran, when I found out his ſnare One where truth and prudence center, You fa 
No ribbon, I cry'd, from ſuch bands will I wear, And as ſecret as the grave. My eye 
Nor go, while 1 live, for a gift to the fair. — 233 — And | 
286 Come then, pining, peeviſn lover, | as neve 
As t'other day milking I fat in the vale, Tell me what to do and ſay, 2 4y And w} 
Young Damon, came up, to addreſs his ſoft tale, F rom your doleful dumps recover, may b. 
So ſudden I ſtarted, and gave bim a frown, sow. Smile, and it ſhall have its way. | 7 But ne v. 
For he frighted my cow, and my milk was Kick'd With their humours thus to teize us, 1 | el me 
Lord bleſs me! ſaz$ I, what-a-deuce can you mean? | Men are ſuce the ſtrangeſt elves ! BE Ia 
To come thus upon me, untheught of, unſeen, Sit. creatures, would you pleaſe us, WY That”, 
I ne'er will approve of the love you pretend; You ſhould fill ſeem pleas'd you! ſclves, - Lat i 
For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may end. 2 . 289 — Take 
1 little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance 3 " LINE - — as fy 3 8 __ On on 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance Jyithi x IN wht N rk Pie is v. 
He begg'd a Kind kits, which I gave him, I vo W impatience & Macy muy 15551 BB Wh: 
S5. , E wo TY Come and ſooth thy Fe elſy's care oF _ 
Ard I laid, my own elf, all the fault on my cow. 7 af I oft h 
While we, then, in wanton play, dy my pl. 
How many ways love can the boom invade ! = Sigh and gaze our ſouls away. ; Of terri 
His bait, prov'a tos ſtrong, alas ! tor a maid, | — 290 That b. 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at, her call 7 ; 
But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. Hisr, bin The rare _ * SY 
I Autter all other when'er he comes nigh ; We'll meet anon. — And rea 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould rurely comply, Catch this, and this, 0 beſtow 
And neter ſhall be angry, my heart itfeit tells, Blow me a kiſs, : »0 He's wil 
"Tho? he flings down my milk, or 00t5 ary thing elſe. In plecge - promis d truth, that's all. papa 
% : | | *I may 


< 
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Farewel ! and yet a moment flay, 
Something beſide I have to ſay; 
Well, tis forgot; 
No matter What. 
Love grant us grace, 
The mill's the place. 
She calls again, I muſt away. 
| — 291 


Way will you plague me with your pain! ' 


You know ſuch nonſenſe I diſdain ! 
Your paſſion, anguiſh, tears, and ſighs, 
And all ſuch folly, 1 deſpiſe, 8 
f] but frown, you ſay, you die; 
Sure frowns can never hurt a fly: 
But ſince my ſmiles ſuch bleſſings prove 
I'll ever ſmile at you and love, 
You ſay that I am all divine, 
My eyes the brighteſt ſtars outſhine 
And | of charms have ſuch a ſtore, 
As never girl poſſeſs d before: 
And when I am as mad as you, 
may believe it to be true;, 
But never, till that time ſhall be, 
et me hear more of love or thee, 
— — 292 . 
I AM a young maid, 
That's ſorcly afraid, | 
| ſhall die one, though now woman grown, 
Take pity, ye ſwains, 
On one who complains, 
dhe is weary of lying alone. | 
When ſcarce ten years old. 
Loft have been told bh 
my play mates in ſtrange. diſmal tone; 
Of terrible ſprites, | 
That haunt the dark alakes, 
akes me fearful of lying alone. 


Then here I now ſtand, 

And ready my hand, 

0 beſtow on the youth who ſhall own, 
He's willing for life, 

To make me his wife, 

hat I may not lie longer alone. 


Fare 
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But Jet it ſuffice, | 
I ſomewhat am nice, 
Then the marks of-my cho'ce Fo make knoun, 
Unleſs I can find, 7 
The lad to my mind, bt n 
I bad rather by half lie alone. 1 1 


The haughty and vain, 
Alike I diſdain, 


. | The pert fool and inſenſible drone; 


The brave and the wiſe, 
Are virtues I prize, | 
And ſhall tempt me from lying alone. 


And when once poſſeſs'd 
Of him J like beſt, | T 
I'd not envy Queen Charlotte her throne ; 


But chearfuliy join, 1 7 | A 
At love's purple ſhrine 
Make amends for my lying alone. I 
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AM a young virgin, whooft has been told 
I ſhould try to get married, before I'm too old, 
I took their advice, and got one in my ey e, | 
Who if I can't have, Pa -fraid I ſhall die, 


. | Young 2 is witty, well-fe:tur'd and tall, 


His fellow ſwains own that he outdoes them all. 
When firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, 
I thought I was going that moment to die. 


If through the receſſes of yon filent grove, 


Or over the meadows 1 happen to rove, 


And ſee my. dear ſhepherd at diſtance paſs by, 


I tremble all o'er, and am ready to die. 
When he plays on his pipe to the ſambkins N 


i fly to the place where 1 hear the bleſt ſound: 


Oh! Thyrſis / ſweet youth! to myſelf then l ery, 


IId liften to thee, was J going to die. 


[Laſt Saturday eve, I remember the day, 
II caught him faluting Clarinda the gay, 
_. [That lenvy'd each kiſs, I will no deny, 
And fervently pray'd that my rival might die. 


2 


Come Hymen, and lend a poor demſel your aid, 


| Who without your aſſiſtance muſt die aa old maid, 5 
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And if 1 don't bave him. I wiſh I may die, 

294 

Vr virgin pow'rs defend my heart | 

From amorous looks and ſmiles; « 

From ſaucy love, or vicer art, : 
Which moſt our ſex beguiles. 


From ſighs and vows, and awful fears, 
That do to pity move; - 

From ſpeaking filence, and from tears, 
Thoſe ſprings that water loye. 


But if thro? paſſion I grow blind, 
Let honour be my guide; 
And when frail nature ſeems inclin's; 
There place a guard of pride, 


An heart, whoſe flames are ſeen, tho“ pure, 
Needs ev'ry virtue's aid; 
And the who thinks herſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray'd. 


1 
IxpEEo, ſorſooth, a pretty youth, 
To play the am'rous fool; | 
At ſuch an age, methinks your rage, 
Might be a little cool. 
Fie, let me go, Sir, 
Kiſs me !--No, no, Sir. 
You pull me and ſhake me, 
For what do you take me, 
This figure to make me? 
I'd bave you to know 
Tm not for your game, Sir, 
Nor will I be tame, Sir, a 
Lord, have you no ihame, n 
To tumble one ſo. 


Ir is I believe, next Hollantide eve, 
A twelvemonth ſince firſt I began 

To hold up my head, in love to be read, 
And to confirue the looks of a man, 

Young Damon I ſaw; he kiſs'd me, oh la! 
I yow thro' my boſom it ran; 

My lips he ſo preſs'd, tis true I proteſt, 
Tha: I chovght him a deucz of a man. 


To all my fond wiſhes * Thyrfis comply, 


4 


wow wo. —— 7 


l 
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| Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 


Philander the gay, I met at the play, 
My heart beat a furious rattan; 5 8 

Becauſe you muſt know, I ſome time ago 
Had hopes of his being the man, 


Briſk Strepbon came next, but then I was vex'd, 
He play'd with Miſs Pbillis's fan; 


| 1 own to be ſure, I could not endure. 


To ſee myſelf robb'd of a man. 


Obſtruct me as much as they can, 
But what do I care, I vow and declare, 
I'll fit myſelf ſoon with a man. 


O | — — 
LOVE ! thou bitter foe to reſt] | 
Who haſt, within this harmleſs breaſt, 
So home the fick*ning arrow ſent; . 
Relieve a poor unwary maid, | 
Who, fondly gazing, was betray d, 
Nor knew what ſelf deluſion meant. 


Since cuſtom, cruel to the fair, 
Forbids my paſſion to declare, 
Aſſiſt, blind god of ſoft defirez 
To thy omaipotence I kneel; 
Let him my ſecret anguiſh feel, 
And burn for me with equal fire. 


Then if the lovely youth appear, Wo 


By turns inclin'd to hope and fear, 
And tenderly his paſſion move, 

My heart ſhall flutter to his fighs, 

With gentle looks Ii] meet his eyes, 
And never, never, ceaſe to love. 
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Tlux has not thinn'd my flowing hair, © 
Nor bent me with his iron hand, 

Ah ! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom bear, * 

»E're autumn yet the fruit demand. 


Let me enjoy the chearful day, 
Till many a year has o'er me roll'd, 


And fing of love e er er I grow old. 


My mother and aunts, ſtill watching my band 
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ay with fighs my heart is ſwelling, 
Why with tears my eyes o'erflow, 
\ſk me not tis paſt the telling, 
Mute involuntary woe. 


Who to winds and waves a flranger, 
Vent'rous tempts the inconſtant ſeas 
n each billaw fancies danger, 
Shrinks at every riſing breeze, 
by 7 300 
IT H ſweet words and looks ſo tender, 
Well you have your flame expreſs'd, 
ind conjure me to ſurrender, 
All you with to make me bleſs'd, 


jay, for yet I'm not complying, 

If bright honour ſways your mind, 

hen there can be no denying z 

When you * 1 muſt be kind, 
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OULD you taſte of freedom's charms, 
Cara courts thee to her arms; 
iftreſs, like thine, ſhoyld pity move, 
ind pity's ray ſhould kindle love, 


or my heart adopts thy woes, 
elting, thrilling, as it glows; 
eave thy cell, and follow me, 
ve and Zare ſet thee free, 
302 
OU aſk me in vain, of okay ills 1 complain, 
Where harbours the torment I find; z 
| my head, in my heart, it invades ev'ry part, 
And ſubdues both my body and mind. 


ich effort I try, ev ry med'cine apply, 

The pangs of my ſoul to appeaſe;Þ 

vt doom'd to endure, what I mean for a cure, 
Turns poiſon and feeds the diſeaſe. 


—— 20 as 
ound Colin ſought my heart to gain 
The ſhepherd, Joſt 1n love, 

th morning wood me on the plain, 
Each noon within the una, 5 


— 
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Now woo'd again; and now indeed 


Vet my denial. fill. was this, — I 


; Pſhaw: Man, Ican't endure you 3 


And if he offer'd but a kiſs, * ? 


Such rudeneſs ! I'll aſſure me, I'Il aſſure you, 


| Such rudeneſs, I'll affure you. 


or twenty yonths (not he alone) 

The am'rous flame confehh'd ; 
And had I once been kind to one, 

I'm ſure I'd loſt the reft : 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty. arts, 

But ſagely wou'd allure me 
While others talk's of flames and EEE, 
| *'T was pretty I'll affure ye, 

Tas pretty, SW. 


My face, my form, were praiſed aloud, 
My wit new conqueſts fir'd; | 

And *twas enough to make one proud 
To be ſo much ad mir'd; 


I At length, reflection ſhew'd the fate 


| Such flatt' ry might procure me, 


And virtue warn'd to ſhun the bait, | 
Nor vainly—1'll aſſure ye,  < 
Nor vainly, Sc. | 5 
T bid the fighing train depart; : 
| This maxim pleag'd to prove, 
That flatt'ry Gills the fenſual heart, 
But truth the heart of love : 


| Young Colin, wont in vain to plead, 


Of vanĩty to cure me, 


I fov'd him, Pl} aſſnre ye, 
1 lov'd him, Ec. | 
[ blam'd myſelf ſuch ſcorn, to bear 3 
To merit now ſo clear: | 

By my example, learn, ye fair, 


Io prize the youth ſincere: 
| We inſtant Join'd: the nuptial tiez 


He raptur'd to enſure me; 


And, truſt me, damſels, when you try, 


"Twill charm you, I'll affure you, 


- *Twill charm you, c. 
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OUNG Damon ftrives my love to gain, 
He ſighs, he fickens. but in vain ; . 
His looks expreſs a heart felt pain, 
And mine returns a cold diſdain, 
Unhappy Damen! thus to love, 
What never was deſign'd above. 


Sincere, I told him o'er and o'er, 

I'd pledg'd my word and truth before, 
And beg'd he would perplex no more; 
His ſigbs were vain, more vain his pow'r. 
Unhappy Damen ! thus to love, 

What never was deſign'd above. 


When you perſuade the conflant dove 
To leave her mate, inconſtant prove, 
And through the deſcrt woodlands rove, 
Then l'li deceive the ſwain I love! 
But ne'er till then will 1 agree 
To quit my love, who loves like me. 
——- 
H OW cruelly fated is woman to woe, 
Too weak to contend till beſet by the foe;[ ſucceſs 
Tho? each wiſh we conceiv'd ſhould be crown'd with 
What would flow from theſe wiſhes but care & diſtreſs 
For love intervenes, and fancy's gay ſeenes, 
Alas, are clouded all o'er, 
The ſun quits the ſ es, hope ſickens and dies, 
Heigh ho! the heart ſays no more, 


Tho' beauty and riches together conſpire 
To flatier our pride, and fulfil each deſire; 
Nor beauty nor rickes give peace to the breaſt 
Which paſſion has tortur'd, and grief has o ppieſs'd. 
For love, &c. 
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Ye happy gBymphs, whoſe harmleſs hearts, 
No fatal ſorrows prove, | 

Who never knew men's faithleſs arts, 
Or felt the pangs of love. 


If dear contentment is a prize, 
Believe not what they ſay; | 

Their ſpecious tales are all diſguiſe, 
Invented to betray, | 


Som os for LADIES, 


Alas! how certain is our grief! 
: From cates how can we fly, 
When our fond ſex is all belief, 


| | Diſpel each doubt, each gloomy fear, 


—— —-—-— — he AR SCOOT 


And man is all a lye. 
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Wurkk ſhall a love - ſick virgin find, 
The ſweet, compos'd, contented mind, 
When paſſions raging like the wind, 
Diſtract her tender ſoul. Wo 
A parent's arbitrary voice, _ 
Miſled by riches glitt'ring toys, 
Denies the freedom of her choice, 
And ev'ry wiſh controul, | 


 O ſmiling liberty, appear! 
Thou only canſt relieve my care, 

And every pain remove; = 4A 
Come, like a ſoft refreſhing breeze, 
In gentle whiſpers give me eaſe, 
From every grief my ſoul releaſe, 

And waft me to my 5 

_— 8 — — | 

No ſwain ever prov'd half ſo faithful and free, 
As Vill of the Green has long prov'd unto me, 
A youth ſo endearing, my heart muſt approve, 
And Willy's the lad that demands all my love. 


When he is but near, and my lambs all at play, 
Dull winter appears full as pleaſant as May; 

So kindly he treats me, ſo manly his love, 
Young Willy's the lad that my heart muſt approve: 


Should he prove but true, and wi'l take me for lift 
E're ſummer is gone, he ſhall make me bis wife; 
For worth like to his ev*ry heart muſt approve, 
And Willys the lad that demands all my love, 
23 og 33 —ͤ ͤmQ——Ü—U 
Joos I will with my fwain, 
He never once thinks J am wrong, 
He likes none ſo well on the plain, 
I pleaſe him ſo much with my ſong. 
A ſong is the ſhepherd's delight, 


= 


| He hears me with joy all the day; 


He lighing 
And be ha 


* 


< 
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He's ſorry when comes the dull night, [My hand Tthen gi'm without thought of his flocks 1 
That haſtens the end of my lay. I While even the brook murmur d faithful Jock 5 
With ſpleen and with care once oppreſt, 1. ; — 311 | | 
He aſk'd me to ſooth him the while; | What bard, oh time, diſcover, 118 
My voice ſet his mind all to reſt, _ I with wings firſt made thee move, | | 
And the ſhepherd would inſtantly ſmile: - Ah! ſure he was fome lover, * 
Since when, or in mead, or in grove, | Who neꝰ er had left his love. Ee 
By his flocks, or the clear river's fide, For who that once did prove, | ? 
I fing my beſt ſongs to my lov, N The pangs which abſence bringy, : 
And to charm him is grown all my pride. Tho” but one day, he wert away, | 
| No beauty had T to endear, Fs | Could picture thee with wings. „ 
No treaſures of nature and art; 4 | Tho' but one day, Cc. 5 | | ; 
But my voice that had gain'd on his ear, | — 12— : iy 
Soon found out the way to his heart: „„ By him we love offended, 


To try if that voice wou'd not pleaſe, 
He took: me to join the gay throng; 

l won the rich prize all with eaſe, | 
And my fame's gone abroad with my ſong, © 


| How ſoon our anger flies, „„ 7 LS | N 
One day apart tis ended, 0 2: we 
Behold him and it dies, 1 


= 


| Laſt night your roving brother, ; 118 
But let me not jealouſy raiſe, 6 I Enrag'd I bad depart, i | 7 
I wiſh to enchaht but my ſwain; 1 52 And ſure his rude preſumption, | | 
Enough then for me is his praiſe, - 1 Deſerv'd to loſe my heart, | i ö 
I fing but for him the lov'd ſtrain. Yet werk he now before me, 
When youth, wealth, and beauty may fail, In ſpite of injur'd pride, 
And your ſhepherds elude all your ſkill; II fear my eyes wou'd pardon, 
Your ſweetneſs of ſong may prevail, Before my tongue could chide. 
. And gain all your ſwains to your will. | By him we love, &c. | 
__ With truth the bold deceiver, 


How happy was I my blith Focky to ſee, 'To me thus oft has ſaid, "A 1 
When down at the brook he firſt bent on his ledee, In vain would Clara flight me, | 1 


To the laſs that wou'd meanly diſpoſe of her heart, Cons, m 
For thine I but ſought in return for mine ain, To the call of Cupid's drum: 
0 gi” me but that and thy flocks I diſdain: Tho' my honour be engag' d 

fe fighing replied, I had it long ſin, 5 IR 
And he had his wiſh in poſſeſſing of mine; | 


y gallant ſoldier, come, 


Togi' me a drink wi' ſweet looks on his een, In vain ſhe would upbraid 
And haii'd me of à he had met for his queen; No ſcorn thoſe lips diſcover; 
doch beauties be ſaid were my een and my hair, Where dimples Jaugh the while, | 
As none on the green cou'd wi“ me e'er compare; No frowns appear reſentful, $ 
His hand and his flock, his true love beſide, | Where beaven has ſtamp'd a ſmile, | 

- Shou'd a“ be mine ain, gin I'd be his bride. By him we love, &c, N | 
Daft lad, I replied, wi' thy flocks never part, — 33 — [1 

| 


eſcue now thy love beſieg' d. 
Come, my gallant, &c, 2 
1 Down 
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Down of doves, thy coat of mail | 
Softeſt ſounds thy triumph hail ; *. 


Myrtle wreaths, thy brows entwine, 
And that pleaſing taſk be mine. 
Come my gallant, &c. 


Huſh'd the trumpet's brazen throat, 
Hark ? the flutes melodious note: 


' Mars ſhail ſleep, and diſcora ceaſe, 


All is harmony and peace. 
Come my gallant, Sc. 
88 nnn 
AYS Colin to me, Ive a thought in my head, 
I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed. 
So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene'er it is done, 
You'll quarrel and you'll part again as ſure as agun. 


And ſo when you're married, poor am'rous wight, 


You'll bill it and coo it from morning till night; 
But truſt me good Colin, you'll find it bad fun, 
Inſtead of which you'll fight & feratch as ſure as a gun 


But ſhovld ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be as ſupple, and as ſoft as her glove ; 
Vet be ſhe a ſaint, and as chaſte as a nun, 


You're faften'd to her apron ſtrings as ſute as a gun! 


S pppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with a leer, 
You would not ſerve me fo, I m certain my dear, 
In troth I replied, T will anſwer for none, 
But do as other women do, as ſure as a gun. 
W 315 ee e 
[SH me joy, ye nymphs and (wains, ' 
obnny comes to morrow, 
He ſhall quickly glad the plains, 
Baniſh care and ſorrow ; 
He had left us now too long, 
Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 
But he'!l w_ us dance and ſong, 
And ev'ry (miling pleaſure, 


If I've time I'll deck the bower, 
Once my ſwain delighting. 

Twine it round with many a flow'r, 
And with ſweets invitingy 

There he talk? d fo well of love, 
Won my heart from ſorrow; 


Soncs for Lapis. 


From to=day I'It never rove, 


' | For I never more ſhall hve, a 8 


| I Once was a maiden as freſh as a roſe, 


; [ laid down without care, and I] wak'd with . 


| 


There on wings of bafle I'll rove, But. 
He'll be there to-morrow, 4 "3 T| 
Come, my ſhepherd, quickly come, | For e 
Where can thou be ttaying ? | | I \ 


Love who wants thee now at home, 
Chides thy long delaying z 


But be blith and bonny, 


Without my ſweetheart: Zobnny, 
316 


And as fickle as April weather, 


With a heart as light as a feather. 
With a heart, Sc. 
TI work'd with the-gi-ls and I play'd with the men, 
I always was romping or ſpinning, A 
And what if they pilier'd a kiſs now and then, 


| hope *twas not very great ſinning. 9 
I hope, &c. Then 1 
I wedded a huſband as young: as myſelf, "454 b 
And for every frolic as Willing, * 45 
Together we laugh'd when we had any pelf, | 0 
And welaugh'd when we had not a Wee c 5 4 
And we, Sc. 8 
He's gone to the wars, heav'n ſend him aprize, Fo 
For his pains he is welcome to ſpend it, For a fo 
My example I know is more merry than wiſe, / 

Lord help me I never ſhall mend it. | To en 
Lord help me, &c. | And mu 
W ; 87 78 For tho? 
HEN wars alarms eatic'd my Willy from me, WM The hea, 

My poor heart with grief did figh, The b 
- | Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on n The lui 
"Woke e're yet the morn was nigh, The hgh 
No other could delight him: Wi 8 
Ah! Why did I ere ſlight him, my ON 
Coldly aoſwing his fond tale, | _ LE 
| Which drive him far, ad welc 
Amid the rage of war, With joy 
And lefi filly me thus to bewail, 1 Nor ſtrive 


But I no longer, though a maid forſaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For ere the lark to morrow ſhall awaken, 
I will ſeek my abſent love, 
The hoſtile country over, 
Til fly to ſeek my lover, 
Scorning ev'ry threat*ning fear, 
Nor diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 
13 mm mm 
THE fife and drom found merrily, 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me, 
With my true love I ſoon will be, 


on, For who ſo kind, ſo true as he, 
With him in every toil Il} ſhare, 
To pleaſe him ſhall be all my care, 
en, Esch peril I'll dare, 


All hardſhips Fil bear; 
For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the "lad for me. 


Then if kind heaven preſerve my love, 
What rapturous joy ſhall his Nancy prove, 


Swift thro” the camp ſhall my footſteps bound, 


fo meet my William with conqueſt crown'd, 
Cloſe to my faithful boſom preſt, 
Soon ſhall he huſh his cares to reſt, ' 
Claſp'd in theſe arms, 

Forget war's alarms, 

For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 

To eaſe my heart I os 'd my flame, 

And much 1 fear I was to blame; 

For tho” love's force we're doom'd to feel, 

The heart its weakneſs ſhould conceal. 


The bluſh that ſpeaks the ſoften'd mind, 
The ſigh that notes the wiſh behind; 
The tear which down the cheek will ſteal, 
With cautious art we ſhould conceal, 


And yet if honour. guides the youth, 
And welcome love 1s led by truth, 
With joy at Hymen's porch we kneel, 
Nor ſtrive our weak neſz to conceal, 


8 
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| Lond, what care I for mam or dad? 


Why let em ſcold and bellow, 
For while I live, I'll love my lad, 
He's ſueh a charming fellow. 


The laſt fair day on Gander green, 
The youth, he danc'd ſo well-o, 


So ſpruce a lad was never ſcen, 


As my ſweet charming fellow, « | 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow ; 


Says he my dear, III fee you home 
1 thank'd the charming fellow. _ 
We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell o, 


| I'll kiſs you here by this good light 


Lord what a charming fellow. 


You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ye bells ring out my knell-o, 

Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow, | 
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Won betide each t-nder fair, | 
Who now beholds you muſt adore you; 


Such a ſhape, and ſuch an air, 
Will make each beauty fall before you. 


| Narciſſus fate and yours were one, 
Could you but your own charms diſcover, 
You'd die as many a fop has done, 
Only of himſelf a Jover, 


P ATIE is a lover gay, | 
His brow 1s never cloudy, 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy; 

Shape is handſome, middle ſire, 
He's ſtately in his walking, 

The ſhining of his e'en ſurprize, 


% 


| 


Tis heav'n te hear him talking, go . 
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Laft night I met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There many a kindly word he ſpake, | 
That ſet my heart a glowing, - 
He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad he mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of ony, 


Tbat gave me leave to fing ſa fine, 


O corn riggs they are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maift they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 
Theo I'll comply, and marry Pat, 
* And ſoon my cookernonny, 
He's free to towzle air or late, 
Where corn riggs they are bonny. 


Wy EN May day buds xs were ſeen, 
And flow'rets deek'd the ground, 
When my laſt birth-day told nineteen, 
And time came ſmiling round: 
My mother oft, with anxious care, 
> With how, and where, and when, 
Wou'd tel of many a wily ſnare * 
That ſhe had ſcap'd from men. 
Then bade me ſhun young Fockey's art, 
From his embraces fly, 
Left he fliovid flea! my fimple heart, 
> But no, indeed, not I, ' 


His bair was flaxen, and he ſung, 
Like any nightingale ; | 

His cheeks were roſy, and his tongue 
Told many a flatt'ring tale: 

He met me here, he met me there, 
With kiſs, and ſong, and ſmile; 

At mill and meadow, wake and fair, 
And at the milking ſtile. | 

By chance, as 'twere, at night or noon, 
To find him I would fly ; z; 

Yet if he afk'd the ſmalleſt boon, 

* 'T was no, ingred, not I, 


[He toy'd with Jenny 


|By Bridget of the br 
She bade me 


Il bir my lips, he ſmil'd on Sue; 
Now was not that provoking ? 
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For twicc twelve-months had Harry ſued, 
With downcaft looks and fighing ; 
| Yet never caught me in the mood 


s for LADIES. 1 ne 
Poor Jocly, vex'd to be ſo teaz'd, . oft 


Reſolv'd my love to prove; _ 
No more the ſtruggling kiſs he ſeiz d, 
Nor ſought me in the grove; 
the green, 
He gave her kiſſes three; 
'was ſeen, 
Twas Bridget told it me 

3 young Focky's art, 
From his embraces fly, 


1 Left he ſhould ſteal my tender heart, 


But na, indeed, not I. 


At length he aſk's of me to wed, 


With many a tender vowy 


i ſmil'd, I fimper'd, hung my head, 


And louk'sd, I ſcarce know how: 


[1 wiſh'd, I fear'd, I ſcarce knew what; 


He bluſh'd, and begg'd, and figh'd, 
He-preſs'd, and ſaid, You'll ſurely not 
Refuſe to be my bride ? "A 
Lord help me ! how could I refrain? 
'T were finful too to lye; 
So when he aſked that again, 
„was no, indeed, not I, 


7 


For ſoftneſs or complying; 


Til told by Phillis of the grove 


(And ſhe T hop'd was joking) 
Her ſiſter Suſan heard his love, 


| | Now was not that provoking ? 


Till told by, c. 


Next ev ning, ere the ſun way down, 


To Suſan's cot I hied me, 
A little after came the clown, 


He ſimper d v hen he ſpied me: 


Convinc'd what Pbillis ſaid waz true, 
With paſſion almoit choaking, 
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When, whiſper'd in the ear by pride, 
To ſee me vex'd would pleaſe him 
My anger I reſalveg to hide, 15 5 
| To flirt, be gay, and teaſe him; 
To laugh as well as he, I try'd, - 
While Sue his cheek was ſtroking, 
But ſomehow ta, I believe I cry'd, 
Now was not thatprovoking. _ 
To laugh as well, Sc. 


Since when I've found out to my coſt, 
At home I'd beſt have tarry'd; 

For Harry's love I've ſurely loſt, 
As he and Sue are marry'd, : 

Lead apes! no, that I will not do; 
But I muſt end my croaking, 

Lett I ſhould Joſe your patience too, 
And that would be provoking. . 

Lead apes, Sc. | 


9 
* 
* " 


AX my tongue, it is a ſhame: 
Merlin, fore, is much to blame, 
Nor to let it ſweetly flow. 
Yet the favours of the great, 
And the ſilly maiden's fate, 
Oft depend on Ves or No. 
| Lack a-day! !- 
Poor Fatima 
Stinted ſo, | 
To Yes or No. 


Shoy!d I want to ta)k or chat, 
Tell Urganda this or that, 
How ſhall J about it go! 
Let her aſk me what ſhe will, 
Imuſt keep my elapper ſtill, 
dtriking only Yes or No, 
Lack a day! 
Poor Fatima ! 
Stinted ſo, 
To Yes or No! 
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0! Take this wreathe my hand has wove, 


The pledge and emblem of my love; 


Some for Lavies, 
\ 
'S 
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| Theſe flow'rs will keep their brighteſt hue, 
While you are conſtant, kind, and true: 
But ſhould you, falſe to love and me, __ 
| Wiſh from my fondneſs to be free ; 3 


Forboding that my fate is nigh, 
Each grateful flow'r will droop and die. 


- . 4 
- . 
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O N Mon day, young Colin, who liv'd in the dale, 
Came to me when milking, and carry'd my pail; 
He ſaid that he well had examin'd his minds, 
'He'd wed me on Wedneſday, if I was inclin'd;; [ brook 
And vow'd, when we came to the willow-deck'd 
If I doubted his truth, he'd ſwear on the book, + 


Toknow if my lover wou'd keep to his vow, 


on Tueſday, the while he was buſy at plow, 


I ran to the cot of old Dorcas below, * 
And bege'd the wouꝰd tell me the thing I wou'd lænow]˖ 
{I gave her a ſixpence I'd ſav'd from my youtb, 
And promis'd another to come at the truth, 
Her ſpectacles quickly ſhe took from her fide, | 
Examin'd my hand, aſk'd me.queſtions beſide z 
Then told me ſhe ſaw, by a ſpark in my eye, 

If Colin was willing, twas beſt to compljß: | 
Then ſaid, child do this, leſt your wiſhes are eroſi d, 
For in matters of love, no time's to be loſt, . 


On Wedneſday he came dizen's out in his beſt, 
He gave me a poiey to ſtick in my breaſt ; 


{Then ſweetly he kiſs'd me, and told me the time, 


And faid, let us haſte ere the village bell, chimes, 
But 1, ſilly I, ſure the worſt of my kind! 
Reply'a with a ſneer, Sir, I've alter'd my mind. 


At this, with reſentment becoming the ſwain, 


| He turn'd from a fool, and went off with di ſdain; 
{As ſoon as he left me, I thought on my fate, 


And the words of old Dorcas, but ah ! *twas 100 late! 


{I can to the vale, ſearch'd the hamlets around, 


To find out my ſwain, but no Coliz I found. 


on T burſday, ſo ſoon as the lark ſtruck my ear, 


1 travers'd the meads in purſuit of my dear; 
Sing on, pretty lark, (to the warbler I cry d) 


ou'rt 


* 
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Thou'rt happy, becauſe thou art trueto thy bride: O. An . 


But alas! alt endeavours were idle and vain! | 
Not one on the meadows knew aught of my ſwain. 


When Friday was come I grew ſick of my lot; 
I ran to the vale, and enquir'd at each cot; 

But ſvcceſsJefs, atas ! were all efforts to me, 

No tidings I heard, nor no Celin cou'd ſee : 

*P was Saturday, now, and the ſearch I renew'd, 
As luckleſs as ever, the ſ:arch I putſu'd, 


On Sunday I wander'd diſtracted till noon, 
When the bells gan a peal, delightful in tune; 
IT ſtopt the firft perſon I met in my way, 
And aſked the cauſe of their being ſo gay 

Who told me, this morning young Colin had been 
Wedded to beautiful Doll of the green. x 


+ That inftant I ran to the green willow'd brook, 
Where Colin had ſwore to be true on a book; 

My garters I bound to the ſturdieſt bougb, 

And had aQed, ye virgins, I cannot tell how! 

If reaſon had not interpos'd with her aid, 

And bade me deſift, for a filly young maid, 


Ye maidens who hear me, ne'er act ſuch a part, 
Nor reject the true ſwain who'd yield yuu his heart; 
Comply when he's kind, for I've known to my coſt, 
In matters of love there's no time to be loſt, 

Do this, and no cauſe in your boſom ſhall Jurk, 

To make you repent of a pretty week's work. 
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HEN my hero in court appears, 

And ftands arraign'd for his life; 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 

For ah, poor Polly's his wife. 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
Diftreft, on the daſhing wave. 

To die a drv death at land, 
Is as bad as a wat'ry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly! 
A lack, and a well a- day! 
Before I was in love, | 


Oh! every month was May. 


as my love is ſa 
Gently blow, ye eaftern gales 3 
Love his dear apptoach is hailing, 
i- Flies to view the ſwelling ſails. 


'er the ocean whilſt he's roving, 
Who has bray'd'the ſultry clime, 
I engure the pain of Joving, 

I grow fick of thought and time. 


Sea-nymphs all the while are playing, 
Guard his veſſel ſafe from harms 5 

But no more ſhall he be ſlaying, 

Damen's port ſhall be my arms. 


the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lilly, glows 5 
His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets woven down his back. 


'F 3 2 f 
His eyes with milder beauties beam, 
Than billing dove: beſide the ſtream 
His youthful cheeks are beds of low'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs. 


His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Still dropping with a fragrant dew; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 

And as erect his form he bears, 


ON his face 


f 3 
8 INCE ſweet love has ha 
Of my fond and tender breaſt, 
Take my free and true confeſſion, 
Friendſhip is too cold a gueſt. 


Love has got the whole direction, 
Friendſhip has no longer charms 3 
[Only mutual, ſtrong affection, 

Now my raptur'd boſom burns. 


Friendſhip now is cool as reaſon, 
Taſteleſs all it's pleaſures prove; 

Love's the paſſion now in ſeaſon; 
Welcome, dear bewitching love. 
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Says Phebe, ee 19 = love 
A ſtranger to that mind 0 


V hich pity and eſteem can move, 
Which can be juſt and kind? 


s it becauſe you fear to prove 
The ills that love moleſt; 

The jealous cares. the ſighs that move 
The captivated breaſt? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe, 
We every bliſe muſt gain; 
That heart can ne'er a tranſport knows 


That never felt a pain, 
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Sound the fife, beat the Pct , tom y ſtandard n 
All ye lads who will conquer or die; 
At requeſt of my ſex, as a captain I'm here, 
The men's courage and valour to try: 
'Tis your king and your country now call for your 
And the ladies command you to go; [aid, 
By me they announce it, and you, who're afraid, 
Or refuſe, our vengeance ſhall know, 


hen firft to the ſingle - theſe things I declare, 

So each maiden moſt firmly decrees, ) 
ota kiſs will be granted, by black, brown, or fair; 
Not an ogle, a ſigh, or a ſqueeze, 
To the married—if they but look glum, or ſay, no, 
Should the monſieur dare bluſter or huff, 
eve determin'd, nem. con. that their foreheads ſhall 


A word to the wiſe is enough. [ſhew.... 


heſe puniſhments we've in terrorem proclaim'd; 

But till, ſhould your courage be lacking, 

1 our dernier reſort, this reſolve ſhall be nam'd, 

Which, egad ! will ſoon ſend you all packing, 

ell the-breeches aſſume, pon my honor tis true! 

80 determine, maids, widows, and wives 

tt we'll march, beat the French, then march back, 
{and beat you, | 


Aye, and wear em the reſt of our lives, 


—— 
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HE that would gain a 1 — 


Muſt at a diſtance keep the flave, 
Nor by a look her heart diſcover; 
Mien ſhould but gueſs the thoughts we have. 


| Whilſt they're in doubt, their flame increaſes ; 


And all attendance they will pay: 
When we're poſſeſs'd their tranſport ceaſes, 
And vows, like vapours, fleet away. 
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Smen Fenny thinks mean her heart's love to deny, 


And Peggy's uneaſy when Harry's not nigh ; 


II will own, without bluſhing, were all the warld by, 
| That 97's the lad, the lad for me. 


He brought me a wreath which his bead did compoſe, 
Where the dale-lovioglily wastwin'd with the roſe 3 
Young myrtle in ſprigs did the border incloſe, 

And Villy's the lad, the lad for me. 


| By myrtle, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd ; 


The roſe, like your lips, in vermillion is drefs'd: _ 
And the lil) for whiteneſs, would vie with your breaſt 
And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 

Theſe ribbands of mine were his gifts at the fair, 

My mother look'd croſs, and cry'd, Fanny be ware! 


| But d'ye think I regard her? not I, I declare, 
And Willys the lad, the lad for me. 


Beneath a tall beach, and rectin'd on his crook, 

I ſaw my young ſhepherd ; ; how ſweet was his look! 
He aſk'd for one kiſs, but an hundred he took, 

And Willhy's the lad, the lad for me. 

Then what can I do, O inſtruct me, ye maids! 
When a lover fo kindly, ſo warmly invades, 
Whoſe filence as much as his language-perſuades > 


And Willy's the lad, the lad for me. 


To- prudence may preſs me. 

And duty diſtreſs he, 

Againſt inclination, ah! ſ what can they go ? 
No longer a rover, 

His follies are over, 


My heart, my ſond heart, ſays, my 1 is true. 


* N 
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Tbe bee thus as changing, 


From ſweet to ſweet ranging, 


A roſe ſhould he light on ne'er wiſhes io ſtray; 


With raptures poſſeſſing 
In one ev'ry blefling, 


Till torn from her boſom ne'er flies far away, 
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TAT little rogue Cupid 1 yow, 

Is playing ſuch-tricks with my heart, 
I flutter— l cannot tell how, 

Vet feel the ſharp pangs of his dart, 
What cruel, ungenerous ſwain, 

Could ſend this fond urchin to me, 
Whoſe heart was a ſtranger to pain, 

And e'er rov'd as free as a bee. 


But now my poor ſenſes are gone, 

My ſpirits are fled from me quite, 
And I'm a poor maiden forlorn, 

No reſt can I take day or night. 
How happy, ah! once, ſure, was 1 ! 
* So cheartully roſe in the morn, 
But now am addicted to figh 

For him that I treated with ſcorn. 


Young Caledon muſt be the ſwain, 
None like him appears to my view; 
He caught my fond heart on tne plain, 
Ah! ſhepherd, I'm wretched for you: 
Oh ! come then, dear youth, ard be kii.d, 
No longer diſdaiaful I'll be, 
But harbour content in my mind, 
And think upon no one but thee. 


2 ——— 
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Tax Kory goes, that RE Bet, 
Reſoiv'd to play the field coquette, 
Amongſt the ruitic biccd; 
Nur tit'd of flirting on the green, 
Sne cry'd, who'd live, to live uaſcen ! 
Not I, not I, indeed. 


Away the flies, leaves ev'ry ſquire, 
To tell his tale by winter fire, 
While hearts like cherries bleed: 
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But what's all this to I? ſays ſhe; 
| A rural life won't do for me, 
It won't, it won't, indeed. 


Give me the Park to flaunt about, 

The play-houſe, Ranclagb, and route. 

But how did this ſuccecd ? 

Admir'd by lords, ſhe Joſt her fame, 

Cn ev'ry window glar'd her name, 
Tis true, 'tis true indeed. 


at length the ſought the ſlighted plain, 
| Grew a good girl, careſs'd her fwain, 


And ſoon they were aꝑreed: 
Will you not love me now ? he ſays. 


O yes! the longeſt nights and days, 


Fil jove, Tit Jove, indeed, 


| — 3352 — 
Wir tuneful pipe and meiry glee, 
| Young Willy won my heart, ig 
A blyther ſwain you could na ſee, 

All beauty without art. 
Willy's rare, and Willy s fair, 
And Willys wond'rovs bonny 

Ard Willy ſays he'll marry me 
Gine'er he'll marry ony. 
O came you by yon water- ſide, 
Pull'd you the roſe or lily, 

Or came you by yon meadow green, 

Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy. 
| Willy's rare, and Willys fair, Ke, 


Sin now the trees are in their bloom, 


And flow'rs ſpread o'er ilka field, 
1'il} meet my lad among the broom, 
An: lead him to my ſummer's ſhield, 
Willys rare, and Willys fair, &c. - 


4 


Ware 7, O Cupid { to Leander 
Sighs that rend my tender breaſt; 

{ Whilſt I tray in groves meander, 

Bid him fly to make me bleſt. 
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| Purling :i11s be gently flowing, 
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Op'ning glades your ſweets diftill ; 
Sooth a heart's inceſſant glowing, 
With content my fancy fill. 


Haſte, eh haſte! my lover to me; 

Fear not, now, my cold diſdain: _ 
While, ſweet ſhepherd, you purſue me, 

To keep my heart I ftrive in vain, 
Tuo man has long boaſted an abſolute ſway, 
While woman's hard fate was love, honour, obey; 
At length over wedlock fair liberty dawns, 
And the lords of creation muſt pull in their horns; 
For Hymen among ye proclaims his decree, 


When huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free 


LADIES, 


How long I ſhall love him, I can no more tell, 
Than had I a fever, when I ſhould be well. 


My paſſion ſhall kill me before Iwill ſhew it, 
And yet I would give all the world he did know it: 


But oh, how I figh, when I think ſhould he woo me, 


I cannot deny what I know wou'd undo me! 


Y ——m_— iz 
OUNG Roger be courted me for a whole year, 
Ile ſighed and made ſuch a moan, 


| That I lov'd him, yet dare not to tell him (chro' fear} 


So I vow'd that I would lie alone, 

He ſaid, and he ſwore, if I'd be his bride, 
He would bring me to fine London town, 

I ſhould ſee Fox's. Hall and the playhouſe beſide, 
But I ſtill ſaid I would lie alone. 3 


Away with your doubts, your ſurmiſes, and fears, Away then he went, to the dance at the fair, 


"Tis Venus bears up for her gay volunteers; 

Faliſt at her banner, you'll vanquiſhgwith eaſe, 

And make of your huſbands what creatures you pleaſe; 
To arms then, ye fair ones, and let the world ſee, 
When huſbangs are tyrants, their wives will be free. 


The rights of your ſex, would you e er ſee reſtor'd, 
Your tongues ſhou'd be us'd as a two edged ſword ; 
That ear piercing weapon each huſband muſt dreed, 
Who thinks of the marks you may place on his head; 
Then wiſely unite, till the men all agree, 

Thai woman, dear woman, ſhall ever be free. 


No more ſhall the wife, all as meek as a lamb, 
Be ſubiect to, zounds! do you know who Jam? 
Domeſ. ic politeneſs ſhall flouriſh again, 

When women take courage to govern the men 
Then ſtand to your charter, and let the world ſee, 
Tho' huſbands are tyrants, their wives will be free. 
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6 
To little or no purpoſe I ſpent many days, 

In ranging the Park, th* Exchange, and the plays; 
For ne'er in my rambles, till now, did I prove 

So lucky to meet with the man I cou'd love, 

u how am I pleas'd, when I think on this man, 
hat I find I muſt leye, let me do what I can, 


Where I ſaw him give Sue a green gown z 
I wiſh'd from my heart that I had not gone there, 
And hop'd that ſhe might lie alone: 928 
I redden'd and fFgh'd, I danc'd and I cry'd, 
And my heart ſent forth many a groan 
To get him again all my aris they were try d, 
For I now thought I'd not lie alone, 


T'other ev'ning he came to my cot, with a ſmile, 

And aſk'd if I kinder was grown; 

I told him no longer bis hopes I'd beguile, 

Nor would I he longer alone; 

To London we came, to the play houſe I've been, 
And then der Foxhall was | ſhewn; . 

Such drefling, ſuch dancing, ſuch fights have I ſeen, 
That 1 am glad I no more lie alone. ET 
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He ſtole to my chamber; and ſat by my fide; [bride, 
When he open'd the curtains, ſuch joy *twas to me, 
That my heart play'd a tune, that went pitty patty. 
But feigning to fleep (oh, how great was my. bliſs !) 
So gently, fo kindly, he gave mie a Kkiſe! 

Then my head to his boſom he preſs d with ſuch glee, 


That my heart play'd a tune, that went pitty patty. 
J. | Grows 
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Tur morning young Feckey would make me his 


110 | SoNGs for LADIES. 


Grown bold with ſucceſs, he ventur'd to take, 
A fecond ſfalute— Then 'twas time to awake, 

Ariſe, love, he ſaid, to the kirk let us flee, 

As our hearts play a tune that goes pitty patty, 
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WI EN hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My hear it was going to break, 
My life appear d worthleſs my care, 
But now I will ſav't for thy ſake. 


Whegge*er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 

With me his dear image ſhall ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him ever in ſight, 


With parience I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms, 
Hope time away till thou appear, 
For ay to lock thee in my arms, 


Whilſt thou was a ſhepherd I priz'd, 
No higher degree in this life, 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height that's becoming a wife, 


For heauty, that's only ſkin deep, 
Muſt fade like the gowans in May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever without a decay. 


Nor age nor the changes of life 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband have ſenſe to approve. 


'% 6 —————_—— 
W urn laſt we parted on the plain, 
Fond Damon ſeem'd full lothe to go; 
He kiſs'd and ſaid, That ſoon again 
He'd come and wou'd not leave me fo; 
For that, ſays he, the time is near, 
And then, my love, I do deſign, 
It is the beſt day in the year, 
To come and be your /alertine, 


T wiſh'd the tedious hours to fly, | 
And long'd the look'd for day to ſee; 


And as the time then grew ſo nigh, 
How bleſt, thought I, will Nancy be! 
The morning carne, and at my door 
J heard a noiſe, that ſaid, Incline 


1 For once, dear girl, if never more, 


To riſe and be my Falentine, 


A thouſand fears diſturb'd my mind, 

*T was Thyrfis there in Damon's ſtead, 
I thought my youth was quite unkind, 
Nor knew what ſhould be done or ſaid, 
I hop'd it could not be a fin, 

In ſpite to Damon now net mine, 

I let the kinder Thyrfis ing 

And was that ſhepherd's Valentine. 


Nor what I did I now repent,' 
For fickle Damon ſoon as light, 
'To Lucy on that morning weat, , 
Nor has been fince from out her ſight ! 
And Thyrſis, late but half lov'd ſwain, 
Is now both all and only mine; 


I bleſs the time that once was pain, 


He came to be my Valentine, 


% 
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WHAT is he gone? and can it be? 
And is ſhe then more fair than me ? 
| The fight of her might give me pain; 
Bring her not near me, fickle ſwain! 
And fince that you can leave me ſs, 
Go get you gone, for ever go, 


Oh! I in rage wou'd madly tear, 
This gaudy ribband from my hair; 
Theſe hated gifts I'd have him take; 
I'll wear no baubles for his lake; 

I ſcorn the gifts and hands untrue 
For her they well enough may do. 


How near was I when with a kiſs, 
He aſk'd my heart to anfwer yes! 
To hear him at the altar ſay, 


| {Vows be'd have broke the ſooneſt day! 


There he may love and take his fill, 


And ſwear to her juſt what he will, 
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A tival's pow'r I now defy, | 

| She may be bleſt, and ſo will I; 

Before 'i1s long I'm ſure to find, 

A ſwain more ſuited to my mind; 

Tien farewel, Florio, now for good, 

[| wou d not have you-if I cou'd. 
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© court me young Colin came many a mile, 
469 oft by my fide he has ſat; 

Nis meaning 1 often requeſted to know, 
Ano wonder*d wha! he would be at. 

To gain me he ſaid many pretty ſoit things, 
Deſcribing the height of his paſſion z 

When otien I've bid him to hold his foo!'s tongue, 
Tuo'—faith— twas againft inclination, 


I could not help laughing ſometimes 1 declare, 
When he ſwore that he lov'd beyond meaſure 

He'd kiſs me, and=tighing-he'd kiſs me again, 
Proteſting J was his whcle pleaſure : 

When I bid him forbear-my heart it ſaid=no, 
"Twas not in my heart to deny; 

And when he requeſted, if I'd be his wife, 
That moment-I thought I ſhou'd-die. 


The girl that ſays no, never meant it as ſo, 
Tho' ſeemingly prudith or ſly 3 

She may ſay wh -t the will-but cannot diſowa 
That no-the word-yes-does imply. 

ft times as he wal k'd he woul tell a love-tale, 
And vow, that for me he ſhou'd die. | 

But rather than ſuch a miſchance ſhould e'er hap, 
[thought I'd much better comply, _ 

heart all the time, how it play'd pit a. pit, 

The minute he urg'g his requeſt ! 

ind if, to be teiz d-I thought any more, 

It wo1''d, to the purpoſe=be beſt. 


All nonſenſe being over and done, 
be prieft at the altar united our nands, 
And Colin and I were mede one. 


J a 
O NG Focky who teiz q me a 12 month or more 
W bolder is grown than was mortal before, 


o ihe church in the village next morning we went, | 


; 
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He whiſpers ſuch things as no virgin-ſhould hear, 
And he preſſes my lips with a warmth I can't bear · 
With ftories of love he would ſoften my mind, 
And his eyes ſpeak a temper to miſchief inclin'd 
But I v w not a moment I'll truſt him alone, 

And when next he grows rude I will bid him be gane. 
Of honour and truth not a word has he ſpoke, 

And his actions declare he thinks virtue a joke: 

He ſhall find his miſtake if he ventures to try; 
For, than yield on ſuch terms, oh! Irather would die. 


With no creature befide he ſuch treedom dare take, 
Yet the handſome and witty he quits for my ſake : 
But how can I think that he loves me the beſt ? 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my reſt? 
Ob! Focky, reform, nor be foolith again, 

Left you loſe a fond heart you ſhall never regain 3 
If you change your behaviour, to church we will go, 


I'II forgive all tha''s paſt, and will never ſay no. 


399 i 
Y Oung Strephon, - ſhepherd the pride of the plain, 
Each day 1s attempting my kindneis to gain: 
'1E takes all occaſions his flame to renew; 


11 always reply, that his courting won't do, 
He ſpares no rich preſents to make me more kind, 


4nd xhauſts in my praiſe all the wit of his mind, 
I fay, I'm ngag'd, and | wiſh him co go; 

He aſks me ſo oft, till T rudely ſay no. 

To Thyrfis leſt Valentine's day, the dear youth, 


i re.l him J plighted my faich and mv truth; 


That weaitf cannot peace and contentment beſtow, 
And my heart is anoth»r*s—=ſo be: he will go. 


| That love is not purchas'd with titles and gold, 


N 


And the heart that is honeſt en never be ſold, 
That I ßgb not for grandeur, but look down on ſhow 
and to Thyrfis muſt haften, nor anſwer him no. 

He hears me and trembling all over, replies, 

If his ſuit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: 

He gives me his hand, and would force me to go; 

J pity his ſoff ring, but boldly ſay, no. | 


I try to avoid him in hopes of ſweet peace; 


He haunts me each moment to make me ſay Yes ? 
L 2 | But 
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But to-morrow, ye fair ones, with Thyr/7s I go; 
And truſt me, at church, that I will not ſay, no. 

| — 351 
Wuary I enter'd my — and threw playthings 
I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit fora bride ; [ -fide 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to enhance 
Por the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excel l'd, 
Such a face and ſuch treſſes ſure ne'er were beheld, 
T hat to gaze on my neck was all rapture & trance 
Oh, the maids will believe and the men will romance, 


Young Polydore ſaw me one night at the ball, 

And ſwore to my charms he a conqueſt muſt fall ; 
On his knees he intreated my hand for a dance, 
Ah, the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


e conducted me home when the paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much beauty before, 
He ogled and ſigh d, as he ſaw me advance, 


| 
Ah, the maids will believe and the men will romance. 


Then day after day I his company had: 

At length he declar'd all his flame to my dad; 

But my father lov'd money and would not adyance, 
And reply'd to my lover, Young men will romance. 
But tho” iny papa would not give us a ſhilling, 

My Poh dore ſwore he to wed me was willing; 

So to church we both went, & at night had a dance, 
And believe me, my Po/ydcre did ne: romance. 


A 2 
Warn firſt the Youth His fears forſook, 
And that he lov'd I fondly heard, 
What ſweetneſs was in ev'ry look ! 
What eloquence in ev'ry word! 
From her whole flore, to make me bleſs'd, 
Did fortune bid me chiſe ; 
How gladly would T all the reſt 
For love and him refuſe. 


T —_—__q.. 
HE laſs that would know how to manage a man, 
Let her lifien and learn it from me, 
His courage to quell, or his heart to trepan, 
As the time and occaſion agree, 
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The girl that has beauty, tho? ſmall be her wit 
May wheedle the clown or the beau. 
The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 
By the uſe of that pretty word No, 


When powder'd toupees around are in chat, 
Each ſtriving his paſſion to ſhew, 

With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
/Let her anſwer to all be, O no. 


When a doſe is contriv'd to lay virtue aſleep, 
A preſent, a treat, or a ball, | 
She fiill muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe'll keep, 

And No bt her anſwer to all, | 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go; | 

A houſe and a coach, and a jointyre in land, 
She's an ideot, if then ſhe ſays no. 


But if ſhe's attack'd by a youth full of charms, 
Whoſe courtſhip proclaim; him a man; 


Then let her ſay no, if ſhe can, | | 


Wy EN vapours o'er * die, 
And morning ftreaks the purple ſky, 
I wake to love with jocund glee, | 
To think on him who doats on me. 
When eve embrowns the verdant grove, 
And Philomel laments her love, | 
Each ſigb I breathe my lo- e reveals, 
An tells the pangs my boſom feels. 
With ſecret pleafure I ſurvey, | 
The frolic birds in am'rous play, 

While fondeſt cares my heart employ, 


| Which flutters, leaps, and beats for joy. 


* | A | 
Wurn firſt my dear fade gede to the green bil 
And 1 at ewe - milking firſt ſnow'd my young {kili 
To bear the milk bowie nae pain gave to me, 
So at eve I was bleſt with thy piping and. thee, 


| For aye as I milk'd, and aye as I ſang, 
My yellow haic'd laddie ſhall be my good mat. 


When preſs'd to his boſom, and claſp'd in his atm, 


S:repho! 

Moy? 
Srepbor 

Is pro 
Tlove an 
No more 
I've try 
and all x 


O tak, 
That lang 
ind whe, 
Lou have 
hen to te 
at you 
The tread 
nd ſtraig! 
o expreſs 
nd thus v 
hen to 
hen he w 
ten he lo 
hen he th; 
ou now 
Then to 1 


When corn riggs waved yellow, and blue hether bells 
Bloom'd bonn) on mooriand, or ſweet riſing fells; 
Nae birns, briers, or brakens, gave trouble to me, 
So | eat the ſweet berries when gather'd by thee ; 
Forayeas I walk'd, and aye as | ſang 

My yellow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my good man. 


When you ran, or you wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came off the victor, my heart was aye fain, 
Give me ſtill all theſe pleaſures, my ſtudy thall be, 
To make myſelf better ard ſweeter for thee ; 
For aye as I wedded, and aye as I ſang, 
My yellow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my good man, 
W 356 f 75 
HEN I ſee my Strephon languiſh, 

With his tender love oppreſt, 
When I ſee his pain and anguiſh, 

Pity moves my tender breaſt, 


Serephon's plain and humble nature 
Mov'd me firſt to hear his tale; 
Nrepbon's truth, by every creature, 

Is proclaim'd through all the vale, 
Ilove and am belov'd again, 
No more ſhall Strepbon ſigh in vain ! 
I've try'd his faith, and find it true, 
ind all my coyneſs bid adieu. 


j 


tms, 


. 
9JJßßßCßͤCÜ .... 

O take in good part the ſqueeze of the hand, 
That language of lovers who dare not demand, 
\nd when with another as cloſe and as dear, 
Lou have made him believe his happineſs near; 
Then to tell him a tale of a cock and a bull, [ fool, 
hat you meant no ſuch thing, but was playing the 


[he tread on the toe to admit and be free, 

ind ſtraight to reply with the toe repartee 3 

d expreſs with your eyes your inward deſires, 
nd thus with full hopes to kindle his fires; 
Then to tell him a tale, c. 


hen he wants to diſcloſe what he dares not reveal : 
hen he looks very filly, and means a great deal; 
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Vo let him, enraptur'd, proceed on to bliſs; N 
To ſuffer the ſnatch or the theft of a kiſs; 
When coyneſs retreating unwillingly flies; 


| + hen ſighs anſwer murmurs, and eyes talk to eyes; 


then to tell him, Ec. 

Y 2 338 — 
OUNG Thyrfis, ye ſhepherds, is gone; 
look all around for the ſwain: | 

He's fled, and joy with him is flown 
He leaves me to ſorrow and pain. 

Where is it I madly wou'd rove ? | 
Can ye tell me what's left worth my ſtay ? 

Too late I perceive it was love 

All the while led my fancy aſtray, 


What avails if I tarry behind, 
Now my heart he has ſtole quite away ? 
Nd comfort on earth ſhall I find, 
No reſt or by night or by day. 
When he ſung, oh! I liften'd with glee: 
When he ſmild, how I languiſh'd and figh'sd ! 
Ne'er though! I the moment to ſee, 
Than to ſee I cou'd wiſh to have died, 


But who is it comes o'er the green, 

'Tis Thyr/is, the ear, wiſh'd-for youth; 
Not death e'er ſhall part us, | ween, 
For than death is much ftronger his truth. 
The muſe ſaw them meet in the grove z 
Saw the maid and the ſhepherd all bleſt ; 
He vow'd to be true to his love 
She dares not to whiſyer the reſt, 
W. Io 

HY will Delia thus retire, 

And lai-puiſh all ker life away, 
While the ſighine rowd admire ? 
*Tis too foo 107 hartſhorn tea. 


All thoſe diſmal | s and fretting 
Cannot Damsr's life reſtore; 

Long ago the worms have eat him, 

| You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your toilette, 


hen he thinks, it e'er thinking ſhou'd enter om 
ou now grant his wiſh,the eaſe of his pain z{ brain 
Then to tell him a tale, Cc. 


In the glaſs your face review, | 
* 50 
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So much weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no ſpring your charms renew. 


 Thke vou was born a woman, 
Well I know what vapours mean; | 
The diſeaſe, alas! is common; 
Single, we have all the ſpleen. 


All the morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'a the forrow yet?: 

Chuſe, among the pretty fellows, 
One of humovr, youth aud wit, 


Pr'ythee hear him ev'ry morning, 

At the leaſt an hour or two; 
Once again at night returning == 

I believe the doſe will do? 

— — 360 — — 

Ox E morning young Roger iccofted me thus. 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a buſs. 
Lord! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and your cart; 
Yes, Ithanic you for nothing, thank you for nothing, | 
Thank you for nothing with all my heart, 


Well then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 

He gave me'a box, with a paper of ſnuff; 

J took it, I own, yet had ſtill ſo much art 

To cry, thank you for nothing with all my heart. 


He ſaid, If ſo be he might make me his wife 
Good Lord! I was never ſo daſh'd in my life; 

Vet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my conſent, 

Ang with him, on Sunday, to chapel I went; 
But ſaid, 'twas my goodneſs more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my heart, 


The parſfon cry'd, child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk'd of honour, and love, and obeyz 
But faith, when his xeverence came to "that part, - 
There I thank's him for, nothing with all my beart_ 


At night our briſk neighbours the ſtocking: wait 
I maſt not tell tales, but I know what Tknow;[throw, 
Young Reger conſeiles I cur'd all his ſmart, 

Andlthank's nim for lomething with all my heart, 


4 Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 


; bs time and other ſwains made wiſe, 
| Began to talk of hearts and eyes, | 
| And love, ah well-a-day ! 
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Was ne'ec more blithe, was ne'er more gay, 


TRE blitheſt bird bas fings i in — 


Than I, ah well- a- day 
Than I, ah well-a day ! 


Or I to gueſs the reaſon why, 
Oh love, ah well-a-day ! 
Oh love, ah wel!-a-day ! 


We kiſs'd, we toy d, we neither knew : 
'Frem whence theſe fond maar waged grew, 
Till be, ah well a-day! 
Till he, Sec. 


” 
— 


And love, c. 


Kind nature now took Colin's part; 
My «yes inform'd againſt my heart: 
My heart, ah well-a-day ! 
My heart, Sc. 
Strait glow'd with thrilling ſympathy, 
And echo'd back each gentle ſigh, 
Each figh, ab well-a day! 
Each figh, Sc. 


Can love, alas ! by words be won ? 

He aſk'd a proof, a tender one. 
While I, ah well-a day! ; 
While I. Sc. 

In Glence bluſh'd a fond reply: 

Can ſhe who truly loves denz! ED 
Ah no, ah well-a day * 

Ah no, Cc. 


<A 


— — 362äüxk' 


As t'other day in harmleſs chat, 
With Sy/via I was walking, 

Admiring this, admiring that, 
Together ſweetly talking; 


Voung Damon met us in the grove, 
| With } Joy in every 88 


4 
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He preſt my hand, then wiſper'd love, I Tho! bolder grown, his vows to ſeal. - 
O what a charming creature! . He kiſe'd my bonny mou'. 


His paffion oft times he expreis'd 


| 


98.— 


ö 

| 

In words ſo ſoft and kind, ; 5 I | | 1 

I felt a ſomething in my breaſt, Sigh and lament me in vain, | 
But doubts were in my mind, ' Theſe walls can but echo my moanz 

I told him be with Doll was ſeen, Alas! it increaſes my pain, N 
And ſure he came to meet her; When Ithink of the days that are gone, 
He vow'd I was his only Queen, | Thro? the gate of my priſon I ſee ; 
O what a charming creature! The birds as they wanton in air; F 


My heart how it pants to be free, 


To yonder church then ſhall we 507 My looks they abe wild with Geein 


He preſt me to comply; 


(How can the men thus teaze one ſo?) Above the oppreſt by my fate, 

I try'd from him to fly: burn with contempt for my foes, 
And will my Delia name the day | Tho? fortune has alter d my ftate, 

Let Damon kindly greet her ? She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe ;. 
Thus cloſely preſt, what could I ſay Falſe woman, in ages to come, 

To ſuch a charming creature? Thy malice deteſted ſhall be, 

| | And when we are cold in the tomb, 

A $3. 5 303 TT. Some heart till will ſorrow for me. 
2 es, Fare, 0 ee : ; wha | Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmayy 


And wha right glancing ſhu' d I-ſee , With filence and ſolitude dwell, 
But Woodland Foe the Hind? ? How comfortleſs paiſes the day, 


. 
He ſaid to me, my dow, ry. 


May I not fit upon this ſti le, < | Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around; | 


A > O Mary! prepare thee to die, 
7 e | My biood it runs cold at the ſound ! 
Wind Sir, ye are a wee miſta'en, 


For I am nane of theſe ; EN 305 —— 
l hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, WI LL you go to the Ewe Boghts, _— 
Than ruMe laſſes claiths. And wear in the ſheep wi' me ? 
The lad was check'd, and vow'd to ſeek The mavis ſings ſweetly, my Marion, 
Young Jane wi' blithſome brow z But nae ſa ſweetly as thee. 
She'd let him claſp her round the neck, Theſe aft were the words of my Sandy, 
And kiſs her bonny mou”, | S A At night 1 in the how of the glen, 


I ca'd him then proud hearted ſwain, At nae mair ſhall I meet wi my Sandy 3 


— — A ou —— — . — —— — 


And laith to be ſaid nay: © | For Sandy to India is SOAR 
A ſonſy thought he ſtarted then, | How can the trumpet” s loud clarion 
And nam d the wedding day. | Thus ſend a' the Shepherds afar! 
70 braw and blith, I lik 'd him weel, Oh cud na' the Ewe Bughts and Marion, | 
or frown upon him mow 5 Pleaſe mair than the horror ef war! | 


But, 


L 


1 a” 


1 
12 
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But, oh! *t's the gate o' them a', Sirs, 
In ſeeking for grandeur and fame, 

The lads daily wanger awa! Sirs, 
And leave their puir ſweethearts at hame, 


Qvuijcx VIA. 


But now that the troubles are over, 

And we're likely again to have reſt; 
I hope to get haud of my rover, 

And grip him again to my breaft. 
Oh! then to the Ewe Bughts ſhall Marion 

He aften dear Sandy wi' thee 
And when thou art wedded to Marion, 

Fu” blithſome and bleſt ſhall we be! 

— 366 — — 
* OUNG Stretſhen, pride of yonder plain, 
Long ſtrove my fi: kle heart to gain, 

With many an amo ous ditty: | 
I, ſmiling, heard the love ſick ſwain, 
Wich ſigh and ſong expreſs his pain, 

And told him 'twas a pity. 
With hopes to pleaſe, laſt Whitſun fair, 
He brought me ribbons for my hair, 

Wi h other preſents pretty: 
Then, ſmiling, ſu'd the ſame I'd wear; 
To caſe his anxious heart trom care; 

I ſaid *rwou'd be a pity, 


Next morning, early. on the green, 
With Kitty, toying, he was ſeen; 

He call'd her fair and witty 3 ; 
I ſmil'd, tho' fit to burſt with ſpleen, 
To ſee him kiſs the little queen, 

And cry'd it was a pity. 
This cunning fwain the conflict ey'd, 
And kindly gazing while I bgh'd, 

Forſogk the hand of Kitty: 
Then, ſmiling, begg'd i'd be his bride, 
I anſwered yes, or ſure he'd dy'd, 

And that hed been a. pity. 


| $07. pon 


| CASE! ceaſe, heari-eaſing tears; 


Adieu, you flatt'ring fears, 
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Which ſeven long tedious years 
| Taught me to bear. 
Tears are for lighter woes; 
Fear no ſuch danger knows 

As Fate remorſelieſs ſhews, 
Endleſs deſpair ! 


Dear cauſe of all my pain, 
On the wide ftormy main 
Thou waſt preſerv'd in vain, 

| Tho? {till ador'd | 
Hadſt thou dy'd there unſeen, 


|My wounded eyes had been 


Sav'd from the direſt ſcene 
Maid e'er deplor'd! 
88 — 
Let me live remov'd from noiſe, 
Remov'd from ſcenes of pride and\ſtrite, 
And only taſte thoſe tranquil joys, 
Which Heav'n beſtows on rural life! 
Innocence ſhall guide my youth, 
Whilſt Nature's paths I ſtill purſue, 
Each Rep | take be mark'd with truth, 
And Virtue ever be my view. 


{ 


Adieu ye gay, adieu ye great, 

I ſee vou all without a ſigh, 
Contented with my happier fare, 

In filence lei me live and die 
Sweet Peace I'll court to follow me, 

Ard woo the Graces to my cell, 
For all the Graces love to be 

Where Innocence and Virtue dwell. 


0 

TE ruddy morn dlink 9 o'er the brae, 
As blythe I gang'd to milk my kine 

When near the winding bourn of tay, 
Wi bonny gait, and twa black een, 

A highland lad fae kind me tent, 
Saying, ſonſy laſs, how's a wi' you? 

Shall J your pail tak o'er the bent? 


As I were linkan o'er the lee 


»Twas yes, Kind Sir, and I thank you too. 


Again he met me i' the e'en, 


till Prut 
For J co! 
My mot! 
"Of Tþ 
thank J 


That pru 
But did f 


very mt 


Une Mid, 
Cy Stref 
Le tid, tl 
And wou! 
Ithank'd 

Tuich I 


To join the dance upoh thegreen, 
And ſaid blithe laſs T'se gang wi' thee, 

dae braw he look'd i' th' highland gear, 
Nis tartan plaid, and bonnet blue 

My heart ſtraight whiſper's in my ear, 
Say yes, kind Sir, and Ithank you too. 


We danc'd until the gleaming moon 

Gave notice that *twas time to part; 
1thought the reel was o'er too ſoon, 

For ah ! the lad had ſtaw' my heart. 
He ſaw me hame acroſs the plain, 

Then kiſs ſae ſweet, I vow 'tis true, 
That when he aſk'd to kiſs again, 

"Twas yes, kind Sir, anè I thank you too. 


Grows bauld he preſs'd to ſtay the night, 
Then grip'd me cloſe unto his breaſt; 

Howt lad] my mither fair wou'd flyte, 
Gin that I grant wi'out the prieft, 

Gang firft fore him, gif ye be leel, 
I ken right what Ithen maun Yo; 

For aſk to kiſs me when you will, 


'Twiil be, yes, dear love, and | thanle you too, 


270 —— 


Ont tell me, ye ſhepherds, that live on the lee, 
Was e'er a young virgin more virtuous than me! 


vince nineteen long winters I've fairly ſeen o'er, 


And my virtue preſery'd, can a maiden ſay more! 


till prudent remain, yet am noprudiſh Miſs, 


for I could if I would, long e'er this dohe amiſs. 


Wl; mother, ſo cautious, cries, © Kitty, beware 
Of Thirfis and Damon, and Colin take care“ 
lihank her, and tell her, her words Ii! fulfil, 


That prudence ſhall guide let me go where I will; 


but did the reſtrain me, I promiſe her this, 
very much fear that I might do amiſs, 


ne Midſummer eve, as J walk'd o'er the vale, 
v3y Strepbon o'ertook me and told a love tale; 
Feſaig, that he tov'd me the moſt of the mead, 
nd would ever prefer me, indeed and indeed; 
thank'd the kind ſhepherd—he offer'd a kiſs; 
nich I kindly accepted, as nothing amils. 


= 
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He told me, I look'd like the Cyprian Queen; 
But ſurely more charming in manner and mien 
I curtfied and thank'd ; he ſaid in the grove 

te [']I ſhew my dear Kitty the bower of love 3 
But as I ſuſpected ſome miſchicf in this, 

I drew back my hand, and did nothing amiſs. 


The evening was fair and the ſeaſon was mild, 
And as I had heagd much of maidens beguil'd, 
By beark*ning too much to the ſuit of a ſwainy 

I left the fond ſhepherd alone on the plain, 
And ran home to milking, (no harm was 1n this) 
Since caution prevented my doing amiſs. 


The ladies of pleaſure may laugh at my rule, 5 
And ery—“ the young wench is an innocent fool“, 
But let me juſt tell them by way of a pun, 


The men I admire, but their artifice ſhun; 


I'm ſatisfied now in pure innocent bliſs, 


And when Hymen approves, I'll not do amiſs, 


IN Summer, when the leaves were green, and bloſ- 


ſoms deck 'd each tree, Ito me; 
Voung Teddy then declar'd his love, his artleſs love 
On Shannon's flow'ry banks we fat, and there he told 
his tale | 


Ah well-a-day, you ſee me pine inſorrow anddeſpairy 
Yet heed-me not, then let me die, and end my grief 

and care. [my thanks, 
Ah! no, dear youth, I ſoftly ſaid, ſuch love dem nds 
And here I yoweternal truth—on Shannon's flow'ry 


And here we vow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, [ſuch artleſs pranks, 
And then we gather'd ſweeteſt flowers, and play'd 
But woe is me, the preſs-gang came, and forc'd my 
Ned away, "i [wedding day. 
Juſt when we nam'd next morning fair—to be our 
My love, he-cried, they force me hence, but ſtillmy 
heart is thine [is mine; 


All peace be your's, my gentle Pat, while war and toil 
"Þ 1 * » MY ge , With 
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Oh Patty, ſofteſt of thy ſex, O let fond love prevail! 


banks. 
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With riches T'!l return to thee—- I ſobb'd out words 
of tha ks . [b anks. 
And then he vow d eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 


And then he yow'd eternal truth on Shannon's flow'ry 
banks, | ſranks, 
And then I ſaw him fail away, and join the hoſtile 
From morn to eve, for twelve dull months his ab 
ſence ſad I mourn'd | ne'er return'd 
The peace was made—the ſhip ca e back - bu Teddy 
His beauteous face, his manly form, has won a noble 
fair ' [ pair. 
My Teddy's falie, and I forlorn. muſt 6ie in fad dei 
Yegeritie maidens ſee me laid, u hiſe you ſtand round 
in ranks 7 BY (banks. 
And plant a willow o'er my head on Shannon's Row'ry 
— 172 4 


* Hat m eans this loud tumult, this conftant alarm? 


3 4 4 
Tis he foe o he Amazons arm vir-ins, arm; 
With the belmet vt virtue ciftinguifh your brow, 


Sor Gs for-Lapits. 


Vice and folly their flags now diſplay to full view; 
o conquer by prudence belongs now to you: 

In the fair field of fame then exert ev'ry charm, 

And let the loud trumpets ſound, arm, virgins, arm! 


Rear the ſtandard of honour. the flag of our race, 
Wich the trophies now won without blame or diſgrace 
When proudly thole lords of the world would controul 
That charm of diſtinRion; a woman's free ſou}; 

When we drove them inglorious away from the field, 
A d by pri.dence and virtue compeli'd them to yield: 
Then rouſ- to the battle, exert ev'ry charm, [arm! 
While the trumpet loud ſounding cries, arm, females, 


Thus ith: Amazons once, as by poets we're told, 
{n defence of their honour and condud were bold; 
Defes each ain coxcomb of powder and prate, 
and nobly determin'd te be a free ſtate : | 
Ve females of Britaia, adopt the fame plan, 

And thus prove the brighteſt examples to man; 
To tliole who are wor hy diſplay ev'ry charm, 


And the foes to our peace we ſhaij quickly lay low, 


5 | 
Bu: when others invade on, then arm, females, arm! 


* - * —_— 
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HEN here, Lacinda, fiuſt we came, 
Were Arno roils his filver ſtream, 

How briſk the nymphs the ſwains how gay ! 
Content nipir'd each rural lay: 
The birds in liveiter concert ſung, 
The graves in thicker cuſters hung; 
All iook'd as joy could never fail 
Among the ſweets of Arno's vale, 


But fince the good Palemon dy'd, 

The chief of ſhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's ſons muſt all give place 

To northern men, an iron race: 


The taſte of pleaſure now is o'er 3 
Thy notes, Lucinda. pleaſe no more; 
The muſes drovp, he Goths prevail; 
Adicu the ſweets of Arno's vale ! 


} 


5 1 

H 'W vleas'd within my native bow 75, 
Ere while I paſs the day; 

Was ever ſcene fo deck'd wich flow'rs, 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay! | 

How ſweetly ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And ail the landſcape round; 

The rivers gliding down the dale, 


3} The hill with beeches crown'd ! 
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But now, when urg'd by tender woes, 
I ſpeed to meet my dear; 

That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And ſtop my fond career. | 

No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wanted charms I ſee; 

That verdant hill, and filver ſtream, 
Divide my love and me, 


Ar once I'm in love with two nymphs thatare fair, 


Nor can ſhrub, nor can bloſſom, be better than thoſe, 
And Jenny's my myrtle, and Chloe's my role, 


My Chlce is fond all her charms to diſplay, 

With the roſe in her cheek, ſhe to all would be gay; 
On all paler beauties ſhe looks down with pride, 
And can bear not a flow'ret to grow by her ſide, 


the thinks not how quickly theſe charms will expire 
That with May they firſt came, and with ſummer re- 
That pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, [tire ; 
And love, built on beauty, can't hold with a {wain. 


But Jenny, my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
No leaſon nor age can her features diſplace; 

She covets no praiſe, nor with envy is ſtung, 

he always is pleas*d, and is pleaſing and young. 


* 


hen, Chloe, J ſudden muſt make my retreat, 

hy roſe is too blooming, too ſhort-liv'd and ſweet ; 
but, Jenny, thy myrtle is laſting and green, 

dd all the year thro' thou the ſame ſtill art ſeen» 


UPID, god of ſoft perſuaſion, 
lake a helpleſs Jover's part: 

eize, oh ſeize ſome kind occaſion 

o reward a faithful heart. 


uily thoſe we tyrants call, 

no the body would eothrall ; 

yrants of more cruel kind, 

boſe who would enſlave the and, 


And to ſweets in my garden theſe nymphs I compare; 


GENTLEMEN. 


On! would Athen know what ſacred charms 


[This deftin'd heart of mine alarms 3 


{ 


A Sailor's voice. tho” 
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What is grandeur ? foe to reſt; 

Chilaiſh mummery at beſt. 

Happy I in humble ſtate! 

Catch, ye fools, the glitt' 1. bait, 
Cupid, god of, Sec. 


— — 8 — 


Chis deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 


What kind of nymph the heav'ns decree, 
The maid that's mad2 for love and me, 
(h. maid that's, Cc. 


Who joys to hear the gh fincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender tear, 
Who melts to ſee, &c, 

From each ungen tous paſſion free; 
Be ſuch che maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the maid, Ec. 


Whoſe heart with gen'rous friendſhip glows, 
Who feels che bleffiags ſhe beſtows, 

Who feels the bleſſings, &c, 

Gentle to all, but kind to me; 

e ſuch the maid that's made for me, 

Be ſuch the maid, &c, 


Whoſe fimple thoughts, devoid of art, 
Are all the natives of her heart, 

Are all the natives, Cc. 

A gentle train, from falſhood fiee ; 
Ze ſuch the maid that's made for me, 


Be ſuch the maid, &. 


Avaunt ! ye light coquettes, retire ! 
Where flatt' ring fops around admire, 
Where flatt* ring, Se. 

Unmov'd, your tinfel'd charms I ſee, 
Aore genuine beauties are for me, 
More genuine, &c. 

— 6 — 
coarſe, can raiſe 
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A note to melodize his lays, 
And quit the ſwelling ſeas to praiſe 


Cupid, god of, Cc. 
Bu fs | 


The charms of Highland Nelly. 


. Amidſt her nymphs when Venus ſtood, 


When the birdschaunt their amotous nates from esch | 


The d roning bagpipe ſhall be mute, 
Such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
Whea ev'ry muſe will tune her Jute 

In praiſe of Highland Nelly, 


Ye tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, | 

Where blythe content for ever reigns, 

Repeat abroad the honeſt ſtrains | 
Which flow in praiſe of Nelly, | 


Still be the Lowland laſſes fair, 

Still be they proud of golden hair; 

But where's the grace, the mien, the air, 
That ſhines in Highland Neliy. 


Fair as the left the briny flocd, 1 


Unleſs ſhe mov'd no gazer cou'd 
Diſcern the Queen of Beauty, 


So at a lowland ball I've ſeen, | 
Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen; EE 
But when the danc'd, ye gods ! ]'ve been 

In love with Highland Nelly, 


Ye virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend / 
The dictates of reaſon, who value a friend, | 
Come liſt to my counſel, and mark what I fay, | 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 

Ye, &c. | | 
Tho' guarded by virtue's all foſtering hands 
Tho' modeſty lend you her magiczl wand; 4 
Tho' innocence deck you with ſpotleſs array, 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of Jay. 


When firſt the gay beaunes of nature appear, 
And Pbœbus bright ſmile chears the juvenile year; 


Ye damſels beware of the dangers of Hay. [ ipray, 
Should Flora propoſe you the verual delight, 
Her delicate paintings exbibit to fight ; 

In her meagows and fields, ſhould you frolie and play, 


Beware, oh! beware of the dangers of May. 
When the blood briſkly flows, the all- eloquent eyes 


Soncs for GENTIIMEN. 
I The boſom quick-panting with force ſeems 
'Tis hard to reſiſt all tho dangers of May. 


Should an amorous youth this ſeſt ſcene to im 
With ardour implore the reward of his loy 


If Hymen attend you his dictates obey, 


Yes, Delia, tis at length too plain, 
My boaſted liberty how vain, 


Thy eyes triumphant prove: 
My freedom now I ceaſe to boaſt, 
But think that freedom nobly loſt, 

By ſerving thee and love. 


I talk'd, I laugh'd, with ev'ry fair, 


No jealous Pang, no anxious care, 


Did e'er my heart perplex ; 
Till 1 beheld, too lovely maid ! 
In thee, with ev'ry grace diſplay'd, 


The ebarms of all thy ſex, 
O Perus, queen of ſoft delignts, 
Accept a ſuppliant's pray'r, 
Who wiſhes to attend the rites 
In which thy vot'ries ſhare: 


{Inſpire his tongue with 12 airs, 


Vet void of art or ſkill, 
Whilſt he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the hill. — 


What firains, O goddeſs ! muſt he find 
To melt her frozen heart, 


Nor e'er his pain impart? 
Unleſs thy fon ſhall aid bis lays, 
And love in her inſtill, 


In vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 
Cf Party of the hill. 


Her cheeks with roſe and lily vies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbine, 
Inferior far unto her eyes Do,” 


Reveal ev'ry ſecret the heart would diſguiſes 1 


For wedlock removes all the dangers of May, 


Since words can ne'er expreſs his mind, 


The ſparkling diamonds ſhines 


prove, In 1 
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Her voice excels the linnet*s notes, 
Exceeds.the thruſh's ſtile, 

In vain they ftrive to raiſe their note: 
Like Patty's of the Hill, 

How ſhall I paint her tender mind, 
(The charms I moſt admire) 

In her is ev'ry virtue join'd —_ 6 
That paſſion can inſpire, 

Her ſoul the Graces all refine, _ 
She bends to Reaſon's will; 

I's freely all the world reſign 
For Patty of the Hill. 


10 ——ññ?˖? b 
Tax ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to ſing z 
And, while they warble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay: 
Let vs, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 
Among the Birks of Ender may. 
Among, Cc. 

For ſoon the winter of the year, 
And age life's winter will appear; 

it this thy living bloom will fade, 

u that will ſtrip the verdant ſhade 3 
Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

he feather*d ſongſters are no more; 

ind when they droop and we decay, 

\dieu the Birks of Endermay. 


zehold the hills and vales around, 

Vith lowing herds and flocks abound3 

The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

ambol and dance about their dams, 

be buſy bees with humming noife, 

nd all the reptile kind rejoice 3 

tus like them then ſing and play 

bout the Birks of Endermay, 

[0k — 7 fe. RS 
eep my gentle Jeſſe 

What Gown — ſeem hard! 

ch toilſome taſk how eaſy, 

Her love the ſweet reward! 
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| But life is too little to meaſure our care, | 


| How ſhould empty ſunſhine warm me, 


Go, ye warbling birds, go leave me; 


| Exempt from ev'ry fear, 


1 - And gilds, Sc. 


The bee thus uncomplainingy - -- - 

Eſteems no toil ſevere; + 
The ſweet reward obtaining 

Of honey all the year, 5 | 
12—— 5 
fond ſhepherd how fleeting the plea- 
That flatters our hope in purſuit of the fair; [ ſure, 
The joys that attend it by moments we meaſute, 


St I ] | 
| VAI v now ye ftrive te charm me, 
All ye ſweets of blooming May; | 


While Lotbaria keeps away ? 


Shade, ye clouds, the ſmiling ſky; 
Sweeter notes her voice can give me, 
Softer ſunſhine fills her eye. 
| EEC | 14 | 
W HILE you, Felicia, heedleſs tray 
Thro' woods and groves and flow'rets gay, 


Exempt, &c, 

| Secure within thy roſy bow'rs, 
Content the ſweeteſt influence pours, 
_ Andgilds the blooming year, 


No anxious doubts invade thy breaſt, 
All, all, is tranquil, calm and bleſt, 
And joys on joys abound ; | 
Where'er thy fragrant footſteps lead, 
Or in the grove, or on the mead, 
The graces ſmile around, 


Such ever be Felicia's fate, 


| | Such tranſports ever round her wait, 


Whom gods and men approve 

O may theſe bleſſings never ceaſe, 

May all her days be crown'd with peace, 
And all her hours be love. 


I 


SINCE artiſts, who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
Their wit, and their taſte, and their genius proclaim, 
M e | Attend 


4 


They ne er can prove falſe while this maxim's in view 


Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 

A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due 
I have found out a padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er your dame, 
With the ardours of youth all her paſſions inflame; 
Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter defire, 

And languiſhing lovers till ſigh and admire; 
Yet fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho? thouſands may ſue, 
When I tell you my padlock to keep a wife true. 


Tho' the huſband may think that he wiſely reftrains. 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and 
How fatally weak muſt this artifice prove! Ichains; 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love? 
Throw jealoufy hence, bid ſuſpicion adiev3z 
Reftraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true, 
Should her fancy invite to the park or the play, 
All-complying and kind you muſt give her her way; 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly approve, 
*Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love: 
And, believe me, no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 
Fer the fair-one is ſafe, if you padlock her mind. 
Tho! her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 
Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend; 
Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 

Tis the charm of indulgence that binds the ſoft ſex; 


Good-humour's the padlock to keep a wife true, 


| 16 — 

How heavy the time rolls along 
Now Julia is out of my fight ? 

How dull is the nightingale's ſong 
That formerly gave ſuch delight ? 

The meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
Now loſe all their verdure of May; 

The cowſlip and violet are ſeen 
To droop, fade, and wither aways 


Bright Phe&bus no longer can pleaſe, 
Gay proſpects no longer can charm 
E'en muſic affords me no eaſe, | 2 


——— 
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My flocks too diforderly ſtray, 
And bleat their complaints in my ear; 


No more they leap, frolic and play , 


But fad, like their 'maſter, appear. 


But ah! if my Julia were ſeen, | 
My lambs they'd rebound on the plain; 
Each flow'ret would ſpring on the green, 
And nightingales charm me again ; 
Return then, my fair one, return, 
Your coming no longer delay; 
O leave not your ſhepherd to mourn, 
But haſten, my charmer, away, 


7—— 


But I ſhall their arguments fairly confute; 


Undeniably prove that they do what they ought, 


And ſay what you will, they are never in fault. 
You ſometimes object to their voluble tongues, 


If reſentment againft the fair-ſex you conceive, 
Give attention to ſlanders, and flanders believe; 
Behold their ſweet faces—reſentment will fly, 
Vexation turn pleaſure, and jealouſy die. 


How he went for his wife to the regions below; 
But it muſt be a falſhood, becauſe one ſo fair, 
So lovely and kind, was too good to go there, 


No more at theſe charmers, ye unthinking, tail, 
But o'er your barbarity let em prevail ; 
Perfection to kings and to females belong, 

For women, like monarchs, can never do wrong, 


— ä —ů—ů—ů— 


ſo fond of change, | 


DOME love to range, 


Variety's their ſhrinez —_ 
Each has his ſcheme, and fav'rite whim, 
But woman, woman's mine. 


The feſtive bowl, the martial ſoul, _ 


Tho' wont ev'ry paſſion to calm: f | — | 


The miſers I decline; 


Tu goodneſs of women ſome men will diſpute, 


That they harraſs your ears, & deſtroy their own lun 
Should they talk, pretty creatures! from morning ti 
From fifteen to fifty they're all in the right. [nigh 


The poets ſtrange tales tell of Orpheus, you knoy, & 
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Like childiſh toys, to ſome their joys, 
But lovely woman's mine, 


With various arts ſhe charms our hearts, 
And makes this life divine; + 

For all the tricks of all the ſex, 
1's ſtill have woman mine. 


Let ideots rave, who what they'd have 
The ſex they can't define ; ; 
Juſt as ſhe is, ſhe's form'd to pleaſe, | 
And long be woman mine. 5 


The ſparkling eye, the melting ſigh, 
When heart and heart conjoin; 

The blifs of love, all bliſs above, 

Make charming woman mine. 


n pomp and ſtate, ſucceed, ye great, 
it, I'll envy nor Tepine z ; | 
If bleſt with pow'r, to life 8 laſt hour, 
To keep dear woman mine. 


lung? — 19 3 
HEN I ſurvey thee, matchleſs fair, 
| Adorn'd with ev'ry charm; 
„e, ! bow can I from love forbear? 
Or how the paſſion calm? 
uch beauteous charms in thee appear, 
Bright as the morning ſun : 
Vby gaze I, ſimple ſhepherd, here, 
And ſeek to be undone ? 


r, It nature ne'er defign'd us harm, 
e. When ſhe ſuch ſkill employ'd; 


Were giv'n to be enjoy d. 
hen let your beauteous ſmiles confeſs . 
Complacency of mind, 
d ev'ry ſoft deſire expreſs ;, 
And as you're fair, be Lina, 


den you, replete with ev'ry grace, 

Will ſhew how you deſpiſe 

oſe little arts, coquetts embrace, 
To catch ungvarded eyes. 

may you then with juſtice claim 
The loſs they muſt deplore, 
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Unblemiſh'd manners, pureſt fame, 
When nenn be no more. 


| 8 INCE ey'ry charm on earth's combin'd 


In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 


- I My heart was lively, blythe and gay, 


Could ſport with ev'ty nymph but ſhe 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


| Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 


That death muſt be my hapleſs ſlate, . 
If love and you do not agree | 
To ſet me at my liberty, 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 


Reflecting on the pains of love, 


And envy every clown [I ſee 
Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy tin, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain; 


We'll live in ſweet tranquillity, 
Nor wiſh for greater . 


IIr that man is happy, whoſe life is moſt fy," 


How bliſsful a ſtate muſt a batchelor's be ; 
From one friend to t'other, with pleaſure he roms, 


Bor a batchelor's welcome wherever he comes, 
IIf he's bleſt with enough; & content with his ſtation, 
The whole world he may claim for his ownrecreation 
( He" s in no place a ſtranger from London to Rome, 


For wherever he comes is a batehelor's home. 


lit a huſband can boaſt greater pleaſure than theſe, - 
 T They're obtain'd at th!expence of his freedom & eaſe 
| Whil&t with liderty, pleaſure, & merriment crown'd, 
A batcheJor's minutes paſs zovially round. 

| Tho? his houſe ben't ſo nice, he is ſure to be neat, 


and the ladies are always well-pleas'd with his treat, 


By the ſmack of their lips, at a parting, declare 


How delicious a feaſt they think batchelor's fare. 


M 2 O ra- 
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O rather, far rather, good fortune, for me, 

The peaceable ſtall of a cobler decree, 
Undifſturb'd by the din of a termagant wife, 
Than crown me a king and a cuckold for life, 
To my wiſhes, inſtead of a miſtreſs, commend 
The ſolid delights of a bottle and friend; 
Go marry, if hen peck'd and wretched you'd be, 
But if bleſt, you'd continue ſill DN we. 


— 22 
F AR ſweeter than the hawthorn bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill; 
Much fairer than the lily blows, 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the Mill, 


The neighbouring ſwains her beauty fir'd, « 
With wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, 
And prais'd herfrom the hill ; 
Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic art, 
To ſooth and charm the honeſt heart 
Of Patty of the Mill. 


But vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed heart more true to love 
Than turtles when they bill; 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 
And ſweet content ſmiles in the face 
Of Patty of the Mill, 


The good a friend in fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 
And guards it from all ill; 
Ye fair, for ever conſtant prove, 
Be ever kind, be true to love, 
Like Petty of the Mill. 


| * | 

LoveLy a. op 4 aſſwage my — 
At yoer feet a tender ſwain 

Prays you will not let him languiſh ; 
© One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad that courts you, 
He not 8 need ſue in vain; 3 : 
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Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, you 
Scarce will meet his like again, 


| Ine 
"Va ye hours with bliſs replete, I'm 
Bear me to Lorenza's feet, And 
Cheerleſs winter muſt I prove Ther 
Abſent from the maid I love; If you 
But the joys our meetings bring Each 
Shew the * return of ſpring. And h 
2 

Dax nature, in forming a creature ſo fair, D EA 
Each beauty ſelected, then cull'd the moſt rare; y You 
Two bright conſtellations ſhe caught for her eyes, 70 
A ſtation ſo bleſt, can they wiſh for their ſkies? eg 
The gale lends its ſweets, as from Paphos it blows ff uren 
The ſnow drops its whiteneſs, its bluſhes, the roſe y On e 
Bright Venus, her hair, as from ocean ſhe ſprung, W'*" I 
Sage Palas, the accents that fell ſrom her tongue; When 
Tho' nature, in forming this creature ſo fair, he paſ 
Each beauty ſelected, and cull'd the moſt rare; Vour 
Yet fortune, her ſtep - dame, ſevere and unkind, oſt (mi 
Is unjuſt to her worth, to her n is blind. Fruiti, 

| ind tho 
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IVE me but a wife, I expect not to find ad dark 
Each virtue and grace in one female combin d, We ne? 

o goddeſs for me; *tis a woman 1 prize, 14 N 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wil ork 
Be the young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mold e "KR bs | 
| Or ſhe claims my reſpect, like a mother, if old: vet th © 
Thus either can pleaſe me, fince woman I prize, Werether : 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wi Or Gtin 
Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her eye; "dat nig 
If blind ſhe the roving of mine cannot ſpy 3 His Joa 
Thus either is lovely; for woman I prize, beauty « 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than vi Their ſey 
If rich be my bride, ſhe brings tokens of love; 7, _ 
If poor, then the farther from pride my remove , he "4 
Thus either contents me; for woman I prize, rie ef 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious has wi "lay = 
ne 


The beſt c 
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Ine'er ſhall want converſe, if tongue the poſſeſs ; 


And if mute, till the rarity pleaſes no leſs ; 
I'm ſuited to either; for woman I prize, 


And he that ſeeks more 1s more curious than wiſe, 


Then ceaſe, ye prophane, on the ſex to-diſcant 3 - 
If you've wit to diſcern, of charms they ve no want; 


Fach fair can make happy, if woman we prize; 
And he that ſee ks more is more curious than wiſe, 


OG | 

Drak chlie, whilſt thus beyond meaſore ' 
You treat me with doubts and diſdain, ' 

You rob all your youth of its pleaſure, | 
And hoard up an old age of pain 

Your maxim, that love is till founded 


5 
ſes, 


— On charms that will quickly decay, 

10" You'll find to be very ill-grounded, 

ws When once you its dictates obey. . 
1 


| he paſſion, from beauty firſt drawn, 

3 Your kindneſs will vaſtly improve 

d, Woft ſmiles and gay looks are the dawn, 

Pruition's the ſunſhine of love: 

ind though the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clquded, that now are ſo gay, 

nd darkneſs poſſeſs all the ſkies, _ 


's, We ne'er can forget it was day, 

ic , Darby, with Joan by his fide, 

1 You've often regarded with wonder; 

mold e: dropſical, the is ſore-ey'd; © | 7 
old? Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder: 


prize, Nogether they totter about, | 
n wil Or ſit in the ſun at the door, | 

' W'dat night, when old Darby's pot's out, 
„Hi: Joan will not ſmoke a whiff more. 


0 beauty or wit they poſſeſs, 

Tieir ſeveral failings to ſmother 

ben what are the charms, can you gueſs, 
To make them ſo fond of each other? 
move "Yi! the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
126, rde endearments that love did beſtow 
nan ue thoughts. of paſt pleaſure and truth, 

1 1WThe beſt of all bleſſings below, 


4 . 
gan W. 


Ove ; 


— 


© a 


| Soncs for GENTLEMEN. | 
Thoſ. e traces for ever will laſt, 


Which ſickneſs nor time can remove; 
For when youth and beauty are paſt, 
And age brings the winter of love, 


A friendſhip inſenſibly grows 


Buy reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 
Which decrepid old age cannot freeze. 


— 28 — — 


; VE fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 


To captivate the will; 5 
Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill; 


| Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 


Whare flatt'ry bears no part; 
An honeft verſe, that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart. 


Great is your pow'r; but, greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

If, as ye all can make a net, 

Ve all could make a cage: 

Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take; 
For who's to beauty blind ? 


But to what end a pris'ner make, 


| Unleſs you've ſtrength: to bind ? 
Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain; 

Learn that beſt art, rhe art to hold, 
And Jock the lover's chain; 


| Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 


| Who loſe again as faſt ; 
Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 


N Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


TRE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
' Steals ſoftly thro' the night, 

To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 

To courts be gone, heart- ſoothring ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 


While I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, ; 
| M 3 
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The nymphs and ſwains exp ectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden ne 
And gives the promis'd May : 


The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 


The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen, 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 


Till new-wak'd birds diftend their throats, | 


And hail the maid I love: 
At her approach «he lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new drefs'd green: 


Fond birds, tis not the morning breaks, 


"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves deſportive play, 
The feftal dance young ſhepherds Jead, 
| Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, 
Till May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 
The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 
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And triumph o'er the heart; 
For once attentive be a- while 
To what I now impart. 
Would you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And T/abe! from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears ; 
The youthful blood begins to flow, 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſureſt way to keep him, 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is ſelt 
Within the lover's breaſt 


Y — 


Ve fair who ſhine thro* Britain's iſle, 


1 


| 


| 


| But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 


1 
F 


| 
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And you by A perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt: 
Be not too bold, nor yet too coy 


] With prudence lure the happy boy, 


And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park or play, 


: Aſſume a modeſt pride; 
And, left your tongue your mind betray, | | 

In fewer words confide : N 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 


A By giddy chat, will find too late 


That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 
Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 


{ Your innocence perplex. 


Be always deceat as a bride; 


By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 


For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 


And both its bleſſings ſhare, ' 


To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 


= 
: And you'll be ſure to keep him, 


Of jealonſy beware: 
His love with kind compliance meet; 
Let conſtancy the work complete, 


11 


to 3 
N O nymph that trips the verdant en 


With Sally can compare; 

She wins the hearts of all the ſoraios, 
And rivals all the fair : 

The beams of Sol delight and chear, 
While ſummer 1eaſons roll; 


Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day 

With emulation glow : 

Freſh beauties deck the painted "TY 
Birds ſweeter notes 7 5 


LEY 


The playful lamblcins ſkip around, 
And hail the fiſter fair, 

The lark but trains his liquid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimics, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice : 8 

The fanning Zephyrs raund her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flow' ret ſeems to ſay, 
but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale ; 
Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal ev'ry vale; 
The ſtream meand'ring thro' the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; | 
And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed. 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain 
To mirthful wake reſort, | 

Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : | 

No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 3 

Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When 1 forget to love. 


W — —_— — 
HILE beaus to pleaſe the ladies write, 
Ur bards, to get a dinner by't, 
Their well-feign'd paſſions tell, 
et me in humble verſe proclaim 
j love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Xitry Fell, 
Charming Kitty, Jovely Kitty, 
Oh—charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 
That Kirry's beautiful and young, 
bat ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: © . 
feel, and I ſhall ever ſeel, 
be dart more ſharp than pointed ſteel, 
That came from Xitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, &c, ; 


ous 


| 
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[Of late I hop'd, by reaſon's aid, 


To cure the wounds which love has made, 
And bade a long farewell : 
But t'other day ſhe croſs'd the green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, | 
My charming Kitty Fell, 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


I aſk'd her why ſhe paſs'd that way? 
To church, ſhe cry'd—I cannot ſtay : 


| Why, don't you hear the bell? 


To church oh] take me with thee there, 

I pray'd : ſhe would not hear my prayer, 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell, . 

| Cruel Kitty, &c. ; 


And now I find tis all in vain, 
[ live to love, and to complain, 
Condemn'd in chains to dwell; | 

For tho! the caſts a ſcornful eye, 
In death my fault'ring tongue will cry, 

Adieu! dear-Kitty Fell... | 
Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, | 

Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell, 


3 FT 
Trar Fenny's my friend, mydelight & my pride 
I always have boaſted and ſeek not to hide; 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; 
They ſay, I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, no 


- FThey ſay, Sc. | | 


At ev'ning oft-times, with what pleaſurel ſee 

A note from her hand, © I'll be with you at tea! 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below! 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 

But ſay, &c. 


She ſings me a ſong, and I echo its ſtrain 
Again, I cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again: 

I kiſs her ſweet lips. as if there I could grow 
But ſay not *tis love, for I anſwer, No, no; 


| But ſay, c. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee ; 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 


/ 


— 
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My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and fall bids me think fo : 
Who knows but He loves, tho" ſhe anſwers, No, no; 
Who knows, Se. 


From beauty and wit, and good humour, how 1 
Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly 
Thy bounty, O fortune, make haſte to beſtow, 
And let me deſetve her, or een I'll ſay, No; 
And jet me, Sc. | 
— f e 
URF. Sally is the lovelieſt laſs 
Thate'er gave ſhephe.d glee 
No! May-day, in its morning; dreſs, 
Is half fo fair as ſhe, 
Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 
And fancy'd forms adore 
Ye bards, kad ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ve'd prate of Hybla « hill, 
| Where bees their honey ip, 

Did ye but know the ſweets that dwell 
On Sally's love-taught Hp: 

But, ah! take heed, ve tuneful ſwains, 
The »:1pe tempta ion ſhun; 

Or elle like me you Il wear her chains, 
Like me you be und one. 


Once in my cot ſecure i ſlept, 
And jark-like hail'd the dawn; 
More ſportive than the kid I kept, 
] wanton'd o'er the lawn : 
To ev'ry maid love-tales I told, 
And did my truth aver; 
Yet, ere the pajiing kiſs was cold, 
I laugh'd at love and her. 


B.: 20w che gloomy grove | ſee, 
Where love Jorn ſhepherds ſtray; 
Idete tothe winds my grief 1 ſpeak, 
And 5gh my ſoul away : 
No3ght but deſpair my fancy paints, 
No dawn of hope 1 ſee; 
For Sally's pleas'd with my complaints, 
Ind laughs at love end me. 


2 ——_— 
— 


0 . 


a 


6 
- 


| Since theſe my poor neglected =. 
So late my only care, 


| Have loſt their ender fleecy dams, 


And ſtray'q I know not where: 
Alas! my ewes, in vain ye bleat: 
|. My lambkins loſt, adieu! 
No more we on the plains ſhall meet, 
For loſt's your ſhepherd too. 


And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro” the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood: © 
The tender mather knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms; » 


= And ſickens for the darling boy. 


When abſent from her arms. 


Such fondneſs with imparience join d 
My faithful boſom fires; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 

Tbe queen of my deſires: 

The pow'rs of verſe too dae prove, 

21 ſimilies are vain, 


| To ſhew how arden:ly T love, 


Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heav'n and joy divine; 5 
The faint is not with rapture fir d, 
More pure, more warm than mine: 
] take what liberty I dare, 
'Twere impious to ſay more 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore, 


| By the dew-beiprinkled roſe ; 


By the blackbird piping clear 


{By the weſtern gale, that blows 


Fragrance on the vernal year 
Hear Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 


Nor let me longer ſigh in 
Hear Amanda, &c. 


— fl — | ; 2 


” 
Tar bird that hears her nettings « cry, 


By the cowſlip, clad in gold; 
By the ſilver lily's light; 
By thoſe meads, where you behold 
Nature rob'd in green and white; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, ; 
And to his ſighs, oh! figh again 
Hear, &c, 
By the riv'let's rambling race 
By the muſic that it makes; 
By bright Sol's inverted face, 
-Who for the ſtream his ſky forſakes; 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy ſwain, 
And into joy convert his pain; 
Heas &c, | a 5 


As Chloe came into the LA t'other day, 

] peevith began, where ſo long could you ſtay? 

In your life time you never regarded your hour 
You promis'd at two, but— look, child ! tis four: 
A lady's watch needs neither figures or wheels ; 
'Tis enough that *tis loaded with baubles and ſeals: 
A temper ſo heedleſs no mortal can bear 


Thus far 1 went on with a reſolute air; 
Thus far, Sc. / 


lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, let a body but ſpeak 3 
I keerc's an ugly bard roſe - bud fall'ninto my neck: 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me, to ſuch a degree; 
Look here! for you never believe me, pray ſee, 
On the left ſide my breaſt, what a mark it has made 
So ſaying, her boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd: 
That ſcene of delight I with wonder ſurvey'd, 

ind forgot ev'ry word I deſign'd to have ſaid, 
1nd forgot, & c. | | 


SSIST me, all ye tuneful nine, 
With numbers ſoft and witty ; 
0 Beſſy I inſcribe the line, 
Then raiſe my humble ditty. 
10 Beſſy, & c. 5 
ch, catch, ye groves, the am'rout 
ind, as ye waft the ſound along, 
tend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan throng, | 


* 


ſong ; 


57 


— 


—— * — 


Sonos for GENTLEMEN. 


| 


— —— 
— —n. 


5 


To praiſe my charming Be; 
My lovely, charming Beſſy. 
Let others fing the-cruel fair, 
Who glories in undoing, . 
And proudly bids the wretch deſpair, 
Rejoicing in his ruin; 
And proudly, &c. | 
Such haughty tyrants I aeteſt; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reft 
Upon thy gentle-ſwelling breaſt, 
My lovely, charming Be; 
My lovely, Cc. 


| The roſe I'll pluck to deck her head, 
The vi'let and the panſy : 

The cowſlip too ſhall quit the mead, 
To aid my am'rous fancy; 

The cowſlip, Sc. 

Ye fragrant ſiſters of the ſpring, - 

Who ſhed your ſweets on Zephyr's wing, 

Around my ſair your odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſly ; 
Around, Se. : 


When ev'ning dapples o'er the-ſkies, 
The ſun no longer burning, | 
Methinks I ſee berore my eyes 

Thy well-known form returning, 
Thy well-known, Cc. | 
On hill or dale, by wood or ſtream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant theme, 
My waking wiſh, my morning dream, 
Thou lovely, charming Be; 
Thou lovely, Cc. 8 


0 5 6 29 ſy 
N pleaſure's ſmooth wing, how old time ſteals 
And love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray ? 
My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtillneſs of nights 


No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt; 


But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 
"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 


With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with * | 
F 
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So kindly young Cupid hed pointed his dart, 
That I gather'd the ſweets, but I miſſed the ſmart : 
J toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; | 
But ſtill all my ſong was, ©* I'll ever be free,” 


*T was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did vield : 
If I ftray'd thro' the garden. or travers'd the field, 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay*d to my light ; 
If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; 
With mv reed I eould pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, ſince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, = 
Alas! what a change ! and how wretched am J! 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 
Their ſweets now all ficken, their colours all fade ; 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's train, | 
And the brook o'er the pebbles now murmers in vain. 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee; 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
Then teach me, bright Venus perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart; 

To crown my deſire, or baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain, 


8 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 
To 'ſcape from her eharms, and to drown em in wine 
Itry'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love In my heart, 


J repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 

W ho paus d on my caſe, & each circumſtance weigh'd 
Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


Tbat's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to de taught, 
I came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 
If that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you tame, 
To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name. 


; 


What hopes then, alas! of relief from my pain, 
While, like lightning, ſhedarts thro? each throbbing 
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So joyful my heart ing ſo eaſy my chain, 
ſte 


= 


Ask if yon damaſk roſe is ſweet, 


— 


That ſcents the ambient air; | W 
Then aſk each ſhepherd that you meet, | P 3 
if dear Suſanna's fair. h Sig 
Say, will the vulture quit his prey, W 
And warble thro' the grove ? Brigh 
Bid wanton linnets quit the ſpray, An 
Then doubt thy ſhepherd's love, | An 
The ſpoils of war let heroes ſhate, | The x 
Let pride in ſplendor ſhine; Ma 
Ve bards unenvy'd laurels wear, — . N The b 
Be fair Suſanna mine. 3 Are 
| 77 ut ye 
— 42 [known, Anc 
How bleſt has my time been! what days have I I Shoulc 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my own! — 
| ot 


That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain; 


That freedom, Se. Shri. 
Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often we ſtrij And ki 
Around us, our boys and girls frolic and play; T Tof 
How pleaſing their ſport is, the wanton ones ſee, ben J. 
And borrow their looks from my Fe/]y and me; a Nor 
And borrow, &c. | | 5 _ 
| To try her ſweet temper oft-times am I ſeen __ And | 
In rebels all day with the nymphs of the green; | 
Tho? painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, be blu 
And meets me at night with compliance aud ſmiles; ; 75. c 
And meets, cc. 5 hin 
Whas tho' on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, at if : 
7 eaſe and good- humour bloom all the year hto: And 
ime ſtill, as he flies, adds incieaſe to her truth, My, Fae 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth; Beli Hi 
And gives, Se. 5 Biliey 
| Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to inſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too eredulous fair; : 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam! o rofe 
To hold it for life, you muſt find, it at home; Wy Chloe” 


My ſenſes furpriz d, in her avour took arms, [vein ? 
And reaſon confirms ie a flave to her charms, 


| To hold it for life, &c, 


* 


nz 
iles, 


niles; 


—— 
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Ys belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little aas 
Who trip in this frolickſome jqaund, 

Pray tell me from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ? 


What means the cock'd hat and the maſculina air, 


With each motion deſign'd to perplex ? 

right eyes were inter ded to languiſh, not flare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex—dear girls, 
And ſoftneſs, &c, 


The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 
May call ev'ry art to her aid; 

The boſom diſplay'd, and the pottiecat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: 


But you on whom fortune indulgently (miles, 


And whom pride has preſerv'd from the ſnare,, 
Should lily attack with coyneſs and wiles, 

Not with open and infolent air brave girls, 

Not with, &c. 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue gelights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem by the artiſt detign'd 
To ſerve as a model for you. 

Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air 
Nor venture too much too reveal : | 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conceal - ſweet girls, 
And double, &c. 


be bluſhes of morn, and the mildneſs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure! 

Dh! be but yourſelves, and our homage we'll Pays 
And your empire is ſolid, and ſure : 

But if Amazon-like, yon attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for ſiſters or aunts 3 
Believe me, you'll never be wives poor girls, 

Believe me, & Co | | 

0 roſe, my Chloe's boſom grace, 

} Chloe's boſom grace; | 


| 


| Might I ſupply that envy'd place 


How happy ſhould I prove, we 
How happy thould I prove, 


With never fading love! 
With never-fading love! 


There, phenix-like, beneath her eye, 
Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die; 
involv'd in, Cc. 


Kno, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 


More fragrant roſes there, 
| More fragrant, &c, 


I ſeethy with'ring head rec lind 


Wirth envy and deſpair, 
With envy, &c. 


One common fate we both muſt prove: 
You die with envy, I with love, 
You die with envy, I with love, 


4 


On! how ſhall l, in 3 weak 
My ardent paſſion ten, 

Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeale 
That cruel word, Farewell ! | 

Farewell—but know, tho' thus we part, 
My thoughts can never ſtray ;; 

Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay. 


1 not at once in a ſemale to find 

The form of a Venus with Pallas's mind; 

Let the fair-one I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I may ft:ll think her tru: : 
Be her perſon not beaute1us, but pleaſing and cleany 
Let her temper be cloudleſs, and 4 3h her mein: 


| By folly, ill-nature, nor vanity le 
Lor indebted to paint—for white or for red, 


May ber tongue, that dread weapon in,moſt of the ſex 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex: 

Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

Fot prudes I deſpiſe, and c-quettes I deteſt: 

May her humour the taſte of the company hit, 


Not affeQedly wiſe, nor too pert with her wit: 
Go 
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Go find out the maid that is form'd on my plan, 
And I'11 love her for ever—I mean, if I can, 


—— — — — 


7 
TRE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 


And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ftrange @oes it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 
This ſource of content is ſo rare to be found? 

O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner of life; 
Kind parent of eaſe, and compoſer of ſtrife; 
Without thee, alas! what are riches and pow'r, 
But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour, 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd as a friend, 
On whom ſhe may always with ſafety depend? 
Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diftreſs, 
No longer to court you they'll eagerly preſs. 


Wu, heaves my fond boſom, ah'! what can it mean 
Why flutters my heart that was once ſo ſerene ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is near 
Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear? 
Or why when ſhe's abſent, &c. 


Methinks I for ever with wonder could trace 
The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face: 
Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 
With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
With thy face, &c, [mind ; 
Untainted with folly, unſully'd by pride, 
There native good-humour and virtue reſide: 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt die. 
With compaſſion, &c, : 
- 


YN | 49 = 
GaAINST the deſtructive W 5h of man, 
Your hearts, ye fair - ones, guard; 
Their only ſtudy's to trepan, 
And play a trickſter's card: 


With ſtrange delight poor women they light, 


Amuſe, czjole, belic ; 


| 
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Hence, girls ! beware—look ſharp==take care; 


: 


For men are wond'rous ſly. 


That Proteus, man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take; 


His venal ſoul isall for gold, 


A croeodile, or ſnake, 

See his dire thread I this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly: 

Hence, girls ! beware—look ſharp.— take care; 
For men are wond'rous ſly, | 


Ta porcupine, with rage inſpir'd, 


At nymphs he darts his quills; 
A bafiliſk by frenzy fir'd, 
is glance by poiſon kills: 
With fraudful arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by: 
Hence, girls ! beware look ſharp==take care; 
For men are wond'rous fly, 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading plain, 

Of conſtaney, of faith, to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train, 

To find a youth renown'd for truth, 
Whole ages you might try: 


For men are wond'rous ly, 


Wur will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſh'd eyes reprove, 

And chide them from the only face 
They can behold with love? 


To eaſe my pain, and ſooth my care, . 
I ſeek a nymph more king, 
And as I rove from fair to fair, 
Still gentle uſage find. . 


But, oh! how weak is ev'ry joy 
Where nature has no part ? 


Freſh beauties may my eyes employ, 


But you alone, my heart. 


Hence, girls! beware —look ſharp— take care; 
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Ten thouſand oaths ſwore, but not one of them true; 


| : 1 nnn 
Thus wretched exiles, when they roam, 
Meet pity ev'ry where; 
But languiſh tor their native home, 
Though death attends them there. 
To reafon, ye fair=ones, aſſert your pretence, 
Nor hearken to language beneath common ſenſe : 
When angels man call ye, and homage would pay, 
Jf you credit the tale, you're as faulty as they, 


en thouſand gay ſcenes are preſented to view, 


Such paſſions, O heed not, unleſs to deride, 
Left a victim you fall to an ill-grounded pride. 


refer ye the dictates of virtue to ſound, 
True bleſſings can ne'er without goodneſs be found; 
Leave folly and faſhions, miſguiders of youth, 


— = — ; 

No more ſhall meads be deckt with flow'rs, _-, 
Nor ſweetneſs dwell] in roſy bow'rs; h 

Nor greeneſt buds in branches ſpring, 

Nor warbling birds delight to ſing; 

or April violets paint the grove, | 
{1 forſake my Celia's love. 


The fiſh ſhall in the ocean burn, 

and fountains ſweet ſhall bitter turn, 
he humble vale no flood ſhall know, 
hen floods ſhall higheſt hills o'erflow 5 | 
Black Letbe ſhall oblivion leave, . 

If e er my Celia I deceive. . 


and Venus“ doves want wings to fly; 
he ſun refuſe to ſhew his light, 
and day be turned into night; 

und in that night no ſtar appear, 

If c'er J leave ray Celia dear. 


| Le Den DUB — 


| 5 | 
AnGtLiC fair, beneath yon pine, 
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See how the larks ariſe and fing, 


Say, mortals, who our deees deſpiſe, 


and ſtick to their oppoſites, freedom and truth. | 


{1 have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year; 


Love ſhall his bow and ſhaft lay by, 175 4 
| You, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit; 720 


Than to record the ſparkling wit 


— . —— —— — 
— —— 


—— 


See how Aurora ſmiles on ſpring, 
f To hail the infant day. 


Muſic ſhall wake the morn—the day 

Shall roll unheeded as-we play 

; In wiles, impell'd by love: 

When weary, we ſhall deign to reſt 

Alternate on each other's breaſt, 
While Cupid guards the groves 


What 22 can boaſt more happineſs 
Than I (poſſefling thee) poſſeſs ? 
All care is baniſh'd hence, 


In what ſuperior pleaſure lies, 
Than love and innocence ? 


| 


4 — 
You ſay, at your feet * I wept in deſpair, 
And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ?' 
What know we of angels? -I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, | 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove; 


And not yet contented ! have confcience my dear, 


N 3 

Oxcx more I'll tune 3 ſhell, 

To bills and dales my paſſion tell, 

A flame which time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 


For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 


| And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt rifing in the morn, | 
That paints the dew-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not fo much the day adorn, 


Vn graſſy verdure let's recline, 
And like the morn be gay: | 


LY 


As does my lovely Peggy: 


N AR 


134 

And when in Thetis? lap to reft, 

He ſtreaks wizh gold the ruddy weſt, 
He not ſp beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vi'let blows, 
Or breithecs upon the damaſk roſe, 

It does not half the ſweets . 
As does my lovely Pe 

I ole a kiſs the other day, 

Aud (truſtme) nought but truth I ſay, 
The fragraace of che biooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 

With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed; 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 

With her a cottage would delight; 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight; 
But when ſhe's gone, tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſtill rove, 
And linnets warble thro” the grove, 

Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy: 

And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my keart, 
My words ſhall be when I depart, 

__ my 18 Peggy. 


* 56 

Tur winter's dreary ſcene is oer, 
Ihe ſun unlocks the frozen ground; 

The veſſels leave the verdant ſhore, 
And woods with vocal muſic ſound: 
Warm'd by the ſun's enliv'ning ray, 
The feather'd ſongſters of the grove, 
Tranſported, hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
And feel the genial pow'r of love. 


A feather of peculiar dye, 
A ſofter note, a ſweeter voice, 
May teach their little breaſts to ſigh, 


— — U— — 


— — 


And guide the I in their tranſient choice : 
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| Their nuptial union ſoon muſt ceaſe, 


Far nobler gifts my fancy warms, 


8 


Loft to my thought this earthly ſcene, 


II- grounded, no dqubt, a devotion muft rs | 


rain would I think, that thou, dear maid, 


i And fix me heav'n's—and thine ,. 


| | 5 g 
| Ys, theſe are the ſcenes where with 7ris I ſtray d] 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid: 


No wonder that theſe trifles pleaſe, _ 
Transfix their hearts, and charms their ry 


Nor can ſurvive the circl ing year. 


Far nobler gifts muſt ſtrike my eyes; 
I rove in queſt of brighter charms, 
And ſeek a mate diſcreetly wife. 

In Chloe all thoſe charms combine, 

That wit and virtue can impart ; 

She then ſhall be my Valentine, 

And ever en o'er my 29875 


7 
Wurx, lovely maid, 57 thee Ij Join 4 
In bumbie At to heav? n, 
Unuſual comfort cheer'd my mind, 
And ſpoke my faults forgiv'n. 


My griefs were huſh'd, my joy ſerene, 
No anxious care I knew t 


All but my love for you. 


By pitying bear n was ſent 
To lend an erring ſinner aid, 
And teach him to repent. 


Vouchſafe me ftill the pious care, 
O! crown the great deſign 
Reward my paſſion, charming fair, 


8 — — — | 


In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter ſhe run; 
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun 


So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! For the) 
Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs & the plains; 8 

Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my paint TILL 
How many ſoft momeats I ſpent in this grove! Of m 


| 


How fair was my nymph! and how fervent wy 12 


— 
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Pe till, tho* my heart, thine emotion give o'er; | Swear this moment to forget her, 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. | And the next my oath deny. | 
With her how I Rray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, | Now prepare with ſcorn to treat her, 
Or loiter'd behind, and collected the flow'rs ! Ev'ry charm in thought I bravez . 
Then breathleſs, with ardour, my fair one purſu'd, | Then, relapſing, fly to meet her, 
Andtotbink with what fa. or my garland ſhe view'd! | And confeſs myſelf her ſlave. - 

But be ſtill, my fond heart, this emotion give o'er ; e 62 —— 
Fain would'ſt thou forget, thou muſt love her no more As bringing home, the other day, 


— i) — | Two linnets I had ta'en, 

EV RV bliſs that heav'n can give, The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 

With dear Myra is to live, For liberty again: 

Hear her talk, and ſee her ſmile, Unheedful of their plaintive notes 

Fondly gazing all the while : | A l ſung acroſs the mead 5 1 | 
| Conſtantly with raptures trace A — _—_ þ rng _— 

Ey'ry charm of mind and grace; 

Snatch her to my glowing breall, As paſſing thro' the tuited grove 


When with tenderneſs oppreſt. | Near which my cottage ſtood, 
Ev'ry bliſs, fc. { 1 thought I ſawthe Queen of Love, 
But of theſe. if 1 To When Chlora's charms I view'd ; 
um nnn abies I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs d her ſtay, 
Long, too long, I ſhall have liv'd ; To hear my tender tale 
e But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
. wes 5 death. Nor could my ſighs prevail. 
v'ry bl 5 | | > 
1 Soon thro? the wound, which love had made, 
. Came pity to my breaſt, 
And thus I (as compaſſion. bade) 
The feather'd pair addreſs'd: 
« Ve little warblers, chearful be, 


: „ Remember not ye flew; 
But. ah ! when I think on each raviſhing grace, ce For I who thought myſelf ſo free, 


| — 6 ——— 

Wen I think on your truth, I doubt you no more; 
I blame all the fears I gave way to before; 

Iſa; to my heart, be at reft, and. believe | 
That whom once ſhe has choſen ſhe never will leave. 


That plays in the ſmiles of that heavenly face, « Am far more caught than you. 

FR My heart beats again; Iaga'n apprehend — 63 — 1 
dome fortunate rival in every friend. Wurd beauty on the lover's ſoul 
F Theſe. painful ſuſpicions you cannot remove, Imprints its firſt and faireſt charms, 
' Since you neither can leſſen your charms nor my love It ſoon-does reaſon's force contr oul, 
p 4 But doubts caus'd by paſſion, you never can blame, And ev'ry paſſion quite diſarms. 

fror they are not ill- founded, or you feel the ſame, |*Tis beauty triumphs o'er the brave, 
ajns; 0 61 As ev'ry feature blooms divine; 
in; TILL in hopes to get the beter ä 'Tis beauty makes the king a ſlave, 

| Of my ſlubborn flame 1 try, When - an angel's form, like thine. 
love 5 2 


3 | 4 Sox6s for GxNTLEMEN, 


| — (44 — Ihe honey on my lips 1 found,” Fr 
Or woman to tell you my mind, The ſting within "IP heart. ren 
And I ſpeak from th' experience I've bad, Wl Der 6. 
Not two out of fifty you'l! find, 1 — if: Eggs "Tis 
Be they daughters or wives, | „ a joy 3 in f 
But are plagues of our lives, . m 3 Jo tho 
» 
2 5 * 8 ſy mad, | And dream of hidden treaſure, Of ( 
B 457 —. Nie * X The ſoldier dreams of wars, A ad 
They're ſure to take hold of the wrong | = q conn ſcars q T 
They'll cajole and they'll whimper, With yy ag 1 3 1 Of 
They'll whine and they' II ſnivel, th men PAC r | ANA 
They'll coax and they'll Gmperes | | So I, through fancy's aid, | Conten 
In ſhort, they're the devil; | | Enjoy my heav'nly maid, | I ſco 
And ſo there's an end of my ſonge | And, bleſt with thee and love, | On. 
| | Am greater far than ove. | Or bart 
Ler heroes delight in the toiis of the war, | — 69 — In lo 
In maims, blood, and bruiſes, and blows ; Trrn hey for a frolick ſome life; e. 
Not a ſword, but a ford knot, rejoices the fair: III ramble where pleaſures are rife; _—_ 
And what are rough ſoldiers to beaux? | Strike up with the free-hearted laſſes, . The 
Away then with laurels! come beauty and love, And never think more of a wife. ls to 
And ſilence the trumpet and drum; Plague on it, men are but aſſes, 
Let me with ſoft myrtle my brows bare involve, | To run after noiſe and ftrife, 
. Had we been together buckled, 
— 66 — * *'T would have prov'd a fine affair; 
H EAR me, blooming goddeſs, hear me! [Dogs would have bark'd at the cuckold, we 
Queen of ſmiles and ſoft deſire; And boys pointing, e there ! Which | 


Hence f 
The rie 
And ſpr 


Send the beauty to endear me, 
Who has lit this am'rous fire. 


Yes, I'm in love, 1 feel it now, 


Oh! how ſweet the mild dominion 4 hi 
ee! And Celia has undone mez Which 
narm pprove : And yet, I ſwear, I can't tell how ; 
Honour clips the wanton pinion, | The pleaſing plague ſtole on me: he pri- 
And we're willing ſlaves to love. | "Tis not her face that love creates, Are trap 
| | For there the graces revel; but we, 


40 : *T1s not her ſhape, for there the fates ball taſ 


To heal the ſmart a bee had made Tis not her ſhape; for there the fates 


ODS... pro 
; Have rather, c. 


And bid me kiſs the e 


Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound Tis not her air, for ſore in that ; 
Imbib'd both ſweet and ſmart; There's nothing more than common.3 Al 


HO? | 
\ raſcal 


y deali 
d I'm 


And all her ſenſe is only chat, 
Like any other woman : oY : 
Her voice, her touch, might give th' alarm 
"Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, tis that provoking charm 
In ſhort, *tis that provoking charm 
Of Celia all together, 
Of Celia all together. 


71— 
To ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain, 
Contented my with to enjoy: 
I ſcorn to reflect 
On a lady's neglect, 
Or barter my peace for atoy, 


In love, as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar; 
And if my proud enemy yield, 
The joy that remKins 
Is to lead her in chains, 
And glean the rich ſpoils of the field, 


Wav ſhould 1 now, my love, complain, 
That toil awaits thy chearful ſwain; 

Since labour oft a ſweet beſtows, 

Which lazy ſplendor never knows ? 


Hence ſprings the purple tide of health, 
The rich man's wiſh, the poor man's wealth 
And ſpread thoſe bluſhes o'er the face, 

Which come and go with native grace, 


he pride of dreſs, the pomp of ſhow, 
Are trappings oft that cover woe; 
But we, whoſe wiſhes never roam, 

hall taſte of real joys at home. 


| 73 — L 
HO my dreſs, as my manners, is imple & plain 
\ raſcal I hate, and a knave I diſdain ; 
ſy dealings are juſt, and my conſcience is clear, 
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| I ſtilltell my tale, and rejoice in my ſong, 


He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 


| c 


id I'm richer than thoſe who havethouſands a year, | 


137 
Tho” bent down with age, and for ſporting uncouth, 
I feel no remorſe for the follies of youth ; 


And my boys think my age not a moment too long. 


Let the courtiers, thoſe dealers in grin & grimace, 
Creep under, dance over, for title or place; 
Above all the titles that flow from a throne, 
That of honeſt I prize—and that title's my own. 


74 : 
Warn late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph I trove in vain 
My wild defires to rally: 
But now they re of themſelves come home, 
And, ftrange ! no longer ſeek to roam, 
They center all in Sally. 


Yet ſhe, unkind one ! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deftroy ; 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, 


Come, then, oh! come, thou ſweeter far 
Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 

Or lilies of the valley; 
O follow love, and quit your fear, 


And make me bleſt in Sally. 


N 989 — 
| Tao my features, I'm told, 

Ale grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom J hate and deteſt; 

Not a wrinkle 1s there, 

Which is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt, 


When I look on my boys, 5 
They renew all my joys, 
Myſelf in my children I ſee ; 
While the comferts I find 
In the kingdom my mind, 
Pronounce that my kingdom bs frees 


N 3 In 


In the days I was young 
Oh! I caper'd and ſung, 
The laſſes came flocking apace; 
But now turn'd of threeſcore, 
I can do io no more ' 
Why then let my boy take his place. 


Of our pleaſures we crack; 
For we ſtill love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what W have been; 
Yet why ihould we repine ? 
You've had your's, I've had mine, 
And now let our children begin. 


; — 7 — 
ConsTanTIa, ſee thy faithfu: ſlave 
Dies cf the wound thy beauty gave ; 

Ah! gentle nymph, no longer try 
From fond purſuing love to fly. 


Thy pity to wy love impart, 
Pity my bleeding, aching heart; 
Regard my ſighs, and flowing tears, 


And with a ſmile remove my fears. 


A wedded wife if thou would'ſt be, 
By ſacred Hymen join'd to me, 


Etre yet the weſtern ſun decline, 


My hand and heart ſhall both be thine, 


— — 77 — 
Tay origin divine 1 ſee, 

Of m tal race thou can'ſt not be: 
Thy lip A ruby luſtre ſhows, 

Thy purple cheek outſhines the roſe: 
And thy bright eye is brighter far 
Tnan apy planet, any ſtar. 

Thy forcid way of life deſpiſe ; 
Above thy ſhav'ry, Silvia, riſe : 
Difplay thy beauty, form, and mien, 
And grow a gocdeis, or a queen. 


2 — 78 
Lovzry Pþi/lis, when thou'rt kind, 
Nought but raptutes fill my minds - 


- 


138 | Soycs for GENTLEMEN. 


N 79 
E W as Nanny but a rural maid, 


g 


Then I think thee ſo divine, 

Thou excell'ſt e'en mighty wine: | 
But when you inſult me and laugh at my pain, 

I waſh thee away in ſparkling champaignz 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one god by the pow'r of Ns 


Eyes relenting when I ſee, . 

Friends J freely quit for thee; 

Love perſuades and charms me then, 

Freedom I'd not with to gain: | 

But when thou art cruel and heed'ſt not my care, 
Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair; 
So bravely contema both the boy and his mother, 
And drive out one god by the pow'r of another, 


And I her only ſwain, 

To tend her flocks in verdant mead, 
And on the verdant plain 

Oh ! how I'd pipe upon my reed, / 
To pleaſe my lovely maid; 

While of all ſenſc of care we'refreed, 


| | Beneath an oaken ſhade, 


When lambkins under bedges bleat, 
And rain ſeems in the ſky, 

Then to bur oaken, ſafe retreat, 
Weid both together hie! 


[There I repeat my yows of love 


Unto my charming fair, 
Whilſt her dear flutt'ring heart would prove 
A mind like mine, fincere. | 


Let others fancy courtly j joys, 
I'd live in rural eaſe; 

Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, and . 
Could neter my fancy pleaſe : 


In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, 


With grace and blooming youth, 
Sincerity. and virtue ſhines, -— 


With modeſty and truth, + | 


Tar 
For th 
Tho? | 
For th 


Truſt 

For ev 
My lo 
Shall « 


Bri 
Beli 
Believ 
Or, 


| You fa 


At e 
Of all 
I ne 
My he 
Till 
And th 
A fl: 
Then t 
Tha 
Of allt 
I ne” 


. 
Whe 
Where 
And 
No ple: 
Nor: 
For Phi 
And 


Oſt- tim 
Whei 
Cay Ph. 
For 5 
But as f 


The; 


SonGs for GENTLEMEN. 


THrice-lov'd Conſtantia, heavenly fair, 
For thee a ſervant's form I wear; 

Tho' bleſt with wealth, and nobly born, 
For thee both wealth and birth I ſcorn. 


Truſt me, fair maid, my conſtant flame 
For ever will remain the ſame: : 
My love that ne'er, will ceaſe, my love 
Shall equal to thy beauty prove, 


Berg VE my fighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won: | 
Believe my vows to you fincere, 
Or, Peggy, I'm undone, | 
You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change 
At ev'ryface that's new: 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er lov'd one but you: 


My heart was like a flake of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eyes, 
And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that never dies. 
Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true ; 
Of all the girls I ever ſaw, - 
I nc'er loy'd ane like you. 


er, 


— 


Farewell: ye green fields and ſweet groves, 


Where Phillis engag'd my fond heart; 
Where nightingales warble their loves, 
And nature is dreſs'd without art: 
No pleaſure ye now can afford, 
Nor muſic can Jull me to reſt ; 
; For Phillis proves falſe to her word, 
And Strepbon can never be bleſt, 


Oft-times, by the fide of a ſpring, 
Where roſes and lilies appear, 
Cay Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 
For Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 
But as ſoon as ſhe found, by my eyes, 
The paſſion that glow'd in my breaſt, 


wrath, ef + . 


— a 
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| Whenever I ſaw her and told her my caſe, 
| She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 


She then, to my grief and furprize, 
Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a jeſt, 


Too late, to. my ſorrow, I find, 
The beauties alone that will laſt, 


Are thoſe that are fix'd in the mind, 


Which envy or time cannot blaſt: 
Beware, then, beware how ye truſt 
Coquets, who to love make ptetence; 

For Phillis to me had been juſt, 
If nature had bleſs'd her with ſenſe, 


Sure never poor ſhepherd * tortur'd like me, 
From morning to night I could never be free; 
The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 
I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſelf dead. 


Yet ſtil} I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix'd, nor could end but with life, 


I found all the offers I made her of love 
Produc'd no effect, nor affection could move; 


} So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 


And boldly reſolved, to conquer, or die. : 
Twas ſpread round the village I courted young Prze 


And Phillis had left her own ſchemes to purſue 


This anſwer'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 
And vow'd ro be true, if I'd not-change my mind, 

I catch'd the occafion, and ſent for a prieſt, 

For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt 3 
From hence learn, ye virgins, be bleſt if ye can, 
And never refuſe the ſincete honeſt man, 


„ 


| E RE Phoebus ſhall peep on the freſh-buding flow'r, 


Or blue bells are robb'd of their dew ; 
Sleep on, my Maria, while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you, 


There roſes and jeſs'min each other ſhall greet, 
And mingle, to copy thy hue 1 
The lily to match with thy boſom ſo ſweet, 


| How faint its reſemblance of you, : 
With 


eee I nn 


—— — 
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With ſweets of thy breath the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 

The thorn ſhall be robb'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 

Vet nature paints nothing like you. 


Theleaves of the ſenfitive- plant muſt declare | 
The truth of my well-belov'd the; 

Whoſe hand if to touch it bold ſhepherds ſhould dare, 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


8 
Lr miſers hug their darling tore, 
And kiſs each guinea o'er and o'er, 

I'm richer with a ſhilling; 
It brings me out to chearful air, 
To meet my lovely, cruel fair, 

Oh! that ſhe was but willing. 


To make her ſuch, I point to groves, - 
And bid her mark the heart-ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing; 
Bat all in vain, as yet, my art, 
For, oh ! I feel acroſs my heart, 
Love's god his poiſon ſpilling, 


The fireams which flow like my fad eye, 
Will leave, at laſt, their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling; 
And ſofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 
Will wear, tho' drops fall one by one, 
A hole, by conſtant drilling. 


But, oh ! my ſprings will ne'er again 
Repleniſh, but with freſher pain, 
Her frowns are ſtill ſo killing; 
Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 
Though conſtant drops bedew my verie, 
From eyes, like limbecks ſtilling. 


J ſung the ſong, it pleas'd her too, 

« How Szc loves I, and I loves Sue, 
While neighbour's grift was milling 4 

But all was vain, if you muſt know, „ 

So I reſol v'd to let her go, 
Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 


—U äñͤ z ne 


5 Come Roſalind, oh, come and ſee 
What pleaſures are in "ſore for thee, 
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Tur gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
Her gloſſy plumage laves; 
And failing down the ſilver tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 
Thefilver tide that wand'ring flows, 
Sweet ts the bird muſt bez 


But not ſo ſweet, blithe Wan ers, 


As Delia is to me. 


| A parent bird, in plaintive- mood, 


On yonder fruit-tree ſung ; 


And ſtill the pendent nett ſhe view'd, 


That held her callow young: 
Tho? dear to her maternal heart 
The genial brood mult be, 


| They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 


As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale; 

Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before the hue grew pale: 

My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If Inckleſs torn from thee ; 

For what the root is to the roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


Two doves I found, like new fall'n ſnow, 


So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds to Delia I'il beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 


| May they of our connubial love 


A happy omen be; 


| Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove 


Shall Delia ſhare with me, 


W hat pleaſures are in flore for thee; 
The flow'rs in all their ſweets appear, 
The fields their gayeſt beauties wear, 
The fields, &c, 
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The joyful birds, in ev'ry grove, 
Now warble out their ſongs of love; 
For thee they fing, and roſes bloom, 
And Colin thee invites to come. 


Come, Roſalind, and Colin join; 

My tender flocks and all are thine 2 
If love and Roſalind be near, 

'Tis May and pleaſure all the year, 


Come, ſee a cottage and a ſwain : 
Can't thou my love or gifts diſdain? , 
Can'ſt chou, Sc. 

Leave all behind, no longer ſtay, 

For Colin calls, then haſte Wes 

For Colin calls, Se. 
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Ba Arn ſoft, ye winds, be calm ye ſkies, 
Ariſe, ye flow*ry race, ariſez = 
Ye ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, 
Call forth a blooming waſte of flow'rs, 


The fragrant roſe, a beauteous gueſt, 

Shall flouriſn on my fair one's breaſt, 

Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flow'r moſt ſweet, the nymph moſt fait. 


— — 
Can love be controul'd by advice? 
Can madneſs and reaſon ageee? 
O Milly ! who'd ever be wiſe, 
If madneſs 1s loving of thee ? 
Let ſages pretend to deſpiſe 
The] Joys they want ſpirits to taſte; 
Let me ſeize on old time as he flies, 
And the bleſſings of life while they laſt. 


Dull wiſdom but adds to our cares; 
Briſk love will improve ev'ry joy; 
Too ſoon we may meet with grey hairs, 
Too late may repent being coy : 
Then, Molly, for what ſhould we ſtay 
Till our beſt blood begins to run cold? 
Our youth we can have but to-day ; 
We may always find time to grow old, 
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oft times in yon flowery vale 
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B EH Ol p the ſweet flowers around. 
With all the bright beauties they wear, 
With all the bright beauties they wear; 

Vet none on the plains can be found, 
So lovely, ſo lovely, as Celia is fair, 
Solovely as Celia is fair, 

Ye warblers, come raife your ſweet throats, 
No longer in filence remain; 
No longer in filence remain; 

Oh ! lend a fond lover your notes, 
Co ſoften, to ſoften my Celia's diſdain? 
To ſoften my Celia's diſdain, 


I breathe my complaints in a ſong, 
I breathe my complaints in a ſong 

Fair Flora attends the ſad tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the borders along, 
And ſweetens the borders along. 


But Celia, whoſe breath might perfume 


| The boſom of Florain May, 
The boſom of Florain May, 

Still frowning, pronounces my doom, 
Regardleſs, regardleſs of all I can ſay, 
Regardleſs of all I can ſay, 


O 


9 . 
| Go, tuneful bird, that glads the ſk:esg 


To'Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay, 


And if ſhedeign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong; 
Tell her the ſounds that ſooth her ear, 
To Damon's native plaints belong. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may ſhine z 
But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 

What are his notes, compar'd to thine? + 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 


And all hi> flaunting race, with ſcorn 
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The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that m_ 
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And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who bags her praiſe, and fings for' orn. 


I — — — F 

Am marry'd and happy, with wonder hear' this, : 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 


And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 


You may laugh, but, believe me, you're all in the 


When you merrily marriage deride; [ wropg, 
For to marriage the permanent pleaſures . 
And in them we can only confide, 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive, never ſincere; 

Oft ſtolen with hafte, or ſnatch'd by ſurptize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear: 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbitt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure, 


True Jove is with ſentiment 3 join'd; 
But your' is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind. 
When, dreading confinement, ye miſtrefles hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy'd 
Ye are led, and mifled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deftroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows? 
My anſwer is ſhort—From a wife, 

Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature, I choſe 
Which are brauties that charm us for ljie, 

To make home the ſeat of perpetual celigiit, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 

And we find ourſelves heppy from morning till night, 
By our mutual endeavours to picaſe, 


— —_— 
Nor on beauty's tranſient pleeſure, 

Which no real joys impart 3 | 
Nor on heaps of ſordid bare 


S 


Twas not Chloe's perfect feature | 
Did the fickle wand'rer bind; 


Nor her form, the boaſt of nature; 


"Twas alone her ſpotleſs mind. 


Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart ; 

Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwains, the zeal bleſſing. 
J. That will joys for life enſure; 


The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 


Will your laſt ing bliſs ſecure, 


Can bluſh and be fincere; 
111 toaſt her in a bumper, l 
If all the belles were here. b 


What tho' no diamones ſparkle 


Around her neck and waiſt, 
With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd, 


In modeſt plain apparel, 

No patches, paint, nor airs, 

In debt alone to nature, 

An angel ſhe appears: 

From gay coquets, high finifh'd, 
ty Cbloe takes no rules, 

Nor envies them their conqueſts, 
The bearts of all ihe fools. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own; 

The graces all poſſe ſſing, 
Yet knows not ſhe has one: 
hen grant me gracious heav'n, 
The gift you muſt approve, 


And Chloe, cha ming Chloe, 
| | Will bleſs me with her love. 
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Far is the ſwan, the ermine white, 


Did 1 fix my youthful heart, 1 


And fair the lily of the vale 


| Tuo Chloe's out of faſhion, 


The 
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he moon, reſplendent queen of night, 

And ſnows that drive before the gale: 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fairer is my Iſabel, _ 5 

weet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, | 

Ard ſweet the morning breath of May; 

arnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 

And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray: 

In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But ſweeter is my Iſabel. 


onſtant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call; 
ond is the ſcy-lark of his love, 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. ; 
10 curb the will, with vain pretence 
Philoſophy her force employs, 
nd tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 
That life affords no real joys: 
zuch idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
{I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 
Ince you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 
vſt I be happy only then, 
When I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 
ach idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, immortal Fove, 
{I prefer my bliſs to your's, _ 
Claſp'd in the arms of her I love, 
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ong ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 


dolt repoſe had lull'd my breaſts 
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Till in one ſhort fatal hour, | 
She depriv'd my ſou} of reſt, 


From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn! 

Teach, O!] teach the maid to languith ! 
Strike fair Phiilis in her turn. his 

From that torment in her breaſt, | 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 


And, to give her boſom reſ t, 


Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


Deas, Chloe, — me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gave; © | 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do'ſt aſk me how many I'd have? 


. | I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure z 


Then, pr*ythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 
For. ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers 1'i] ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hyb/a are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel che fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Szcily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go num er the ſands on the ſhore; 


| And when ſo many kiſles you've given, 


Iſtill'ſhall be aſking for more. 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 

In my arms let meever infold thee, 
And circle thee round, like a vine. 

What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent z 


The wretch that can number his kiſſes, 


Will always with few be content, 


# 
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F Arewell, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite fick of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch baughty diſdaia; 
My heart leaps with joy to be free once again, 
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And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 
Who = her praiſe, and fings for'orn. 


* * 
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Am 3 and happy, with wonder hear this, 
Ye rovers and rakes of the age; 

Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage: 

Vou may laugh, bot, believe me, you're all in the 
Whey you merrily marriage deride; [ wrong, 

For to marriage the permanent pleaſures _ 
And in them we can only confide, 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive, never ſincere; 

Oft ſtolen with hafte, or ſnatch'd by ſurprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear : | 

But thoſe which in legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 

Is from ev'ry imbĩtt'ring reflection refin'd, 
And to life's lateſt hour will endure, 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that * 
True love is with ſentiment 3 Join'd 3 

But your's is a paſſion, a feveriſh flame, 
Rais'd without the conſent of the mind; 

When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hire, 
With this and with that ye are cloy'd; 

Ye are led, and mifled, by a flatt'ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deftroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows? 
My anſwer is ſhort—From a wife, 

Who for chearfulneſs, ſenſe, and good-nature, I choſe 
Which are brauties that charm us for lie. 

To make home the ſeat of perpetual delight, 
Ev'ry hour each ſtucies to ſeize; 

And we find ourſelves happy from morning till night, 
By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


Nor on beauty's tranſient pleeſure, 
Which no real joys impart 3 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 


Did 1 fix my youthful heart, 


What tho' no oiamonds ſparkle 


| 


| Far is the ſwan, 
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Twas not Chloe's perfect hw | 


"Twas alone her ſpotleſs mind. 
Not on beauty's tranſient pleaſure, 
Which no real joys impart ; 
Nor on heaps of ſordid treaſure 
Did I fix my youthful heart. 


Take, ye ſwains, the eal bleſſing 


J. That will joys for life enſure; 
The virtuous mind alone poſſeſſing, 


Will your laſt ing bliſs ſecures 


Can bluſh and be fincere; 


I'll toaſt her in a bumper, 


If all the belles were here. 
Around her neck and waiſt, 

With ev'ry ſhining virtue 
The lovely maid is grac'd, 


In modeſt plain apparel, 
No patches, paint, nor airs, 

In debt alone to nature, 
An angel ſhe appears: 

From gay coquets, high finifh'd, 
My Chloe takes no rules, 

Nor envies them their conqueſts, 
The bearts of all ihe fools. 


Who wins her muſt have merit, 
Such merit as her own; 

The graces all poſſe ſſing, 
Net Knows not ſhe has one: 
hen grant me gracious heav'n, 
The gift you muſt approve, 


| And Chloe, chaiming Chloe, 


Will bleſs me with her love. 
the ermine white, 


| And fair the lily of the vale 


Did the fickle wand'rer bind; ö 
Nor her form, the boaſt of nature; 


— p 
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To- Chloe's out of faſhion, 


Thi 


And 


Waen 
uch idle 
Envy! 
fI pref 
Claſp 


AIRE 
Sweet 
ire the | 
Riche 
ong ſec 
Solt te 
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he moon, reſplendent queen of night, 
And ſnows that drive before the gale: 
In fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 

But fairer is my Iſabel. oe 5 . 
weet is the vi'let, ſweet the roſe, | 
Ard ſweet the morning breath of May; 

arnations rich their ſweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet the winding woodbines ſtray: 


| In ſweetneſs theſe the reſt excel, 


But ſweeter is my Iſabel, 


onſtant the poets call the dove, 
And am'rous they the ſparrow call: 
ond is the ſcy-lark of his love, 
And fond the feather'd lovers all: 
In fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. p 


—kꝛ — — —— 
* 


Jo curb the will, with vain pretence 


Philoſophy her force employs, 
nd tells us, in deſpite of ſenſe, 
That life affords no real joys : 


zuch idle whims my heart abjures; 


Envy me not, immortal Jove, 


{I prefer my bliſs to your's, 


Claſp'd in the arms of her I love. 


Ince you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free: 


luſt I be happy only then, 


Waen I, alas! ſhall ceaſe to be? 
nch idle whims my heart abjures;z 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 


I prefer my bliſs to your's, 


Claſp's in the arms of her 1 love. 


AIRER than the op'ninę lilies, 
Sweeter than the morning reſe, 


re the blooming charms of £billisz 


Richer ſweets does the diſcloſe. 
ong ſecure from Cupid's pow'r, 
doit repoſe had lull'd my breaſts 


A 
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Till in one ſhort fatal hour, 
She depriv'd my ſou} of reſt, 


4 4 | Cupid, god of pleaſing anguiſh, 


From whoſe ſhafts I bleed and burn! 
Teach, O! reach the maid to languith ! 
Strike fair Phillis in her turn. 
From that tormeat in her breaſt, 
Soon to pity ſhe'll incline, 


And, to give her boſom reſ t, 


Kindly heal the wound in mine. 


Dea, Che, come ok me ſweet kiſſes, 
For ſweeter no girl ever gage; 
But why, in the midſt of my bliſſes, 
Do'ſt aſk me how many I'd have? 


. | I'm not to be ſtinted in pleaſure ; 


Thea, pr'ythee, dear Cbloe, be kind; 
For, ſince I love thee beyond meaſure, 
To numbers 1'i] ne'er be confin'd. 


Count the bees that on Hyb/a are playing; 
Count the flow'rs that enamel the fields; 
Count the flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And the grain that rich Sicily yields; 
Count how many ſtars are in heaven; 
Go num er the ſands on the ſhore; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ftil}-ſhal!l be aſking for more. 


| To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 


A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms let meever infold thee, 
And circle thee round, like a vine. 
What joy can be greater than this is? 
My life on your lips ſhall be ſpent 
The wretch that can number his kiſſes, 
Will always with few be content, 
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F Arewell, my Paſtora, no longer your ſwain, 
Quite fick. of his bondage, can ſuffer his chain: 
Nay, arm not your brow with ſuch haughty diſdain; 


Sing tol derol, Sc. 


My heart leaps with joy to be free once again, 
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In live like the birds, thoſe ſweet tenants of May.\ 

Who always are ſportful, who always are gay 3 

How ſeetly their ſonnets they carol all day! 

Their Jove is but frolic, their courtſhip but play, 
Sing tol derol, &c, 


If ſtruck by a beauty they ne'er ſaw before, 

In chirping ſoft notes they her pity implore 2 
She yields to intreaty ; and when the fit's o- er, 
*Tis a hundred to ten that they never meet more. 


Sing tol IS 
HE bb that I love was as chearful as 8 


And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May; 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove, 
And her face was as fair as the Mother of Love: 
Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds 
And receives gentle odours from flowery beds; 
Yet warm in #ffe&tion as Phoebus at noon, 
And as chaſte as the ſilver- white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new-fall'n ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young 1ris's bow; 

At clear as the ſtream and as deep as the flood 
She, tho' witty, was wife, and tho' beautiful, good: 
The ſweets that each virtue or grace had in ſtore, 
She cull'd, as the bee does, the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was 1! * 
For tho! her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 


1000 
Comr, give; your attention to what I unfold, 
The moral is true, tho” the matter is old, 
The moral is true, Cc. 
My honeſt confeſſion's intended to prove, 
How taſteleſs, inſipid, is life without love; 
My honeſt me Tt 8, Cc. 


In works of old ſophiſt my mind I employ'd; 

My bottle and friend, too, by turns, I enjoy'd, 
My bottle, &c. 

I laugh'd at che ſex, and preſumptucuſly Arove 
Their charms to target, and bie farewell to love: 
1J laugh'd, Se. 
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I toil'd and! traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 


+A patriot in politics, fond of debate, Iwov 
A patriot. Sc. To dri 
Each paſſion indulging, my doubts did remove! lam g 
| They center'd in pleafure, and —_ in love: hate 
Each paſſion, Sc. N | T 
| How ſweet my reſolves, I confeſs'd with a ſigh, 5 
When Philli:, ſweet Phillis, 1 wantonly by, axes 
hen Phillis, &e. =_ 
caught her, and mention'd a turn in the grove; EE 
Conſenting ſhe made me a convert to love: : mo 
{I caught her, Sc. But th 
| Ye lovers of freedom, no longer plas ; I ca 
We're born fellow- ſubjects of beauty's ſoft _ The h 
We're born, &c, All 
My purchas'd experience this maxim will prove, And n 
That life is not life when divided from love: N 
My purchas'd W Se. 80 Celi 
| And 


8 faireſt Phœæbe, yon garden ſo fair, 3 


So rural the arbours, ſo pleaſant the air; fat 
The trees how they re elad with a bright lovely gret Too mn 
And lovers, for pleaſure, a walking are ſeen. 5 ui 
See the meadows & fields, with what beauty they pro 1a 
And the ciear Ii mpid ſtreams uninterruptedly flow; £ 
Sce the innocent lambs how they chearfully play, MM Had ©» 
| While their dams, on the bank, do aſun burning 0 1 8 
In the airchear the birds, with ſweet warbling throat 1 vos 
All chanting their Jays in the ſweeteſt of notes; Auk: 
Thelark in the morning, as ſoon as 'tis light, [flight while 
With out-ftretched wings tow'rds the ſky takes he wo : 
The cowſlips and vi'lets adorn the green banks, ae 
And pleaſantly grow in irregular ranks ; * 
Not a thing is there wanting to make it look neat To chu! 
But you, my dear Pheve, to render't compleat. Sw, 
Suppoſe, then, for pleaſure, we juſt take a walk Wo 4 
| Around yonder green, and let love be our talk: 
What ſay you, my fair one, to you I'll reſign; Le- 
| What pleaſes _ fancy, will likewiſe pleaſe mW ge he 


I wo 
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: 7 would ſcorn to be rode; my thoughts I'd employ | 
| To drive away that which I thought would annoy. 
Ham plain and fincere, as a lover ſhould be; 


I hate to be flatter'd, and love to be free, 


— 102 —— 
Taz flame of love ſincere I felt, 


A tyrant in my ſoul it dwelt, 
v7 Put awe ſuppreſs'd my tongue. 
e Wa length I told my deareſt maid, 
| My heart was fix d upon her: 
But think not 1 can love, ſhe ſaid, 
I can't vpon my honour, 


ain, The heart that once is roving caught, 
N All prudent nymphs diſtruſt; 
© MW And muſt it for a youthful fault 
Be always deem'd urjuſt? _. 
So Celia judg'd, ſo ſenſe decreed, 
And bid me ſtill to ſhun her: 
Your ſuit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed, 
It won't, upon my honour, 


Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 
I with a figh confeſs ; kN 

But thou, who canſt the rake reclaim, 
My new-born paſſiom bleſs! 

Had ev'ry nymph like Celia prov'd, 
I could not have undone ber; 

On thee, bright maid, thou beſt belov'd, 
doat, upon my honour. 

Awhile the nymph my ſuit repreſs'd, 
My conftancy to prove, | 

Then with a bluſh conſent expreſs'd, 
And bleſs'd me wi h her love. 


To church J led the blooming fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now life's ſweeteſt joys we ſhare, 
We do, upon my honovr. 
1 103 ' 

ET the tempeſt of war 

Be heard from a far, 

With trumpets' and cannon' alarme 2 


* 


And ſkreen'd the paſſion long; s 


And che laſting enjoyment of reſt: 


Wu ERE virtue incircles the fair, | 


No gaudy embelliſhing arts 


n 


Let the brave, if they will, 

By their valour vr ſkill, 

Seek hononr and conqueſt in arms. 
To live ſafe, and retire, 2. 

Is what I defire, | 

Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeRt ; 

For in them I obtain 

True peace without pain, 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 
From all interruption at eaſe; 
In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wife, | 
Who will ſtudy her burſband to pleaſe, 


Their lilies and roſes are vain 
Each Bloſſom muſt drop with geipair, 
Where innocency takes up her reigns » 


The fair-one need call to her aid, 
Who kindly by nature imparts 
The graces that Nature has made. 
{The ſwain who has ſenſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Each coquettiſh art to enſnare; 
If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 
Atrend to my counſel, ye fair; 
{Let virgins whom Nature has bleſt, 
Her ſovereign dictates obey ; 
For beauties by Nature expreſt, 
- Are beauties that never decay. 
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My fair, ye ſwains, is gone aftray ; 
The little wand'rer Joſt ber way 
In gath'ring flow'rs the other day; 
Poor Phillis, poor Phillis poor lovely Phii!ts. 
Ah! lead her home, ye gentle ſwaine, 
Who know an abſent loves's pains 
And bring her ſafely o'er the plains ; 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 
0 Conceive 


li 
i 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
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Conceive what tortures rack my mind; 
And, if you'll be fo juſt and kind, 
I'll give you certain marks to find 

My Phillis, Se. 


Whene' er a charming form you ſee, 

Serenely grave, ſedately free, 

And mildly gay, it muſt be the ; 
"Tis Phillis, Se. | 


Not bold!y bare, not half undreſt, 

But under cover ſlightly preſt, 

In ſecret plays the little breaſt 
Of Phillis, Sc. 


When ſuch a heavenly voice you hear, 

As makes you think a Dryad near, 

Ah! ſeize her, and bring home my dear 
*}is Phillis, Sc. 


The nymph, whoſe perſon, void of art, 

Has ev'ry grace, in every part, 

With murd'ring eyes, yet harmleſs heart, 
Is Phillis, &c. | 


Whoſe teeth are like an iv'ry row, | 
Whoſe {kin is like the cleareſt ſnow, 
W hoſe face like—nothing that 1 know, 


Is Phillis, Sc. 


But reft, my ſoul, and blefs your fate; 
Abe Gods, who form'd a piece ſo neat, 
So juſt, exact, and ſo compleat 

As Phillis, Sc. 


Proud of their bit in ſuch a flow'r, 


Which ſo exemplifies their pow'r, 
Will guard, in ev*ry dang'rous hour, 
My Phillis, my Phillis, my lovely Phillis, 


— 0. 
Wee others ſtrip the new fall'n ſnows, 
And fteal its fragrance from the role, 
To dreſs their Fancy's Seen; 
Fain would I fing, but words are faint, 
all muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My [enny of the Green. 


—— 7 ON E ts Ls — — 


Then ev'ry nymyh that hop'd to pleaſe, 


On me ſhe caft her partial eye, 


| Tho? now fhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 


| My Jenny of the Green, 


That brings her back with fpeedy flight, 


And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
| On loit':ing wing prolong my ſtay 


SOFT pleaſing pains, unknown before, 


| Beneath this elm, be fide this ſtream, 

How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lovers cauſe, 

The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 

To Jenny of the Green, | 


With joy my ſoul revives the day, 


When, d:ck'd in all the pride of Nay, 
She hail'd the ſylvan ſcene; | 


Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Of Jenny of the Green, 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 


F 


Nor ſcorn'd my bumble mien; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath J wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 

Of Jenny of the Green, 


Through all the fairy Jand of love, 
l' ſeek my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen 


Tho' far apart, I'll meet again 


But thou, old Time, till that bleſt night 


Melt down the hours between 


With Jenny of the Green, 


a 


My beating boſom feels, | 
When I behold the bliſsful bow'r 
Where deareſt Delia dwells. 

That way I daily drive my flock ; 
Ah ! happy, happy vale ! . 
T ere look, and wiſh; and while I look, 
My fighs increaſe the pale, | 
My ſighs increaſe the gale, 


The rovin 
May gli 
let, tho? 


Sometims it damp 


dime 


Sometimes at midnight I do ſtray 
Beneath th' inclement ſkies, 
And there my true devotion pay 
To Delia's ſleep- ſeal'd eyes: 

So pious pilgrims nightly roam, 
With tedious travel faint, 

To kiſs alone the clay-cold tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite ſaint, 
Of ſome, Se. 


O tell, ye ſhades, that fold my fair, 


And all my bliſs contain, 
Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain ? 
But let me not at fate repine, 
And thus my grief impart: 
She's not your tenant; — ſhe ig mine; 
Her Manſion is my heart, 
Her Manon is my heart, 


: 18 
Too long a giddy wand'ring youth, 

From fair to fair I rov'd 
To ev'ry nymph I vow'd my truth, 

Tho' all alike I loy'd 


et, when the joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My truth appear'd a jeſt; 

but, truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laft 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy is beſt, 


Like other fools; at female wiles 
Twas my delight to rail; 
heir ſighs, their vows, their tears, their ſmiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail : | 
hot, by re flection's bright ning pow'r, 
ſee their worth confeſt; 
That man cannot enough adore, 
Chat conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy ls beſt, 


(he roving heart at beauty's fight 
May glow with fond deſire; 

et, tho' poſſeſſion yield delight, 

It damps the lawleſs fire: 


1 
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But love's celeſtial faithful flames 

Still catch from breaſt to breaſt 3 
While ev'ry home-felt joy proclaims 

That conſtancy is beſt, 

T hat conſtancy is beſt. 


No ſolid blifs from change reſults, 
No real raptutes flow | 
But, fix'd to one, the foul exults, 
And taſtes of heav'n below. 
With Jove, on ev'ry gen'rous mind, 
Is cruth's fair form impreſt; 
And reaſon dictates to mankind, 
That conſtancy is beſt, 
That conſtancy 1s beſt. 
5 109 — 
Curio, god of love and joy), 
Wanton roſy winged boy, 
Guard her heat from all alarms, 
Bring her deck'd in all her charms, 
Bluſhing, panting, to my arms. 


All the heaven I aſk below, 

Is to uſe thy darts and bow, 
Could 1 have them in my pow'r, 
One ſweet ſmiling happy hour, 
One ſweet woman I'd ſecure, 


She's the firſt which Venus made, 


With her graces full array'd; 
When ſhe treads the velvet ground, 3 
We feel the zone with which ſhe's bound, 
All is paradiſe around, 
| 110 
IN perſuit of the fox and the hare 
What joys and what comforts abounds ! 
Byt I am alone in diſpair, 
Since Silvia's not there to be found, 


When I join with my friends round the bowl! 
What raptures I view in each face! 

But Sylvia poſſeſſes my ſoul, 
And no pleaſures her form can eraſe, 


I have told her a tale of ſoft love, 


As we ſat in the cool myrtle ſhade 
| Q 2 
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But nothing I {aid'cou!d remove 
Her idea of being betray d. 

© ! could I but make her wy wiſe, 
I'd bid ev'ry folly adieu! 

And reſolve for the reſt of my life 
To center my wiſhes with Vou. 


111 
Ogetſey ! wilt thou gang with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lowly cot and ruſſet gown. 
Nae longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
Nae longer deckt wi' jewels rare; 


Sey, can'ſt thos quit each courtly ſcene, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair? 


O Betley ! when thou'rt far away 


Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind? 
Say, can'ſt thou face tbe flakey ſnaw, 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern wind? 
Say, can that ſeft and gentleſt mien, 
Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear ? 
Ner ſad regret eath courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair, 


O Betſey ! can't thou love ſa true, 
Thro' perils keen wi' me to go? 
Or when miſhap the ſwain ſhould rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe ? 
Or when invading pains betall, 
Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor wiſhful thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou vert Faireſt of the Fair? 


And when at laft thy Jove ſhall die, 

Wilr thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wi't thou repreſs each ſtruggling fiph, 

And chear with fmiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay 

Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the Fair, 


| 


7 2 apron 
Is pity, Celia, to my pain, 


No more my heart reprove, 


Nor let the blaſts of cold diſdain Celi 
Deſtroy my riſing love. Who 
My love, as yet, but newly blown, Wh 
Muſt die for want of care ; Ev'ry 
*Tis your's (as you the ſeeds have ſown} Ev't 
To ſave the flaw'rs they bare. Ev'ry 
| When firſt the ſpringing flow'r appears, Ev 
And ſhews its rifing head. Thoſe 
Each gentleſt wind is ſhiv'ring fear. Mal 
And courts the gardener's aid. Pleaſu: 
In pity then, no longer ſtrive Wh 
To grieve my faithful mind; Look 1 
[Since love and faith, and yet too, Celia 
Expect you to be kind. | Yet, 0: 
113 — — Wh. 

SAY, why muſt the poet's ſoft lays | 
To beauty be always conffn'd? Tas 
Or why not the tribute of praiſe G el 
Be paid to the charms of the mind ? Whoſe 
Why need we obferve what we know, To C 
That beauty will quickly decay, What t 
Like flow'rs, which: as ſoon as they blow, ; And 
Droop, wither, and then fade away? . "FINE 
Tho' not with that raviihing form, That 
Which blooming Lucinda can boaſt, The cot 
Shall Celia be treated with ſcorn, To n 
Oc lighted, becauſe ſhe's no'toaſt ? In this 
No, (urely, forall muſt revere ; Of ir 
The charms of her temper and mind; Jee hoy 
Her judgement ſo ſolid and clear, | Upre: 
Her taſt ſo correct and reſin d. And to 
Then why not the tribute of praiſe Iran! 
Be paid to the charms of the mind? There v 
Or why muſt the poet's ſoft lays How 
To beauty be always confin'd? | Enraptu 
Ye ſwains, then be prudent and wiſe, To vi 
Nor liſten to beauty's falſe voice; ut pray 
A happineſs pure if ye prize, The 1 
| Let merit alone claim your choice,” nus May I &l 


The L 


— — — 
Was on thy dear boſom Iying, 
Celia! who can tell my bliſs ? 

Who the raptures I'm enjoying, 
When thy balmy lips I kiſs ? 

Ev' ry look with love inſpires me; 
Ev'ry touch my boſom warms 3 

Ev'ry melting tranſport fires me; 
Ev'ry joy is in thine arms. 


Thoſe dear eyes that ſweetly Tanguiſh, 
Make my heart with raptures beat; 
pleaſure almoſt turns to anguiſh, 
When the tranſport i is ſo great, 
Look not ſo divinely on me; 
cela! J ſhall die with bliſs: 
Yer, oh! turn thoſe eyes upon me; 
Who'd not die a death like this iP. 


Tag fragrant Lily of the Vale, 
So elegantly fair, | 


Whoſe ſweets perfume the fang gale, 2 


To Chloe I compare: 


What thouę h on earth it Jowly 5 grows, 


And ftrives its head to hide; 
It ſweetneſs far out- vies the 5M 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coſtly tulip owes its hue 
To many a gaudy ſtainz + 
ln this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remai nn 
dee how the curious florift's band 0 
Uprears its hunible.head 3. _ - 
And to preſerve the charming flower, 
Tranſplants it to his bet. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets —_— 228 


How ſhines each modeſt grace; 
Enaptur'd how its owner Aands, 8 
To vie w its lovely face: 
| but pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The inference of my tale; 
IL May I the floriſt be - and thou 
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| 
WIEN once I with Phillida ſtray d, 


Where rivers ran murmuring by, 
I heard the ſoft vows tha. ſhe made, 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I 2 
My breaſt was a firanger to care, 
For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 
I thought myſelf richer, by far, 
Than he that had mountains of Gold, 


But now I am poor and undone, 
Her vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The kiſſes, I once thought my own, 
Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain 
But ceaſe, gentle ſhep herd, to deem 
Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, 
As fickle as Midſummer dew, 


O Ppillis, ſo fickle and fair, 


Why did you my love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro? deſpair, 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: | 


| You imii'd, and your imiles were ſo ſweet, 


You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpect the deceit, 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind 


When tempeſts the ocean deform. 


And billows ſo mountainous roar, 


The Pilot, ſecure from the ſtorm, 


Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore z 


As ſoon as ſoft breezes ariſe, 


And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 
His art he too credulous tries, ' 
And ſailing is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


11 
H ARK ! tis I, your own al lover 
After walking three long miles, 
One kind Jook, at leaſt, diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles, 
You alone my heart I fix on, 
h, you little cunning vixes ! 
Jean ſee your W | 


The Lily of the Vale. ui 41 
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ogg 15 ＋ is ſo poſſe ſs⸗ d, 
„Pill we're ſped J ſhan't ha- 
Dato fo = Fe ave felt; Ye dy” ye gave to me a wife, . : 8 
N ing's 4 bargain 0 a Ti 
He a | ut of your grace and favour 4 5 
re, an vou like it, ready to ſtrike it, To be the comſort of a * 
There's at onte an end of arguing: And 1 mfort of my lite, As if! 
3 am her's, ſhe is mine; ae plad to have her. * 
Thus we ſeal, and thus we ſign. wm if your providence divine | T, 
| Þ For greater bliſs deſign © | {5 like 
T — o obey your will at any ti | FW 
HE ſmiling plains, profuſel ; F og ly time, 3 
An dred in eee, A IR Fan 
The birds around id every vale, | | "Re —— 2, — 18 
Breathe rapture on the vacal gale, A a dear maid, whoſe charms inſpirg | "Thy 
1 . | 
But ah! Miranda, without thee, Once more a _ by ? K | TH 
Nor ſpring nor ſummer (miles on me ! And range the thim ee 2 * 
All lonely in the ſecret ſbad ee. Wen, . 
I mourn thy abſence, charming maid, And Nature's various ls _ __ 5 0 
oſt as love ! as honour fair! And Nature's varivus, Sc. 3 5 Oh | | 
ore gently ſweet than vernal F i 
Come to my arms, for — alone” — by n 5 "1 of 
ge : xs thron | nc 
Can all my anguiſh paſt atone ! Th' embow'ring hhades of cs. 95 whe Ia! 
O come ! and to my bleeding heart, To humble minds belong; 129 80 | 3 
Th' ambrofial balm of love impart { To thoſe whoſe virtue is too great | 155 No 
| A e laſting joy ſhall bring, | To live in regions of "deceit. OL . He lev 
| | givet e year eternal ſpring. ; Though now ill-nature throws her darts F te He 
| 119. | And wounds our ſocial joy Tn 22 59W; Like « 
; How ſweet are the roſes of June, = Bleſt friendſhip ſtill unites our hearts 877 The 
a inde , | With her endearing tie. 
P and the jeſſamine gay; Whil 8 | My L 
But ſtripp'd of their bloſſoms, how foo 2 a ile thus ſupported, we can brave _ But 
How ſutden thoſe ſweets will decay | i ach cruc} en een WS ORs | © 
| Juſt ſuch is the maid in her prime, : Vice ſhall try all her arts in vain 410 2 
; Adorn'd with the bloom of fifteen ; Our union to 6ivide' 3/1 Ph - 
4 Bur robb'd of her beauty by time, : For pureſt love's eternal chakky 3 ＋. 1 
1 No traces of youth can be ſeen. Wee ſpirits has ally" d: 42 15 8 
7 Then Phillis, be wiſe whilſt yo | en OY give tk bein, . 
| u may a 
To Damon $ addrefies e Fi i | oY e oor 89; get again, ET ENTS. | 145 
i Relent, or, believe what I Taye: 8 AY . 122, ——— dH 5. ike 
1 Too late you will alter yo! „oh! too lovely creature, = 88 m te 
| * Ir mind. Th i WO 7 8 
if Whos cwar th ou cauſe of all my ſmart te ay, v 
e fond youth ſhall declare y Mar „ 1 
4 Th ares. What means this Nan nee | 
iq e paſſion which glows i in his breaft With palpitations, dan Icann 
{ Wm bim to the altar repair, ; The = out a feeling heart? 1 
o longer re fuſt | re's conjuration in it: renn 
| | 8 e to be bleſt, | tt ceaſes — Then, in 4 minute, | 
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Such rapping 7 
And tapping, 
As if it ne'er would reſt; 
Mine too, I vow, 
] can't tell how, 
I like to burſt my breaſt, 


F AIR Hetty my Heart hath enchain'd, 
That rov'd among Beauties fo free; 
For ſurely the Fates had ordain'd 
That none ſhould er.flave it but the. 
Ab! Traitor, is Lucy forgot, | 
To Whom thou diaft.Conftancy ſware ? 
The Lucy that ſweetn'd thy Lot 
Of Sorrow, Vexation, and Care ! 
Oh! periſh the Thought? She was mine, 
Beſt Gift I could aſk from above; 
Conceive it, ye Hearts that combine 
In Rivets of conjugal Love, 


But, ah! the inſatiable Foe 

Nor Sighs nor Entreaties will hear, 
He levell'd his murcherons Blow, 

He ſpoil'd me of all that was dear, 


Like Orpheus, my h) re I would firing, 
The Regions of Death would explore, 
My Lucy from thence would I bring, 
But, alas! I can ſee her no morer 
dweet Hetty, then haſte to my Arms, 
Since nought can reverſe the Decree ; 
Oh! give me to taſt of thy Charms, 


\ 


To meet a fond Lucy in thee. | 


Am a young ſhepherd, the pride of the plain 
The laſſes all ſtrive my affection to gain; 

I'm teaz'd by young, Phillis, young Bridget and Sue; 
Say, what would you have ſuch a young ſheperd do ? 
I cannot be eaſy wherever I go, 

Nor know I the reafon they fallow me ſo; 
Dis ſtrange I am ſure you will readily own, 

Ib That, tho' 1 cefule, they won't let me one. 


* 
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| Then ſpeak your mind at once, 


151 
1 night at the wake, when I danc'd on the green, 
Such numbers came round me as never were ſeen; 
To be téaz'd in this manner no mortal could bear, 
50 I fix'd upon one who is lovely and fair, 


Her eaſe and good-nature, I vow and proteſt, 
| Have gain'd my affection beyond all the reſt; 
She has wit, youth and beauty, the paſſions to move, 
And at laſt, I muſt own, I am ſmitten wich love. 


. 12 
THE fool that is wealchy is ſure of a bride z 
For riches, like fig-leaves, their nakedneſs hide ; 
The ſlave that is poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miſtreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore they ne'er troubled their heads 
In ſettling of jointures, cr making of deeds; | 

But Adam and Eve, when they firſt emer'd courſe, 
E'en took one another, for better, for worſe. 


Then pr'ythee, dear Chloe, ne'er aim to be great; 
Let love be thy jointure, ne'er mind an eftate: 
You can never be poor, who have all thoſe charms; 
And J hall be rich, when I've you in my arms. 


— — 12 — 
DecrARE, my pretty maid, 
| Muſt my fond ſuit miſcarry ? 
With you I'll toy, 11 kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry, hang me if I marry ; 
With you Il toy, c. 


Nor let me longer tarry ; 
With you T'll toy, I'll Kiſs and play; 
But hang me if I marry: 


: With you, Sc. 


Tho charms and wit aſſail, 
The ftroke I well can parry; 
love to kiſs, to toy and play; 
But do not chooſe to matry: 
I love, Sc. 


Young Molly of the dale 
Makes a mere ſlave of Harry 


1 


Becauſe, 


152 
Becauſe, when they had tcy'd and kiſs'd, 


The fooliſh ſwain would marry 
Becauſe, &c. 


Theſe fix'd reſolves, my dear, 

Ito the grave will carry; 
With you i'll toy, and kiſs and W ; 

'But hang me if I maary, hang me if I marry ; 
With you I'll toy, &c, i 


A 127 ———— 
DIEU, ye groves, adieu ye plains ! 
All nature mourning lies; 
See glaomy clouds, and thick'ning rains, 
Obſcure the lab' ring Kies: 
See from afar th' impending ſtorm 
With fullen haſte appear; 
See winter comes, a dreary form, 
To tule the falling year. 


No more the lambs with gameſome bound 
Rejoice the gladden'd light; 
No more the gay <n»me!!''d ground, 
Or ſylvan iceae> delight: 
Thus Zepbalinda, much lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; 
The roſe muſt droop the li;y fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail. 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 
May rite on active wing; 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 
And bail ieviving ſpring: | 

But youth, my fair, fees no return; 
The pleafing bubble o'er, 

In vain its fleeting joys you mourn, 
They fal to bloom no more, 

Hake :i;-n, dear girl, that time improve 
Which art can ne'er regain, | 

In blitstu! ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diftinguiſh'd ſwain : 

So ſhal life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs ſmiling and ſerene; 

Tho' Summer, Autumn, glide way, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene. 


n * * 
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| While ſome with ſhort- liv d paſſion glow, ; F wil 


| The yourhful god that rules the year, en N 


+ % 
Ir love's a ſweet paſſion, how can it torment? 
| Tf bitter, O tell me whence comes my content! 
Since I ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould 1 complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain } 
Yet ſo pleaſing the pain is, fo ſoft his the dart, 
That at once it both wounds meand tickles my bear. 


1 graſp her hand gently, look languiſhing down: 


And by paſſionate filence I make my love kn: 


But, oh ! how I'm bleſs'd when ſo kind the does prove! 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love; 
When, in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her fame, 
And our eyes tell each other what neither dare name, 


How delightful embraces! how peaceful her arms 


| Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to love; 


Tis taught us on earth, and by all things above: 
And to beauty's bright ſtandard all heroes muſt yield; 
For *tis beauty that conquers and * the fair field, 


— — 120 — — 
W nar beauteous ſcenes eachant my W | 
How cloſely yonder vine, fo 
Does round that elm's ſupporting height 
Her wanton ringlets twine! 
That elm (no more a barren ſhade) 
Is with her cluſters crown'dz 
And that fair vine, without his aid, 
Had crept along the ground, 


Let this, my fair one, move thy heart 


Connubial joys to prove, 59 
Yet mak what age and care impart, 

No: «houghtleſs ruſh on love: \y 
Know thy own bliſs, and joy to hear r 
Vertumnus loves thy charms, 85 


And keeps thy groves from harm. ANY OY” 


His love remains the ſame; _ 
On him alone thy heart beſtow, _ 
And crown his conſtant fl me: 


+ 0%; 


| 


How pleaſing is beauty! how ſweet. are, he charm": 
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1 Their wonted tribute bring 1 A T7 — — 
lain, . A Tok 5 : C76 FB oy — Y * I ie, that ſmoothly flow z | 
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YE chearful virgins, have ye ſeen | , Tar glitt'ring ſun 5 * iſe | 
My fair Myrtilia paſs the green, | On yonder hill, and paints the ſkies 
To roſe or jeſs'ming bow r? Tze lark his warbling-matin fings; 
pw e does ſhe ſeek the woodhine ſfiade? Each flowꝰr in all its beauty fprings ; 
was ye know the blooming maid, The yillage up, the ſhepherd tries 
vueet as the May-blown flow'r. - _ | His pipe, and to the woodland hies. 
Her cheeks ae Ile the maiden roſe, | | | Ob! that on th enamel['d green 
Join'd with the lily as it blows, TR” I My Delia, lovely maid, were ſeen, 
Bahn: each in ſweetneſs vie; 1 | Freſher than the roſes bloom, 
= de w- drops gli ning in the morn, | Sweeter than the meads perfume, 
When Phebus gilds the flow'ring thorn, =—= | G9» $2n'le galesy and bear my fight away; 
Health ſparkles in her eye. „ 2 - — ear the tender notes convey : 
5 Her ſong is like the linnet's | ; 45 c 
| That warbles chearful A. 1575 | — wr eds be fill s the ſounding ſhores, 
- Pro's o I, like him, abandon'd and forlorn, 


Te tail the vernal beam ; [ Wich ceaſeleſs plaints my abſent Delia mourn, Qa, 
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T54 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my Eghs along : 1 
The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their ev'ning ſong, 
The winds to blow, the waving woods to move, 
And ſtreams to murmur, exe I ceaſe to love. 
Not bubbling fountains to the thirſty ſwain, 
Nor balmy ſleep to lab'rers ſpent with pain, 
Nor ſhow'rs lo larks, nor ſunſhine to the bee, 


1 —— — — 
I Love thee, by heavens I cannot ſay more; 
Then ſet not my paſſion a cooling : | 
If thou yieldiſt not at once, Imuſt een give thee o er, 

For 1 am but a novice at fooling. [deeds; 


What my love wants in words it ſhall make up in 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child? 

A performance, you'wot well, a promiſe exceeds ; 1 
A word to the wiſe i is enough, child. 


I know how to love, and to make that love known; 
But J hate all proteſting and afguing: 

Had a goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſhould e' en lie alone, 
If ſhe made many words to a bargain. | 


Tm a quaker in love, and but barely affirw 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying; _ 

P, 'ythee be thou ſo too; ſeek for no better term, 
But e' en throw thy yea, or thy nay, i wy 


- FF 


I cannot bear love like a Chancery ſuit, 


The age of a patriarch depending; 
Then pluck up a ſpirit; no longer be mute; 
Give it, one way or other, an ending. 


Long courtſhip's the vice of a phlegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners; [eoo), 


Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the victuals grow | 


Before men fit down to their dinne: s. 


—_— 6 | 
BRIGHT was the mor ning, cool was the air, 
Serene was all the ſky, © 
When on the waves I left my dear, 
The center of my joy; 
Heaven and na'ure ſmiling were, 
And nothing ſad but I. 


* 
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Each roſey field did odours ſpread, 
All fragrant was the ſhore; 

Each river-god roſe from his bed, 

| And figh'd, and own'd her pow'r; 


As proud of What they bore. 


Iso when the fair Egyptian queen 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy fight to me. | 11 * 
| Ic Cindus ſwell'd o'er her banks with pride a UL 


Her hero went to ſee, 


As much in love as he. 


[Slide on, ye waters, bear theſe. net 


And tell her how diflreſs'd : Ei 

Bear all my fights, ye gentle winds, _ 

And waft e'm to her breaſt: Th 

Tell her, if eer the proves unkind, 
I never my | bave reſt.” | : 


Wyar beauties 4003 Phe diſcloſe 


Yet Moggy's, ſtill ſwecter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed: | 
Nor dai ſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Nor all the gay flowers of the field, 


Nor Tweed, gliding gently thro? thoſe,” 


Such beauty and pleaſure does * 


The warblers are head in the grove. 
The linnet, the Jark, and the thruſh; 

The black-bird, and ſweet cooing ve 
With muſic enchant ev'ry buſh. © 


| Come, let us go forth to the mead, 


Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring 3 
We'll lodge in ſome village op Tweed, 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mogg y not tend a few ſheep ? 


| Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 


While, happily, the lies aſleep? 
Tweed's murmurs ſhould Jull — to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 


To relieve the foft pains of my breaſt, 


I'd teal an ambroſial kiſs, 


Curling their waves, they deck'd their heads, 
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How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed! 


And love while the featber'd folks ſings ; 
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is ſhe does the virgins excel; 

No beauty with her may compare; 
e's graces all round her do dwell 3 : 
She's faireſt when thouſands are fair, 


ay, charmer, Where do thy flocks ſtray? - 


Oh! tell me at noon where they feed? 


hall I ſeek. them on ſweet winding Tay, 


Or the pleaſanter bank of che Tweed ? 


— — 138 — — 

| HE heavy hours are al moſt paſt, 

That part my love and me 

ly longing eyes may hope, at laſt, 
Their only wiſh to ſee ; | 

ut how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loſt ſo long? 

ill love in all your pulſes beat, 

And tremble on your tongue? 


l you in ev'ry look declare, 

Your heart is ſtill the ſame, 

nd heal cach idle anxious care, 

Our fears in abſence frame ? 

hus, Delia, thus I paint .he ſcene, 
When we ſhall ſhortly meet, 

nd try what yet remains between, 
Of loit'riag time to cheat. 


tif the dream that ſooths my mind 
Shall falfe and groundleſs prove; 
am doom'd at length to find 

That you've forgot to lobe: 

of Venus aſk, Is this, 

No more to let us join 3 

tgrant me here the flattring bliſs, , 
To die, and think you mine. 


K me not how caimly 1 

| the cares of life defy 

How I baffle human woes, 

oman, woman, woman Knows 


u may live and laugh as I; 

0, like me, may cares defy ; 

\ll the pangs the heart endures, | 
man, woman, woman cure 
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. Aſk me not of empty, toys, 4 
FR of arms, and drunken joys z 


U | 2 


=y 


d 


I have pleaſure more divine, 12 
Woman, woman, Woman's mine. 


| Raptures more than folly: knows, 

More than fortune e'er beſtows'; 

Flowing bowls, and . 
Woman, woman, woman, Diele. 


{Aſk me not of woman's:arts, 


Broken vows and faithleſs we ak 7:9 


Woman, woman, woman lives, 


All delights the heart can know, 
More than folly can beftow, 

Wealth of worlds, and crowns of ae 
Woman, woman, woman Nori a 
Yes, the is fair, divinely fair, 
And ſof:er than the balmy air * 

That vernal Zephyr blow 


And ſweeter is the 1ich perfume Fe 
Her ruby lips diſcloſe. . 


Fly ſwift, oh! Love, and'in her ear 
Whiſper ſoft, her lover's near, 
Full of doubt and full of fear; 
If my raſhneſs ſhould offend, 
Intercede, 
My pardon plead, 
Her angry brow-unbend. 
0 — _— 141 — 
H! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain. 


| In fair Referra's ſight to feed 


My flocks upon the plain, 


What bliſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne'er muſt know? 

Ye envious pow'rs! why have ye plac'd 
My fair- one's lot ſo low? 
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| 
IN all the ſex ſome charms 1 find; 
L love to tr; all woman kind, 1 


Tell me wretch, who'pines and strie ves. 


Her cheeks tranſcend the roſe's bloom, = 


The 


— 


—— 
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— * 


— — —  — — 
— tic. ttt ons 


— 


. n 
r earn te th nr er er ⁵m·̃ ß Pore eos OOO * * 1 
2260 . 9 — * = 
— r — 
ala * 
” 4 45. 2 ů 7 2 > r 


_—_— 9 ON 
-. — — 


rr 


2 


15 | Sonos for OT EIATATY 


The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
'Che fair, the-ſmart, the witty. 

In Cupid's fetters, moſt ſevere, 

I Janguiſh out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty,, 
The ſlave of wanton /Kirry, 

At length I broke the galling chain, 

And ſwore that love was endleſs pain, 

One conſtant ſcene of folly, 
One conſtant, -@c, 


I vow'd no more to wear the Ane; 


But ſoon I felt a ſecond firoke, 
And figh'd for blue · ey d Molly, 
And ſigh'd, Sc. 


With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 
Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
That lives in vonder valley, 
That lives, Sc. ä 
Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 
And caught me in the curling hair 
Of little tempting Sally, 
Of little, Sc. 


Adorn'd with charms, cho blithe and young, 
My roving heart from bondage ſprung, 
This heart of veilding mettle, 
This heart, &c. 
And now it wanders here and there, 
By turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 
143 —L—L—ñ 
Hs rx, hafte, Amelis, gentle fair, 
To ſoft Eiyf an gales ; 
From ſmoke to ſmiling ſkies repair, 
And ſun-jllumin'd vales : 
No fighs, no murmurs, haunt the grove, 
But bleſſings crown the plains ; 
Here calm Contentment, heav*n-born maid, 
And Peace, the cherub, reigns, 
O come ! for thee the roſes bloom, 
The deep cai nation grows, 
For thee ſweet violets breathe perfume, 
The white-rob'd lily blows ; 


ws 
" "3 


*. 6 


* 2 
Wen 


— 
* a 


The daified hills are gay, 


The ſpotlefs ny es play. 

From vale to vale the Z byrs rove, 
To rob tn' un folding flow'rs; 

And muſic melts in 650 "ry grove, 

To charm thy rura! Hours; 

The warbling lark, high-poiz'din ales 
Exerting all hig pride, 

Will ſtrive to pleaſe Amelia fair, 

Who pleaſes all beſide. 


— 1 


New gilds the ſmiling day; 
The morning freſn, Se. | 
The lark forſakes his dewy neſt, 
The fields all round are gaily dreſt; 


Ariſe, my love, and play. 


And bleſs thy mepherd' 8 3 ; 
Come forth, Sc. 


l. end ev'ry folded flow'r thy aid, 


Unveil the roſe's bluſhing ſhade, 
And give them ſweet 2 


Thy preſence males all nature ſmile, 


Thy preſence, &c. 


| Thy ftrains the liſt'ning birds beguile, 


And, as invite, reward their toil, 
Ard tune their notes to love, 
And tune, Sc, 


Beneath the fragrant hawthorn-tree, 
The flow'rs in wreaths I'll twine; 

Beneath, @c. 

E'er other eyes ye beauties fee, 

Then on my brows adorn'd ſhall be; 
Thy happy fate be mine, be * 
Thy bappy f fate be mine. 


For thee their ſtreams the Natads roll, 


Where (emblems of Amelia 5 ſoul} 


EET. 


Thar morning freſh, -the ſun in eaft 


Ariſe, my love, and play, and play; 


Come forth, my fair, come forth, bright maie, 


Thoſe ſmiles your charms improve; 


Wx 
Invitec 
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We ſaw 
And 
The pru 
Difus'd 

And: 
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E nym) 
ray tarty 
e ſtory, 
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Wurd Chloe firſt, ns biooming —_—_ 
Invited lovers to ber arms, | 
She look'd a dainty thing; 
We ſaw her beauty, own'd her wit 
And, as the ſi mile moſt fit, 
We call'd the period, Spring, 


The haſty moments paſs'd away; 
We ſaw ber bright meridian day, 
And woman's fate become her: 
The prudent mother, and the wife, 
Difus'd around her all the life, 
And ali the bliſs of Summer, 


Advancing on in /ife's career, 
The maids to Chloe lent an ear, 8 
And what ſhe knew the taught 'em; 
ei ſage advice diſperſing round, 
ill every prudent virgin found 
The richeſt fruits of Autumn, 


But Chloe's charms are faded quite, 
Vet honour can't allow it right, | 
Of well-earn'd praiſe to ſtint her; 
For ſhe who Summer wel] employs, 
vill reap the Autumn's ſolid j joys, 

Nor dread the froſt of Winter. 
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IE oympbs and ye —— that join in this W 
ray tarty a while, and attend to my ſong x - 

ve ſtory, tho“ fimple, is true that I tell; 

bope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. 


went, other day, to a wake on the green, 

ad met with a laſs fair as beauty's gay queen; 
ak'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd no; 

nd ftivgeled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me go, 


enderly cry*d, Phillis, don't be a prude; 4 
t ſtil}, ſhe return'd, I'll cry out if you're rude.: 

e more that I preſs'd her, the more ſhe cry'd no, 
id ſtruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, pray let me 80, 


ound no intreaties would make her comply; 3 
lenzyer 1 touch'd ker *twas fye, Collin, fye. 


Sox ds for GENTLEMEN. 


So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kiſs her for life, 


Ie virgins that hear, Jearn example from this, 


* 


£ Coms, dear narda, 
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Take care how too freely you part with a Kiſs; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, Iman. 


For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your 


5 — 47 — 
PnLIR A“ s charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for billing! 

When lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
| To ſhew her pow'r of killing: 


In either eye ſhe ſheath'd a dart, 
He felt it never doubt him: 

Odzouks! a man were thro' the heart, | 
Ere he could look about him, 8 


But mark the end—with ſcythe ſo ſharp 
Time o'er the forehead ftruck her; 

And all her charms began to warp 
Then ſhe was in a pucker: 

She then began to rave and curſe, 
Her time ſhe paſs'd no better; 


| Yet ſtill had hopes, ere bad grew worſe, - 


Some comely ſwain might get her. 


Philira, ev'ry lad the meets, 

| Now makes an am'idus trial; 

But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats ; 
Each frowns in cold denial. 

Coquets, take warning; change pans tune; 
Illis woeful caſe remember: 

The bed-fellow you-ſlight in June, 
You'll with for i in December. 
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quit the town, 
And io the rutal hamlets ply; 
Behold the winter ſtorms are gone, 
A eg. radiance glads the {ky. 
The bi jp. awake, the flow'rs appear, 
Fach preads a veidant couch for thee; 3 
Tis oy and muſic all we hear, , 
. love and beauty all we ſee. 
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Come let us mark the gradual ſpring, 

How peep the buds, the bloſſom blows, 
Till Philomel begins to lang, 

And perfect May to ſpread the roſe, 


Let us ſecure the ſhort delight, 
And wiſely crop the bloomieg day; 
For 'foon, too ſoon, it will be night; 
Ariſe,” my love, and come away. | 


— — 


14 + 59 
ArTtenn all ve ſhepherds and n1 mphs to my lay 
You may learn from my tale, and go wiſer away: 
A damſel once dwelt at the foot of the hill, 
Well knn by the name of the Maid of the Mill. 


In her all the graces had jointly combin'd 
Her face to improve. and embclliſh her mind; 
Nor pride or ceceit e'er her boſom did fill; 

*T was na'ure alone in the Maid of the Mill. 


The lord of the village beheld the ſweet maid 2 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid ; 

With gold he end-aveur'd to tempt her to ill, 
But novght could prevail with the Maid of the Mill. 


Her virtue ſhe priz'd beyond {p'endor and ſtate; 
Tho' poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her fate; 
His proffers ſhe flighted—in vain all bis ſk} 
To ruin the fame of the Maid of the Ml., 


Young Collin addreſs'd her with hope and with ſear, 
His heart was right honeſt, his love was ſincere; 
With rapture his boſom each moment would thrill, 
When'er he bebeid his dear Maid of the Mill. 


His paſſion was founded in honour and truth— 
The girl read his heart, & of courſelov'd the youth ; 
A: church littſe Patty fooh anſwer'd, © I will.” 
His lordſhip was bau k'd oftheMaid of the Mill. 


* i 
What happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial pair! 
Content, they ate ſtrangers to forrow, and care | 
The flame they fiſt rais'd in each other, burns ſlill, 
And Collin is bleſs d with the Maid of the Mill. 
q. 
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l 
Y ouxG Mah, who lives at the foot of the hin, 


o thou approve my feeble lay, 


GENTLEMEN. 5 
Of beauty is bleſs'd with ſo ample a ſhare. 4 
That men call her the laſs with the delicate air. A 
| One ev'ning Jaſt May when Itravers'd the grove, No n 
In thoughtieſs retirement, not dreaming of love, At cc 
[I chanc'd to eſpy the gay nymph, I declare, Oh 
| And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate air, An at 
By a murmuring brook, by a green meſſy bed, With 
A chaplet compoſing, the fair-one was laid: due 
Surpriz'd and iranſported, I could not forbear Thai 
With raptures to gaz? on her delicate air. Enr2g 
That moment young Cupid ſelected a dart, . 1 3 
And pierc'd, without pity, my innocent heart: hap 
And from thence, how to win the dear maid was my 3 
For a captive I fell to her delicate air. ſcare; Abe 
| nee 
As ſhe ſaw me, ſhe bluſh'd,'& complain'd I was rude, The di 
And begg'd of all things that I would not intrude: MW Po; 
1 anſwer'd, I could not tell how I came there, | 
on laid all the blame on yer 8 air; tin, Br At 
Said her heart was the prize which ] ſought to ob. Thy 
And hop'd ſhe-wholJd grant it to eaſe my fond pain, N let «x7 
She neither rejected, nor granted my pray'r, How 
But fir'd all my ſoul with her delicate air. Since w 

| A thonſand times o'er I've repeated my ſuit; What T 
But ſtill the tormenter affects to be mute: {fair Soppreſ, 
Then tell me, ye ſwains, who have conquer d tha Whie 


How to win the dear laſs with the delicate air. 


Walk ſervile ſcriblers take the pen, 
Lo flatter ſome great ruling men, 7 
In hopes to get a dinner; | 
Not ſo the bard who now invokes 
The nine, and fuch celeſtial folks, 
In praiſe of Betſy Skinner, 


Before my tongue ſhould frame a lye, 
For wealth, or fame, I'd ſooner die, 
An ur forgiven finner; 
If truth direct me on my way, 


UT 17; 
| ivesthe 
Jer nam. 
ind am b 


hen m 
or "tis if 
The lads : 
ind the! 
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Oh charming Berſy Stiuner, 


Ard whole fame cy'ry virgin with envy docs fill, 


hen T j 


"Thou 
ad with 
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Though Stella boaſts a ſparkling eye, 
Aud Flavia's cheek a crimſon dye, 
. A ſhape and air, Corinna | 
No more thoſe fading charms ſhall ſhine 
At court, when once compar'd with thine, 
Oh lovely Betſy Sinner. 


An angels heav'nly form we find, 
With reaſon, ſenſe, and wiſdom join'd, 
Such beauties dwell within her; | 
That Venus, though the faireſt the, 
Enrzg'd ſhould ſeek her native ſea, 
at fight of Betſy Skinner. 


If happineſs can be expreſs'd 
: In wedlock, how ſupremely bleſs'd 
The youth that's doom'd to win her; 
He need not envy kings, who wear 
rude, Bi The diadem of pain an care, 
ude: BI Polleſs'd of Betſy Skinner, 


— 
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tain, BE AUTEOUS nymph approve the flame 
0 00-B Thy merit rais'd within my breaſt 3 


ain, Let ev'ry tender thought proclaim 
How much I love, and how diftreſs'd ; 
Since words themſelves want energy to prove 
What Damon ſuffers by capricious love, 


(fair Seppreſs not then the pleading thought, 

W Which thy ſoft nature muſt advance; 

. Nor bluſh, if in the conteſt caught, 

1 The pureſt minds have fell by chance. - 
Then ceign, Belinda, generous and kind, 
Jo ſmile compliance on the humble mind, 


1533 2 
LT WV indſor, where Thames glides ſo ſoftly along, 
Livezthe with of my heart, the dear girl of my ſong ; 
{er name all the day I with rapture repeat, 

And am bleſt when the ſhepherds but talk of my Kate. 


hen my fair-one is by, the whole village is gay, 
0 "tis ſhe, not the ſun, that enlivens the day; 

The lads ave all happy when round her.they wait, 
ind the laſſes learn beauty by watching my Karte, 


Thea bea I join the pale lily or bluſhpainted roſe ſpoſe 


| 


More lovely to fight are her looks, and more ſweet. 


Is the fragrance that dwells on the lips of my Kate. 


Huſh huth ye vain warblers no more crand the ſpray” 
Nor think to delight with, your tove-liven'd lay; 


With ſucceſs each may tune a thxill note to his mate, 


| But your notes are all harſh to the voice of my Kate. 


The fiſh, without fear, feed & play by the b im; 


Such truth is confeſt in the loeks of my Kate. 
The ſhepherds bring poſies of flow'rs: but the maid 


— A — — — 
Dex aresT Kirey, kind and fair, 
Tell me when, and tell me where, 
Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain 
When we thus ſhall meet again? 
When ſhall Strephen fondly ſee . 
Beauties only found in thee? 

Kiſs thee, prets thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live long day? 
Deareſt Kitty kind and fair, 

Tell me when, and tell me where ? 
All the happy day, tis true, 

ZBleſs'd, but only when with you; 
Nightly Strephon fings alone, 

Sighs till Hymen makes us one. 

Tell me then, and eaſe my pain, 

Tell thy fond and faithful ſwain, 
When the prieſt ſhall kindly join 
Kitty's trembling hand to mine ? 
Deareſt Kitty! kind and fair, 

Tell me when—l care not where, 


In vain, dear Chloe, you ſogge?, 

That I, unconſtant, have poſſeſs'd, 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe. 

Tf that at once, you would be cur'd, 


ind with pinks & ſweet woobdines a garland com- 


Of all the pains you've long endur'd, 
Conſult your glaſs and me. P 2 In 


As the ſits on the banks by the fide of the ſtteaem, 


And why ſhould they not ? they can think no deceit, / 


Cries, theſe ar« but emblems that I too muſt fade: 
But myrtles I'Il bring, and in their happy date, 
Shew the unfading charms of the mind of my Katt. 


.4 
: 
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gardens did you never ſee 
he little, wanton, curious bee, 
| Where ev'ry bloſſom blows, 
Fly gently o'er each flower he meets, 
And, for the quinteſſence of 18 
He raviſhes the roſe, 


So I, my fancy to employ, 
On each variety of joy, 

From fair ro fair I roam, 
Petchance, to thouſan3s in a day? 
Thoſe are but viſits that I pay— 

My Chloe, you're my home. 
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GRAN. me, ye pow'rs, a calm repoſe, 

\ Exempt from noiſe, and ſtrife, and pride, 
Where I may pity human woes, 

And taſte the pleaſures you provide, 


Unenvy'd by the proud and great, 
My hours ſhall ſweetly glide away; 

While conſcious of my ſtill retreat, 
Chearful I hail the opening day, 


And if I may ſele& the maid 
From all the ſofter ſex below, 
May Stella be alone convey'd, 
Whoſe beauties bid my boſom glow, 


SoN Gs 


At length, when life is in decline, 
Celeſtial manſions let me view; 

Without a groan mp breath cefign, 
And peaceful bid the world adieu. 
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Fam Kitty, beautiful and young, 
And wild as colt untam'd, 

Beſpoke the fair from wherce ſhe ſprung, 
With lit le rage inflam'd; 

Inflam'd with rage and fad reſtraint, 
Which wiſe mama ordain'd, 

Ard ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd, - 
While wit and beauty reign'd, 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty teign'd. 
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5 | Muſt lady Jenny friſk about | 

And viſit with her coufins ? 

At balls muſt he make all the rout, 
And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

What has ſhe better, pray, than I, 

| What hidden charms to boaſt, 
That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? 
While I 2m ſcarce a toaſt ? 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? © | 


* 
—l>. 


Dear, dear mama for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my fortune try; 

I' have my eatl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the reaſon why. 

Fond love prevail'd, mama gave way; 
Kitty, has heart's defire, 

Obtain'd the chariot ſor a day, 
And ſet the world on fire, 
And fet the world on fire. 

Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the wor ld on fire, 


158 


| 
] 


Tuning the ſwecrteft notes of love - 
To pleaſe his female on the ſpray ; 
Perch'sd by his fide, her little breaſt 
Swells with a lover's joy confeſs'd, 

To hear, and to reward the lay. 


Come then, my fair-one, let us prove 
From their example now to love: 
For thee the early pipe I'll breathe ; 
And when my flock returns to fold, 
Their ſhepherd to thy boſom hold, 
And crown him with the nuptial wreath, 


1 i er ape 159 2 
HINK, oh! think, within my breaſt, 
While contending paſſions reign, 
How my heart is robb'd of reſt ; 
And, in pity, eaſe my pain. 


; * WL 
Tx woodlark whiſtles through the grove, 


1 NeW WE 


travell'e 


and foun 


T, 
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To a lover thus diftreſs'd, 8 
Torn with doubts, and hopes, and fears, 
Ev'ry moment, till he's bleſs'd, | 
Is a thouſand, thouſand years. 
1606 
My Peggy is a young thing | 
uſt enter'd in her teens; 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay: 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very old; 
Yet well I like to meet her 
At the wawking of the fold, 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweatly, 
Whene'er we meet alane; 
I with nae mairto lay my care, 
I wiſh nae more of a' that's rare; 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſo ſweetly, 
To a' the love I'm cauld 


But the gars a' my ſpiri-s glow, p 


At wawking of the fold. 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly 
Whene'er I whiſper love, 
That I look down on a? the town, 
That I look down upon a crown: 
ly Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
t makes me blyth and bauld, 
and naething gives me fic delight 
As wawking of the fold. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſts 
Peggy ſings ſac ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tauld, 
ich innocence the vale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fold. | 


— ——_ — 


On the banks of the Seine J was pleas'd to ſurvey 

Such crowds of fair n, mphs all ſo merry and gay; 

But then they were merry and gay to extremes, 

And no nymphs could | find like the nymphs of the 
Thames. | 


Then I traver'd each mountain, each tiver & plain, 

But niy labour alas was all labour in vain, 

O Tyber, O Po, why fo fam'd are your ſtreams, 

Since nonympbs can you boaſt like the nymphs of 
the Thames. i 

But of Iraly's merit and fame, to ſay true, 

And give as tis fit ev'ry nation its due, 


| Each fair like a Syren with muſic inflames, 


But whatisa ſong to the nymphs of the Thames? 


As for Germany, there I was ſtruck with ſurprize, | 
Whatthe belles want.in beauty, they makeup in ſize 


And : tis juſt with their girls as it is with their ſtreams 


You've a ton 5n the Rhine for a quart on the Thames 


Then ye youths of Great Britain on wandring ſo keen 

To feed your fond fancy with beauties unſeen, 

| Go, enquire of the ſun, and he'll tell you his beams 

Ne'er ſhone on ſuch nymphs as the nymphs of the 
Thames, | 


Bi The ſun, juſt glancing thro' the trees, 


Gave life and joy to ilka grove, _ 4. 
And pleaſure in each jouthern breeze 
Awaken'd hope and ſlumb'ring love; 


When Feany ſung with hearty gle 
| To charm her winſome marrow, 
My bonny laddie gang wi me 
Will o'er the braes of Yarrow. 6 


Young Sandy was the blitheſt ſwain, 
That ever pip'd on broomy brae; 
No laſs cou'd ken him free ira' pain, 
So graceful, kind, fo fair and gay. 

And Feany ſung, &c. 


He kiſs'd and lov'd the bonny maid, 
Her ſparkling eyn had won his heart; 

No laſs the youth had e'er betray'd, 
No fears had the, the lad no art. 

| And ftill he ſung, &c. P 3 


Ul of dreams of bright beauties, & fond to explore 

\ new world of ſuch charms as I'd ne'er ſeen before, 

travel d all nations, and wak'd from my dreams, 

ind found that no nymphs were like thoſe of the 
Thames, 


SHAEL 
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1653 —— | I'll fea: ch the town through, 


SHALL T waſting in deſpair, For the laſs I've in view, | H. 
Die becauſe a woman's fair? , she muſt have a delicate air. . 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, I'll ſearch the town through, For 
Cauſe another's roſy are? | For the laſs Ive in view, | Y 

Be ſhe fairer than the day, She muſt have a delicate air. | o 
Or the flow'ry meas in May * There's you mils, and you, Be i: 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 5 OR Ay, and you madem too, gut 
What care I how fair ſhe be. | Who look ſo coniound dl ſly; A 
Shall a woman's goodneſs move You think 'n declare, | "Io 
Me to periſh for her le ve? Now the name of the fair, oh 

Or her worthy merits known | If I can, I wiſh 1 may die. | The 
Make mequite forge! my own * vr I've ſear ch'd the town round, rh 
Be the with that gecdneſs bleſt | She is not to be found, . 
As may merit name the beſt, II find my elf quite in ceſpair; Cher 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me There's this thing and that, Ne 
What cite I how good ſhe be. Sets my heart pita pat, For 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair Whenever | ſpeak to the fair. | Ar 
J will never more deſpair ; | Reſalv'd hen I am, + De. 
If ſhe love me, th 8s believe, | And blame me if you can, öh. 
I will die ere the ſhall grieve: | If one of y ur hearts to enſnare, Good 
If ſhe ſlight me when I woo, In wed-ock's ſoft chains, Sh. 
Iwill ſcorn and let ber go; | I'l! forget all my pains, Atho 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, Live conſtant and biefs'd with my fair. Th 
What care I for whom ſhe be. A ; 166 —— She l. 
: 164 | H ! ſure a pair was never ſeen WI 
O1 How to bid my love adieu, | Sojuſtly form'd to meet by nature! 7 

The painful taſk revel! | The youth excelling ſo in mien, 55 
No more the conſcious bluſh to view, | The maid io every grace of feature, | . 
The tender glance to ſteal. O how happy are ſuch lovers, =D rg 
A ; Waen kindied beauties each diſcovers! My 
Alas! how ſharp will be my woe, For ſurely the To 19 
For ever torn from thee ! | Was made for thee, No 
Shall that fond breaſt one joy forego, And thou to bleſs this lovely creature ? Obe, 
Or yie'd one ſigh for me ? So mild you: looks, your children thence The 
Though deſtin'd every anxious pain, | | Will early learn the taſk o: duty. No art; 
Each tender fear to prove, The boys with all their father's ſenſe, She 
My conſtant heart ſhali till remain The eirls with all their mother's beauty! | Her fa. 
Unchang'd to thee and love! O how haopy to inherit Ard 
—— — At once ſuch graces and ſuch ſpirit! Fr m 
F ROM Cullege came, | Thus while you live She? 
Full of (pirits and flame, | | May fortune give Her ijk 
Determin'd 1 ne'er would deſpair : Each 3 equal to your merit! HA 7} 


\ . 


„ ro 
Hap I a heart for falſhood-fram'sd, 
i ne'er could injure you: 
For though your tongue no promiſe claim'd, 
Your charms would make me true, 


To you no ſoul ſhall bear deceit, 
No ſtranger offer wrong : 

But triends in all the ag'd you'l meet, 
And lovers in the young. 


Put when they learn that you have bi eſt 
Another with your heart, 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And act a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor fear to ſuffer Wrong: 
For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 
— — 0 — — 
DraR ſmiling Kitty's to my mind, 
She ev'ry way can pleaie me, 
Good-humour'd, faithful, fond and kind, 
She never tries to teaze me; 
At home, abroad, by night or day, 
The ſame engaging creature, 
dhe lets me ever baye my way; 
Wich joy Ll always meet her. 
To vex or harm a girl ſo good, 
Wou'd be a ſhame and pity, 
1 would not injure if I cou'd 
My ever ſmiling Kzty; 
To 1ove abroad from fair to fair, 
No ionger is my paſſion, 
Ore, only one, is now my care, 
Tho' more is all the faſhion, 


No arts vermillion has ſhe ſhewn, 
She is the child of nature, 

Her face, her ſhape, is all her own, 
Ard every other feature ; 

Fr m folly, ſpite, and cunning free, 
She's lively, gay, and witty, | 

fer like I ne'er expect to ſee, 


HARE 111 live and die with Ky. 


{1 give my love, Icgive my liſe. 
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| 3 
How oft Loviſa haſt thou jaid, 
(Nor wilt thou the fond boaſt diſown) 
Chou would'ſt not loſe Antbonio's love, , 
To reign the partner of a throne. 
And by thoſe lips that ſpoke ſo kind! 
Ana by this hand I preſs to mine 
To gain a ſubjeR nation's love. 
I ſwear 1 would not part with thine. 
Then how, my ſoul, can we be poor 
Who own what kingdoms could not buy! 


1 


Of this true heart thou ſhalt be queen, 


And, ſerving thee, a monarch I. 


Thus uncontroul'd in mutual bliſs, 
And rich in love's exhauſtleſs mine z 

| Do thou ſnatch treaſures from my lips 
And I'll take kingdoms back from thine. 

— 170 — 

I ASE not beauty — 

Give me a girl who ſimply neat, 

Rich golden tiſſae can deſpiſe, 

And wear no brilliants but her eyes: 

While blended in thoſe eyes there fit, 

The laughing loves and ſparkling wit. 

Ogive me Hymen ſuch a wife, 

With joy I'll quit the fingle life, 

With joy I'll quit the ſingle life. 

As pauſes find in muſic place, 

Her ſpeech let proper ſilence grace, 

And in her dimpled ſmiles be ſeen, 

A modeſt yet a chearful mien 

Her converſation ever free, 

From cenſure as from levity. 

| O give me Hymen ſuch a wife, 

With joy I'lt quit the ſingle life, 


| {Not fond of compliment, nor rude, 
Not a coquette nor yet a prude, 


| Averſe to grandeur and parade, 


Nor pleas'd with midnight maſquerade 3 
The virtues that her ſex adorn, | 


1By honor guarded not by ſcorn, 


To ſuch a virgin, ſuch a wife, | 


| 
| 
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Awav, let nought to love diſpleafing, 
My Winifrida, move thy fear; 

Let novghi delay the heav'nly bleſſing, 
Nor Cd pride, nor gloomy care, 


What tho' no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles giace cur blood, 

We'll thine in more ſubſtantial honours, 
Andto be noble, we'll be good, 


What tho' from fortunes laviſh bounty 
No mighty treaſures we poſſeſs; 

We'll find within our pittance p'enty, 
And be content without exceſs, 


Still ſhali each kind returning ſeaſon 
Sufficient for our wiſhes give; 

For we will live a life of reaſon, 
And that's the only life to live, 


Jur name, whilſt virtue thus we tender, 
Shall ſweetly ſound whe: eer tis ſpoke 3 

And allthe great ones much ſhall wonder, 
How they admire ſuch little folk. 


Thro' youth and age, in love excelling, 
We Ill hand in hand together treaz 5 

Sweet ſmiling peace ſhall crown our dwelling, 

Ans babes, ſweet ſmiling babes, our bed. 


How ſhould | love the pretty creatures, 
Whilſt round my knees they fondly clung; 
To ſee em look their mother's ſeatures, 
To hear 'em liſp their mother's tongue, 


And when with envy time tranſported 
Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 
And I go wooing in my boys 
— — 172 — wut 
Ax, dear Marcella maid divine, 
No more will I at tate repine, 
If I this day behold thee mine, 
For dearly do I love thee. 


Thy eaſe ſhall be my ſweet employ, 
My conſtant care, my ev'ry joy; 


| 


* 


| 


[ 
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May then no chance my hopes defiroy, 
or dearly do I love thee, 


Sweet is the woodbine to the bee, 


The riſing ſun to ev'ry tree, 
But ſweeter far art thou to me, 


For dearly do J love thee. 
And let me but behold thee mine, 


No more will I at fate repine, 


But while 1 live, thou maid divine, 
With rapture will I love thee, 

I — — 

As down on Banna's banks I ſtray'd, 
One evening in May, 

The little birds, in blytheſt notes, 
Made vocal ev*ry ſprays 

They ſung their little tales of love, 
They ſung them o'er and o'er, 


Ah! gramachrce, ma cholleenouge, 
Ma Molly aſhtore! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets, 
The dawn of nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, 
Lay ſcatter'd o'er the fields; 


Such fragrance in the boſom lies, 


Of her whom I adore, 
Ah! gramachree, Cc. 


I laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my ſad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, 

And cruel Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart, 
That wears her in it's core ? 

Ah! gracachree, Sc. 


You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly de ar: 
Ah! why did J believe? 


Were meant but to deceive ? 


{That love was all J aſk'd on earth, 


Nay, Heav'n could give no mores 


Ah! gramachree, Sc. 


Vet who could think ſuch tender words, 


While 
But fil 


In tend 
And ple 
Dut ſhe 
And thi 
Vet J pe 
But ij] 
When t 
Will Joy 


0! had I all the flocks that graze, - 
On yonder yellow] hill, © + + 

Or low'd for me the num'rous herds 
That yon green paſture fill; 

With her I love, I's giadly (hare, 
My kine and flezcy ſtore, 

Ah! gramachree, @&c, 


Two turtle-doves above my head, 
Sat courting on a bough, 
| envy'd them their happineſs, 
To ſee them bill and coo 
duch fondneſs once for me he ſhew'd, 
But now, alas! *tis o'er, | 
Sh! gramachree, &c., 5 
Then fare thee well, my Molly dear, 
Thy loſs I e'er ſhall mourn; 
While life remains in Strepbon's heart, 
"Twill beat for thee alone; 


Tho' thou art falſe, may Heav'n on thee 


It's choiceſt bleſſings pour. 
Ah! gramachree, &c. | 
A 174 — 
S thro' the grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 
met young Phyllis on her way; 
T flew like lightning to her arms, 
And gaz'd in rapture on her charms z 
Her looks reveal'd a mngeit fl. me, 
But ill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


Wich eaver haſte I flole a kiſe, 

Which bluſhing PEillis took amiſe; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And cali'd me bold preſuming clown z 
While 1 confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 

But 441] ſhe cry d, O fye for ſhame, 


In tender ſighs I told my love, 

And pleg'd my faith on things above; 
But ſhe, like all her ſex, was coy, 

And tho? I ſwore, would not comply z 
Vet I perceiv'd the met my flame, 

But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame, 


When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 


ou bovely Phillis be my bride; 


Sonos for GNTIEUu n. | 


eos, 1 


[For hark, I hear the tinkling-bell z  ' 
To church let's go? It plen u her well; 


And ſoon a kind compliance ame- 1 


| But fill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. _ * 
Now Hymen 's hands have made us one, | 

The joys we taſte to fe are known, 

No jealous fears our boſoms move 

For conſtant each, we truly love. 

She now declares I'm not to blame, 

Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame; 


As I went to the wake that is held on the green, 

I met with young Phebe, as blithe as a queen; 
A form ſo divine might an anchoret move, 

And I found (tho? a clown) I was ſmitten with love: 


— —ͤ—ͤ—- 


So I afk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe, bluſhing, reply d, 


Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you muſt be deny d. 


Lovely Phebe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, © 

I vow I will kiſs you—ohere's nobody by; A 
No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, tis the ſame 5 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame: 

So pray let me go, I ſhall furely be miſs' d: 
Beſides, I'm refolv'd that I will not be kiſs d. 


Lord bleſs me! I ery'd, I'm ſurptiz'd you refuſe; 
A few harmleſs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: 
The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 
So come my dear girl, to the wake let us rove. 
No, Damon, ſnhe ery d, I muſt firſt be your wife, 
You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me for life, 


Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church let us go, 

But after dear Phebe muſt never ſay no, 
Do you prove but true, (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
I'll ever be conftant, good humour'd and kind. 
$o I kiſs when I pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays ſhe won't, 


— 


—— 


— — 


And I kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe don't. 


176 
AWAKE, thou blithſome god of day, 


Invite each ſongfter round, 


Le ev' ry heart he blithe and gay, 


The world with mitth abound; 
Betſy's ſweet ſeraphic charms . 
In raptures now I fing, Soon 


266 

Soon let her priſon be my arms, 
And I'll thy tribute bring, 

Ye regents, who the realms above 
With godlike ſweetneſs guard, 

Fair Betſy's heart invade with love, 
Her faithful ſwain reward; | 

If not, avaunt !, ye gods divine, 
Contented let me die, 

My Betſy's eyes much brighter ſhine 
Than all your ſpangled ſky. 


No longer boaſt your lilies fair. 
Now ruſſet ſeems your ſnow, 


With Berſy's ſkin their white compare, 


Where new born roſes grow); 
Your fun that gilds the realms above, 
A 6iftant heat may give, 
But Betſy's eyes will always prove 
How ſweet it is to live, 


As flows the cool and purlimg rill, 
In filver mazes down the hill, 

It chears the myrtle, and the vine, 
That in each other's foilage tine: 


So ſtreams from the maternal heart, 

What tender natute can impart; 
Thus happy, in my arms to fold, 

And to my heart Almena hold, 
178 
An, ky bodrs; bow- fleeting 

Ye danc'd on down away; 

When, my ſoft vows repeating, 
At Dapbne's feet I lay! 


But from her charms when ſunder'd, 
As Midas frowns preſage; 5 

Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. | 


* 


1 — — 


0 79 
Brig HT Cynthia's 3 divinely great, 
What heart is no obeying ? 
A thouſand Cypids on her wait, 
And in her eyes are playing, 
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She ſeems the queen of love to reign; - 
For ſhe alone diſpenſes 

Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes, 


{Her face a charming proſpe c brings; 


Her breath gives balmy bliſſes; 
I hear an angel when ſhe fings, 
And taſte of heav'n in kiſſes. 


Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 
Let me the other ſeaſe employ, 
And I ſhall die with pleaſure. 


BRLIx Da, with affected mien, 


Tries ev'ry power of art; 
Yet finds her efforts all in vain, 
To gain a ſingle heart: 


| Whilſt Chloe, in a different way, 


Aims but herſelf to pleaſe, 
And makes new conqueſts every day, 
Without one borrow'd grace. 


| Belinda's haughty air deftroys- 


What native charms inſpire 


I While Chlee's artleſs, ſhining eyes, 


Set all the world on fire. 
Belinda may our pity move, 

But Chloe gives us pain; | 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 

Her ſiſter frowns ig vain, 


— 18.1 — 


By the ſide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 


T met with young Phebe who lives at the mill, 
My heart leapt with joy at ſo pleaſing a fight; 
For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight. 

told her mv lovc, and fat down by her fide, 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my bride 
In anger ſhe ſaid, Get out of my fight, 

And go to your Phsllis ; you met her laſt night. 


Surpriz'd, Ireply'd, Pray, explain what you mean 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen; 


Nor 
Oh! 


Say. 
0 Co 
I hea 
You 1 


'Tis f 
For 1 
You v 
And ſi 


Come, 
I'll ow 
Tranſp 
I made 


Bzeo 
Has cha 
My reſt 
And far 
When f 
In all hi 
The bea 
Ithink 


The floy 
The flan 
ire far! 
Than w! 


The frag 
Fade at t 
And as o 

hey fee 

e great, 
Polleſs ye 
Ui other 
be deareſ 
Dleſt with 
Mailgnan 
ind paſs 1 

lgh, al 


IIa al! bis mildeſt glories dreſt, 


Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at. 
Oh! can't you? the cry'd 3 well, I love you for that. 


Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot ? 
0 Colin, O Colin, you can't have forgot; 

1 heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat, 
vou ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. | 


'Tis falſe I reply'd, deareſt Phebe believe, 
For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive 3 
You very well know he bas ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſurely my charmer muſt hate him for that, 


-- SONGS 13 N. 


* 
* 


meant ron 
By i £601 foufitain's floh y fide, | 
The bright Celinda lay | 


Her eyes the bloom of day. 


The rotes bluſh'd with decper red, 
To ſee their charms out=Cone's © 


| The liliesfonk beneath'cheir bed, 


To ſee ſuch rivals ſhown, * 


| Quick through the air, to nen 
N Ss? 


A bee induſtrione fle y; 


Come, come then, ſhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind | Prepar'd to rifle evꝰ ry ry 


I'l own ' twas to know the true ſtate of your mind: 
Tranſported I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, 
I made her my wife, and FRG loves me for er 


BrrokE the morn's empurplity Hows | 
Has chac'd the ſombre ſhades of 4g 

My reſtleſs thoughts to Nancy rove, - 

And fancy paints the maid I love, 


When from the chambers of the Eaſt, 


The beauteous riſing ſun I ſee, 
Ithink his beams leſs fair than ſhe, 


The low'ry veſture of the fields, 

The flaming gems rich India yields, 
ire far leſs grateful to my eye 

Than when my deareſt maidis nigh, 


The fragrant roſe's crimſon dyes, 

Fade at the luſtre of her eyes; 

And as o'er banks of flow'rs treads, 

hey feel her charms, and droop their heads, 


e great, ambitious, and ye vain, 


Folleſs your wiſhes, and your pain; 
Ali other pleaſures I reſign, 
be deareſt Nancy only mine. 


bleſt with her love, I would defy 
Malignant fate, and envy ly; 

ind paſs thro? life without a care, 
\igh, a murmur, or a a fear. 


4 
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And ſip the balmy dew. © 


Drawn by the fragrance of her breath, 
Her roſy lips he found; - 
Where he in tranſports met his death, 


| And dropt upon the ground. 


Enjoy, bleſt bee ! enjoy thy fate, 
Nor at thy fall tepine; 

Each god wou'd quit his bliſsful ſtate, 
To ſhare a Joy te wa b. 


35 , 
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4 

arm the foul, | 
Tho? ſeparate in the fair... 4 

What mortal can their pow'r controul, 
When heav'n has join'd them there? 


What needed, then, my Cœælia $ art, 5 
To ſing or touch the Iyre?. 


'Twas adding flame s 
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Condemn me for dropping a tear ; 
Or lamenting aloud as I i Dt! 
Since Suſan no longer is here? 


My flocks, if at random they fray,” 


Her hand they were wont to obey, 


She rul's both the ſheep and the ſwaia. 


LVour charms bsfore had won my heart, | 6 


What wonder, ſince ſhe's from the plain! 4 


Her looks increas'd the ſummer” D pride; z. 5 * 


Can the ſhepherds and nymphs of the grove 


IN 
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In purſuit of ſome lambs from my flocks that have 
One morning I rang'd o'er the plain; EG d, 
Put, alas! after all my reſearches ware made, 
I preceiv'd that my labonr was vain. 


At length growing. hopeleſs my lambs to ores! 
I reſolv'd to return back again; 

It was uſeleſs. I hought, to ſeek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 


On this my return, pretty, Phæbe L-ſaw, 
And to love her I could not refrain; 
To ſolicit a kiſs lapproach'd her with awe, 


But ſhe told me my labour was vain. | 


But, Phoebe. I cry'd, to my ſuit lend an ear, 
And let me no Jonger complain : 

She reply'd with a frown, and an aſpect ſerere, 
Young Collin, your labour's in vain. 


Then I eagerly claſp'd her 
And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again; 

O Collin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 
That yuur labour ſhall, fill be in vain, _ 


At length, by entreaties, by kiſſes and vows, 
Compa ſſion ſnhe took on y pain; 

Sbe now has conſented to make me her ſpouſe, 
So no longer 1 labour f in vain. 


; 3 

| Rxsol v', as her poet, of Celia to ſi ing. 

For emblems cf beauty I ſea ch'd thro' the ſpring; 
To flowers ſofi blooming compar d the ſweet maid, 
But flowers; tho' blowing, at ev'ning may fade. 

Of ſunſhine and breezes I next thought to write, 


. 


Of breezes ſo calm, and of ſunſhine ſo bright; 
But theſe with my fair no reſemblance will hold, 
For ſun ſets at night, and breezes grow cold, 


The clouds of mild evening array d in pale blue, 


And the ſunbeams behind 'em pee p'd glitteringthro* | 


Thoꝰ to rival het charms they can never ariſe, 

| Yet methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 
ſweet eyes; 

"Theſe beauties are tranſient ; but Celia's will laſt 


| 
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| When her merit is ripen'd by love and by time, 
quite cloſe tomy balls | | 
d 


* Diſpeing'i is always high treafon ;; 


When ſpring, & when fothnies, & autumn, are paſt; 


For ſenſe and good - humour no laden diſarms, 
And the foul of my Celia enlivens her charms; 


At length, on a Fruit-tree a bloſſom I found, 


Which beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed fragrance around, 


I then thought the muſes had ſmil'd on my pray t: 
This bloſſom, 1 cry'd, will reſemble my fair; 
Theſe colours, ſo gay, and united ſo well, 

This delicate texture, and raviſhing ſmell, 

Be her perſon's dear emblem: but where ſhall I find, 


In nature, a beauty that eaquals her mind? 


This bloſſom, now pleaſing, at ſummer's gay call 
Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall, 
But behind it the fruit, its ſucceſſor, ſhall riſe: 
By nature diſrob'd of its beauteous diſguiſe: 

So Celia, when youth, that gay bloſſom, is o'er, 
By her virtues | improv 'd, ſhall engage me the more; 
Shall recall ev'ry beauty that brighten'd her mu 
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Tno- women, tis true, are but tender, 
Yet nature does their ſtrength ſopply; 
Their will is too ſtrong to ſurrender; — 
They're obſtinate ſtill till they die, 


In vain you attack em with reaſon, 
Your ſorrows you only prolong ; 


No woman was e er in the wrong. 


Relief muſt be in reſignation 
For if you appear once content, 
Perhaps the dear fair in compaſſion, 
May then condeſcend to talent. 


18 

8 VLVIA, wilt thou waſt 5 prime, 
Strange to the joys of love? 

Thou haſt youth, and that's the time 
Ev'ery minute to improve: 

Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton girls and boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy car, 

Sweetly ſounding in thy ear, 
Infant prate and motbes's joys ? 


* 


Oah 


| 
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Their ] 
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only view that little dove, 
Soſtly cooing to his mate; 
Az 2 farther proof of love, 
See her for his kiſſes wait, 
Hark ! that charming nightingale, 
As he flies from ſpray to ſpray, 
Sweetly tunes an am'rous tale, 
Sweetly tunes, Ce. A 
i love, I love, he ſtrives to ſay, 
Could I to thy ſoul reveal 
But the leaſt, the thouſandth part 
Of thoſe pleaſures lovers feel 
in a mutual change of heart; 
hen, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 
Virgin fears from hence remove 
ill the time is thrown away, 
il the time is thrown away, 
That we do not ſpend in love, 
190 — — 
Y deareſt life, were you my wife, 
How happy ſhould I be; 
Ind all my care, in peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee. 
hen up and down, from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove, 
Then you, my queen, in chaiſe marine, 
Shall move like queen of love. 


our love I prize, beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war, 
Vould'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In bumble baggage car; 
or happineſs, thoꝰ in diſtreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeenz | 
nd pride in coach, has more reproach, 
Than love in chaiſe marine. 


F 


} 


J 


Wh! do not hold your love in gold, 


Nor ſet your heart on gain; . 
thold the great, with all their ſtate, 
Their lives are care and pain: 

i houſe or tent, I pay no rent, 

Nor care nor trouble ſee, _ 

nd ev'ry day, 1 get my pa. 

And ſpend it merrily. f 2 
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Who lead ignoble lives, 


Nor deign to ſmile on men ſo vile, 


Who fight none but their wives: 
For Britain's right, and you we fight, 
And ev'ry ill defy, 
Should but the fair reward our care, 
With love and conſtancy, 


If fighs nor groans, nor tender moant, 
. Gan't win your harden'd heart, 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part; , 


| With fife and drum, the ſoldier's come, 


And all the pomp of war, 
Then don't think mean of chaiſe marine, 
Tis love's triumphant car. 
200 
Dear Sally, thy charms have undone meg 
They've robb'd me of freedom and joy; 
Then deareſt, ſweet Sa/ly, ſmile on me, 
For death is my fate if thou'rt coy ; 
Be cautious, dear charmer, in ſlaying, 
Since murder's ſo heinous, comply; 
And torture me uot with delaying 
What ev'ry croſs chit can deny, 


Conſider, my angel, why nature 
In forming you took ſuch delight ? 


| Don't think you were made that fair creature 


For nought but to dazzle the fight 2 

No; Jove, when he gave you thoſe graces, 
Intended you wholly for love; 

And gave you the faireſt of faces, 

The kindeſt of females to proves 


| Befides, pretty maiden, remember, 
The flower that's blooming in May 


; 10 wither'd and ſhrunk in December, 


And caſt unregarded away: 
So it fares with each ſcornful young charmer, 


Who takes at her lover diſtaſte ; 


he trifles till thirty diſarm her, 
And then die ſorſaken at laſts 
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Love not thoſe knaves, great ſortune's ſlaver, 


1 nor 
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? —— 201 —— 
Nor long ago how blythe was I! 
My heart was then at reſt ; 
I knew not what it was to ſigh, 
Of love I made a jeſt, 
But ſoon I found 'twas all in vain 
To thwart the urchin's will ; 
For now I'm forc'd to drag the ch2in 
For Fanny of the hill, 


When walking out upon the green, 
We chance to toy and kiſs, 
The lads and laſſes vent their Ne, 

In envy of the bliſs. 

By turns they cenſure ev'ry part, 
Her face, her ſhape, and air; 
But let 'em rail, with all my heart, 

If I but think her fair. 


_ With golden locks her head is grac'd, 
That fan each dimpled cheek ; 

With lips might tempt e' en Jore to taſte, 
And ayes which ſeem to ſpeak. 

If then ſuch beauties the. diſplays, 
Yet paltry critics hence; 

For ſuch a form was made for ws" 
And not to give offence, 


Great gods! who made mankind your care, 
And judge unſeen above; 
For once be greateful to my pray'r, 
Give me the girl! I love: 
That when: poſſeſs'd of Fanny's charms, 
The world I may defy; 
And when vou ſnatch her from my arms, 
With pleaſure then [1] die. 
—ů— A— 
Tae topſails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea, _ 
But yet m ſole, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor 'd with thee 
For tho! thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading far, 


Should landſmen flatter, when we're ſail d, 8 


O doubt their artfub tales, 
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No gallant failor ever fail'dy,* 


3 
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44 The ſentence is cruel, then pr 
- | Yet still ſhe geclar'd, the a maiden would die. 


Kate had dy'd an old maid, and I dy'd with diſpal 


n r 
If love breath'd conſtant gales; ale ga; 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole, 


Theſe are our cares; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſning main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the Ry 
Till we return again, 

Now England's glotyirefts with you, 

| Our ſails are full, ſweet girle, adieu. 

| — 2032 
W HENCE comes my love? oh muſe diſcloſe} 

It comes ſrom cheeks that ſhame the ade. 

From lips above the ruby's praiſc, 

From eyes that mock the diamond's blaze 

Whence then, alas! my cauſe of moan? 

Ah me! ttis from a heart of ſtone. + 


 , | Her bluſh beſpeaks a modeſt mind, 


Her lips alFwords of gentleſt kind; 

Her eyes provokes to ſoft defire, 

And ſeems to promiſe mutual fi re: 

Vet all theſe charms but cauſe my moan, 
For, ah! her heart is made of ſtone. 


Ah! why are lover's doom'd to find, 

In forms ſo fair, ſo cold a mind? 

O Venus] take your gifts again, 

Since all your gifts occaſion pain; 

Charms are but lovely ſource of moan, 

When charms are join'd with heart of ſtone, 
——— 204 

A Twelvemonth & more I Had courted young Kat 

And offer'd to wed her and make her my mate; 

But the filly damſel was froward and thy, 

And always declar'd ſhe a maiden would die. 


Fou know, my dear Kitty, one evening I faid, 
„What danger awaits if you die an old main; 
ythee comply. 


But for an old gypſey, I vow and declare, 


But ſhe, by me tutor'd, ſoon made her comply, 


[ And Kitty now fear'd me a maiden ſhould dir, T 


} 
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deftiny went, , 


That hanging 400 marriage by | 
made herre ent; 3 


The beldame aſſur'd her, whi 


do ſhe met me next day, and with looks very thy, 


Declar'd 't was decreed ſhe no maiden fhouls die. 


Her innocence charm'd me, I made her my wife, 
And Kitty and I ſhall be happy for life; 3 
No bliſs now I find like the conjugal tie, 
And Arey 5. ne er e a 2 to die, 


N 


— 


[Have rides COA; it, and find it but juft, . 
That a wife makes a man ether bleſſed or curſt ; 
] declzre I will marry, ah! cafi I bu find, 


Mark me well ye young laſſes, the maid ko 15 mind. | Gallants bew ts 
' 7 99 


Not the pert little miſs, who advice will deſpiſe, 
Nor the girl that's ſo fooliſh to think herſelf wiſe; 
Nor ſhe who to all men alike would prove kind, 
Not one of theſe three is the maid to my mind. 


Not the prode, Who i in public will never be free, 
et in private for ever a toying will be; 

Nor coquet that's too forward, nor jilt that'sunkind, 

Net one of theſs three is the maid to my mind. 


Nor ſhe who for pleaſure her hurſband will light, 

Nor the poſitive dame who thinks always ſhe's right 
or ſhe who & dupe to the faſſion” 8 inclin'd ; 
or one of theſe three is a maid ro my mind. 


8 ith good nature and carriage genteeb 
ho her ba can love, and Hap #uch reveal / 

n whoſe boaft I may virtue with modeſty find; 

This, this, and this only's the maid to my mind, 


—— 206 — — 

NOR ſweet be witehing tricks of love 
Voung men your heart ſec ure, i 
elt from the paths of ſenſe AAS „ 4h 
In dotage premature, 
In dotage premature. 
ook at each laſs thro? wittoin «glaſs, 
Nor truſt the naked eye: 925 
= 17 lool THAI take care, ; 

Tde blind ea many a fly,, . 
The blind eat many a fy. 5 


* 


LA | * 
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There's not a ſpinſter in the realm 


| | Down to the cottage from the helm 
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Not only on their hands and necks | 
The borow'd white you'll findg _- 
Some bells, when intreſt ditects, | : [ 
Can even paint the mind, Cc. | 
Joy in diſtreſs:they can expreſs, | . 
Their very tears can lye: ' HE | | 
Gallants beware, Sc. | it 


But all mankind can cheat, a : | 


The learn'd, the brave, the great, e. 


With lovely looks, and golden books, 
T'entangle us they try: 


Could we withank the ocean fill, 
Was earth of parchment made; 
Was ev'ry ſingle ſtick a quill; | 
Each man a ſcribe by trade, &c, | 
| To write the tricks of half the ſex. | 
Would ſuck that ocean dry : 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take carey 
The blind eat 1 2 Oy, Sc. 
ths er a 
VE ſwains that are courting 4 maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me: 
Tho? ſmall experience I've had, 


lg 


'll give you goad counſel and free. 
women are changeable things, - - 
And ſeldom a moment the lame, 


As time a variety brings, 


Their looks new humours proclaim, 
Thezr looks new humours proclaim. 


But he who in love would ſuzceed, 

And his miftreſs's favour obtain, 
Muſt mind it as ſure as his creed, 

To make hay while the ſun is ſerene, 
There's a ſeaſon to conquer the fair, 

And that's when they're merry and 8275 
To catch the occaſion take-care, 

When tis gone in Vain: e aſſay, Se. 5 

; 7434 1e 
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Tell with equal truth and grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant thief : 

Before the urchin well could go, 
She ſtole the whitenen of the ſnow z 
And more, that whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the bluſhes of the morn; 


She pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth, 
And ſtole the cow's ambroſial breath; 
The cherry, ſteep'd in morning-dew, 
Gave moiſture to her lips hue 2 

Theſe were her infant-ſpoils, a ftore, 
To which in time ſhe added more. 


At twelve the ſtole from Cyprus queen 
Her air and love-commanding mien 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ſtole 
From Pallas ſenſe to charm the ſoul, 
8 wit waz next her prey; 

er next the beam that lights the day. 


There's no repeating all her wiles; 
She ftole the graces winning ſmiles ; 
She ſung, amaz'd the Syrens heard, 
And to aſſert their voice appear'd ; 
She play'd, the muſes from their hill 


Wonder'd who thus had ſtole their (kill, 
Great Jove approv'd her crimes and art, | 


And t'other day ſhe ſtole my heart, 
If lovers, Cupid, are thy care, 
Exert thy vengeance on the fair; 
To trial bring her ſtolen charms, 
And let her priſon be my arms. 
— — 209 — 
Mis rAK EN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving; 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living, 
To die's a leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon without a maſter ; 
Then let us only ſtudy now 
How we may live the faſter, 


| 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination ; . 
Share then my ardour in your bteaſt, 
And kindly meet my paſhon, 


But if thus bleſs'd I may not live, 


And pity you deny, | 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 

Tis 1 muſt learn to die. | 
| | _ 210 —— 

WHEN frſt 1 fought fair Celia's love, 
And ev*ry charm was new. 

I ſwore by all the gods above, 

To be for ever true. 


But Jong in vain did I adore, _ 
Long wept and figh'd in vainz 
She fil! proteſted, yow'd and ſwore, 
She ne'er would eaſe my pain. 
At laſt, o'ercame, the made me bleſg'd,_ 
And yielded all her charms ; wot 


”y 2 4 
, * El * 
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And 1 forſook her when poſleſs'd, 


And fled to others arms. "6 
But let not this, dear Celia, now 

Thy breaſt to rage incline _ 
For wie: fince you ſorgot your vow, | 

Should I remember mine? 1 50 
211 


| My time, O ye muſes, was happily ſpent, 


When Phæbe went with me wherever I wendy 


Sure never fond ſhepherd like Collin was bleſt! 
But now ſhe is gone and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a ſudden I find! 


I thought it was ſpring, but alaſs ! it was ſne. 


The fountain that us'd to run ſweetly along, 
And dance to ſoft murmurs The pebbles among. 
Thou know'ſt, little Cnpid, if Pbœæbe was there 
' Twas pleaſure to look at, twas muſic to hear! 
But now ſhe is abſent, I walk by its fide, 


And Rill as it murmurs do nothing bot Wide; 


Ten thouſand ſoft pleaſures I felt in my breaſt, . 


When things were as fine as could pofſibly be, 
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Muſt you ä chearful whilf I go in pain? plain. 
peace there with your bubbling, and hearme com 


My dog I was ever well pleaſed to ſee 

Come wagging :his tail to my fair one and me; 
And Phæbe was pleas'd too, and to my dog ſaid, 
Come hither. poor fellow, and patted his head: 

But now when he's frowning I with a ſour look | 
Cty, ſirrah, and give him a blow.with my. crook ; 
And I'll give him another, for why ſhould not | 
Be as dull as his maſter when Phwebe's away? 


Feet muſic went with us both all the, wood thro”, 
The lark, linnet, throſtle, and nightingale too; 
Winds over us whiſper'd, flocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went the graſhopper under our feet: 

But now the is abſent, tho' ſtill they ſing on, 

The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone 

Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 
Gave ev ** thing elſe an agreeable ſound. 


Will no pitying power, that hears me complain, 
Or cure my diſquiet, or ſoften my pain.? | 
To be cur'd thou muſt, Colin, thy paſſion remove 
But what ſwain is ſo ſilly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return, 
For ne er was poor ſliepherd ſo ſadly forlorn. 
Ah! what ſhall I do? I ſhall die with diſpair: 
Take heed, all ye ſwains, how you love one ſo fair, 
_—— 212 
To make the man kind, & keep true to the bed, 
Whom your choice or your deſtiny brings you to wed 
Tike a hintfroma friend that experience has. taught | 
And experience you know never fails, when tis 


The art that you praQtis'd at fi eſto inſnare Lbought 
(For in love little arts, as in battle are fair!) 

Whether neatneſs, or prudence, or wit were the bait, 
let the hook ſtil] be cover'd, and ſtill play the cheat. 


Should he fancy another, upbraid not his flame; 
To reproach him is never the way to reclaim ; 
Tis more to recover than conquer the heart, 

for this is all nature, but that is all art, 


Good ſenſe is to them what a face is to you; ; [due : 
khiter mat, and, like us, they'll but think it their 


173 
And he'll give youperſeRiontatyeelent unknown, 
Doubt the ſtrength of your) udgment « compar d to hi: 
ſown 
[i Tho' you learn that your rival his bounty partakesy 
And your.meriting favour ungratefu] torſakes 3 
Still, ſtill debonair, kind, engageing, and free, 
Be deaf tho you hear, and be blind tho' you ſee! 


— 21 
'C Ome all you young lovers, who wan with "acſpair | 
'Compoſe idle ſonnets, and fgh.for the fair; 
Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 
And tell them 'tis heaven to lig in their arms : 3 
Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me,. 
For let what will happen, by Jove Pil be free, 


By Jbve Il be free, : 
For let what will happen, by Jove PU be free; 


Voung Daphne I ſaw, in the net I was caught, - 


I ly'd and I flatter'd as cuſtom had. tayghr ; n 
'I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ihe grant vll! ſoon, 4 


- | But the date of my paſſion expir'd wit the CON 


She vow'd ſhewwas ruin'd, J ſaid it might be; EX” 
| I'm ſorry, my dear; but by Jobe IIIb e free, & 


The next was young Phillis as bright as the morn, 


| The love that I proffer' d ſhe treated with ſcorn; 


1 laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind; 
That none could be handſome but ſuch as were Lind 
Her pride and ill- nature were loft upon me. 2 
For in ſpight of fair faces, by Jove T'Il be free, Ge, 


Let others ca.] marriage the labour of j Joys, iT - 7 

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 

| Some chuſe to be hamper's, tis ſure a ſtrange i rages. 
Like birds they ſing beſt when they're put in a gage; 

Confinenfent's the devil, twas ne'ef t ade for” me 

Let who will be bondllaves, by Jour I'll be free, &c) c. 


Then let the briſk, bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool: 

PII bill like the ſparrow, and rove Icke the bee, 


Forinſ, Plte of grave venues Wes be free,” E 
2 Jade e THE 
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Tux ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 

The weſtern clouds wel e lin'd with gold, | 
The ſky was clear, the winds were till, 

The flocks were pent within the fold; 
When from the ſilence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe 
From the bare rock or cozy beach, 

Who from each barren weed that grows 
Expects the grape or bluſhing peach, 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 


I have no herds, no ſleecy care, 

No. fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green, nor garden fair, 

A damfePs venal heart to gain: 
Then all in vain my ſighs muſt prove, 
For I, alas! have nought but love. 


How. wretched. is the faithful youth, © 


Since women's hearts are bi ught and fold! 


They aſk not vows of ſacred truth; 


Whene'er they figh, they figh for gold: 


Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove. 
But I, alas! have nought but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 

What wealth, what treaſure can ſaffice ? ? 
Not all their fire can ever boaſt 

The living luſtre of her eyes: | 
For theſe the world to cheap would prove, 
Bur I, alas! have nought but love, 
Ob Sylvia). fince nor gems not ore, 

Can with your brighter charms gompare, 
Conſider that 1 proffer more, 

More ſeldom found=-a heart fincere : 
Let treaſure meaner beauties move z | 
Who pays 1 worth, muſt pay in love. 


No O glory covet, io abe 1 want, 
Ambition is nothing to me; 


- 


May the herds ceaſe to low, & 
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The one thing I beg of kind heav'n RR 
Is a mind independent and fre. 


With paſſion unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare: "1 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupply'd, | 
And the reſt are but folly and care, F 


The bleflings, which providence freely has tm, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize; 

While ſweet meditation and chearful content 
Shall make me both healthy and wiſe, 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſe flions diſplay 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my part; 

For ev'ry fair object my eyes can ſurvey 

| Contributes to gladden my he art. 


How vainly, through infinite trouble and ftrife, 
The many their Jabours employ ! ; 
Since all that is truly delightful in life, 
Is what all, if they will, may enjoy. 
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Wag the light cannot pierce, in a grove of 
With my fairone as blooming as May, [tall trees, 
Undiſturbed by all but the ſighs of the breeze, 
Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


| When the ſun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward incliney 


For the meadows the groves we'}l'forſake, _ 
And ſee the rays dance as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. | 


Where my faireſt and J on the verge as we paſs, 
(For 'tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 

Oo ſhadows may view in the watery glaſs, 

While the fiſh are at play in the ſtream, 


& the lambkins to bleat 
vVrhea ſhe ſings me ſome amorous ſtrain; 

All be filent and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 

And when we return to our cottage at night, 
H ind in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, (light, 


| 


Let the moon's ſilver beams thro? the leaves give ut 


Juſt direct us and * our way. 
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Let the nightingale warble its note in our walk, 14. — 35. — 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; Wan er I meet my. Calia dehes, nde 
And no ſingle thought be expreſs' din our walk, 1 Sweet raptures 10 dien riſes... 1! 2 | 
But friend ſhip improv'd into love. {8 I | My feet forgot to-moyey e om 1 | 
Thus enchanteJ each day with theſs rural aelight She too declines, her loyely h, TEL E | 
And ſecure from ambition!s alarm, - Soft bluſhes o'er, hex,checks ae ſpreads : | 
| Soft love and repole ſhall divide all our nichts, 2 ' Sure this 1 is mutual love * 16 i 
, And each mornipg-hall riſe with new — My beating heart is wtspt in bliſsg.c 3 1 7 
— 7 — Whene'er I ſteal a tender RUHE er pn of SW: 
THE blouming damſel whoſe defence | Beneath the fleat s i ns endl DA 
Is ad ti 18 . I [She ftrives to frowny and, puts ms by, I T 
lay $16amantine im beten a A ate th Vet anger dwells not idr TD 
Requires no guardian to wid: ” Fas 324 FF. Sure this i» d e image ae: 
Her fteps, for modeſty's her friend. „ 20088 Wy e r - 
Tho' her fair arms are weak to wield | And once, oh ! once, the dehrelt raid, 1 
The glitt'ring ſpear, and maſſy ſhield ; CORY As on her breaſt my head Gas- laid, 8 7 
5 Yet faſe from force and fraud combin d. | Some ſecret impulle dran 5 
She is an Amazon in ming. 5 ves mee; her-genle vg 5 47.4140 
With this artillery the gls. % % Ae Rr em ee en AD 499 1 9 
Not only * — barmleſs beaux, | 18 | INE this W] ”ð 5 ole, | 0 1 
fy But ev'n unburt and undiſmay'd, I f Tranſported with her bloomibg charms, 971g £1 
views the long ſword and firce corkade, IA ſoft defire my bytom, Wermart . 602 15HL 
een Tho! all a ſyren as ſhe talks, £957 4144 T6 Forbiden joys to prove} ut ae 
' Mind all a goddeſs as ſhe walks, Fai 0B Trembling for.tgar he ſhoulg-cotnplys ,, 4 
Yet decency each motion guides, P She from my arms prepares to flyp + 140 
nen And wiſdom 9'er her tongue preſides. — Tho' warm d with mutual love. ran 
Place her in Ru ſſia's ſhow'ry plains, | Oh! ſtay, I cry d let Ente , banda 0 
Where a perpetual winter reigns 3 \., | This moment join our willing! bandes of | 
The elements may rave and range, ; nas And all thy fears « eme 3.977 
fs, ver her fix'd mind will never change, Ihe bluſh'd conſent, her fears ſuppreſs” d, TEE nn 
| Place her, ambition, in thy tow'rs, ad now we live; warren en d, 288 
Mongſt the more dangerous golden ſhow'i s;: A life of mutual PW. ; 
| Ev'n there ſhe'd ſpurn the venal tribe, 12.19 | — 
bleat I And fold her arms againſt the bribe, T'HO! cruel you ſeem to my pain, 
Leave her defenceleſs and alone, And hate me bet aoſe TI am true; 
; A prig*ner in the tortid zone, Yet, Phillis, you love a Iſe ſwain, 
in. de ſunſhine there might vainly vie Who has other nymphs in his views | 
Wich the bright luſtre of her eye; | Enjoyment's a trifle o him; 
light, I bot Phabus? ſelf, with all his fire, | To me what « heaven twoul'd be! 


Could ne'er one achoty thought inſpire; To him but a woman you ſeem, 
But virtue's path ſhe's Kill purſue, But ah! you're an angel to me. | | 
nd hill ye fair, would copy your 2M eee He 
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I 7.6 
Thoſe lips which he touches in haſte, 


To them Hor ever cid gr rt 
Still clinging around that dea waiſt, 


Which be ſpans as befide' him Jou go. i N 


T bat arm, like a lily white, 
Which over his: ſhoulders you ay, 

My boſom cduld warm it all niht, 
My lips they would'pteſs'it all day. 


Were Llike a maaarch to teign, 18 oc u 820 105 5 
Oh! thou godof-pleafing anguiſn, 


Were graces my ſubjeKsto be, 
I'd leave em and fly ad*the plain, 
To dwell in{a covragewith che" 
But if I muſt feel ab din, * 29 
If tears cannot ue 
Oh! let mapating io tfbis pain. 
But give me my Kah in a fenen, 


5 £2! i2) ?s 3 £97 
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5 F ANN V, fairer than Ne than AE . 
. For uo uncertain as the wipd, 
® 


- o 


'trifling with ker pow 
| Meant asd to blefs Nad; 
Now: with ſmiles her face adornings 
She to lovecmy!heartiavites 5 5 
But. if:tove L offer; ſcornin 
She with frowne my. a lights + 


* % 
— 4 


If indeed ag you be., F | 
Teach the tyrant how to languiſh, - an 


Make her heart and eyes agree: 
But if wilful ſhe xe fuſes \ 


To obey the pow! rs divine; iſ 


Treat her heart. as 7 * does mine. 


„ N 2 PS the man whom fixftihe chuſes, 


Com, take your glue the northern, laſs; 


So prettily advis'8 $3 7 1 ws 
I 6rank her health, und rey was 15 
Agreeably furgpriz din td n L 
Her ſhape ſo neat, her mores ſo — 570 


Her air and mien fo F 


The Syren chend e From my meat, 


But take your drink; ſaid ſhe, 


If from the north ſuch beauty came, | 
How is it that I feel! 

Within my breaft: that gion! ing flame, 
ag P50 can e mee +] ik 


# Ei. 84.-4 


Al ſumwer on her beeakt 3 | 
Her ikin was like the dr'ven A.. i 2 
But ſun-ſhine all the ret.” 82 571 


Her heart may ſouthern climates melt, 
Tho” frozen now it ſeems; 
T hat joy with pain be equa felt, 


And balaiic'd in ex: remes. 


Then like our genial wine ſhe'll chatm, 
With love my panting breaſt; : 

Me, like our ſun, -ber;heart ſhail warm; 
Bs ice to all the ref, | 


ed, CO 10 


* 
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F AREWEL to Locbabar, and ſarewel my Ya, 
Where heartſame with thee I've many a day been 


For Lechabar no more, Lachabar: no more 5 


I'}] may be getutn to Locbabar no more 


{Theſe tears that I ſhed-they are a“ for my dear, 


And nae for the dapgers attending on weir; 
Tho? bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 
May be to return to Lachabar no more. 


ITho' hurricanes riſe, and viſe ev'ry wind, 


"| 


They'l ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind; 
Tho! loudeſt of thunder, on Jouder waves roar, - 


That's naething like leaving my love on the oke; 


To leave thee behind my heart is fair pain'd; 
By eaſe that's inglorious no fame can be gain'd; 
And beauty and love's the reward of the brave, 


s And I muſt deferve it before J can craves 


'Then glory, my Jenny, maun plead my excuſe; 

. Since honour commands me how can I refuſe? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 
And, without thy favour, I'd better not be! 

I gae then, my laſs to win honour and fame, 
and if I ſhould luck to come glori ouſſy hame, 
l bring a heart to thee with love running oer, 


(And then I'll leave Soy Locbabar no more. 


— — 4221 —— 
FR EE from the buſtle, care, and ſtrife, 
Of this ſhort variegated life, 

Oh let me ſpend my days 
In rural ſweetneſs with a friend, 
To whom my mind I may unbend, 

Nor cenſuie heed or praiſe, 


Riches bring cares—l aſk not wealth ; 
Let me enjoy but peace and health, 

I envy not the great, 
Tis theſe alone can make me bleſs'd; 
The riches take of Eaſt and Weſt, 

I claim not theſe or ſtate, 


Though not extravagant nor near, 


But thiough the well-ſpect chequer'd year, | 3 


I'd have enough to live; 
To drink a bottle with a friend, 
Aſſiſt him in diſtreſs, ne er lend, 
n, But rather freely give. 


] too would wiſk, to ſweeten life, 
A gentle, kind, 200d-natur” d wide. 
Young, ſenfible, and fair; 


17 One wno could love but me alone, 

5 Prefer my cot to e er a throne, 

* And ſooth my ev'ry care. 

5 Thus happy with my wife and Rnd, | 
0 My life I chearfully would ſpend, 
With no van thoughts oppreſs d. 
Nt If Heav'n has bliſs. for me in ſtore, 


ao O grant me this, I aſk no more, 
vs; And 1 am truly bleſs d. 


we, — 224 at 
Go, and, on my truth relying, 
uſe; Comfort to your cares applying, 


iſe? Bid each doubt and forrow flying, 


Go, and may the pow'ts that hear us, 

Still, as kind protectors near us, 
Through our troubles ſafely Reer,us 
To a port of joy and reſt, 


Leave to peace, and love your breaſt, © 
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_ Tris 1 love, and I hourly lie, 
| | But nor for a lip, nor a languiſhing eye, 
She's fickle and falſe, and there. we agree, - 
f For I am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe, 
We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray. 


'Tis civil to hear, and to ſay things of courſe, 
We mean not the taking for better for worſe, 
When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 

I think-not of Iris, nor Iris of me, 

The legend of love no couple can find, 

| So ealy to part, or © equally join d. 


| | — — 226 | 
Hence with caution, hence with fear, 
Beauty prompts, and naught ſhall top me; 
Boldly for that prize I ſteer; 

; Rocks, nor winds, nor waves diſmay me. 
Vet, raſh lover, look behind, 
Think what evils may betide you; 
Love and fo tune both are blind, ; 
And you have none elſe to guide you. 


F 


How can you, lovely. l thus cruelly Night 
A lover, who's wretehed when baniſh'd your fight? 
Who for your ſake alone thinks life worth his care, 
| Whom once if you frown on, muſt die in deſpairs + 


i f If you meant thus to torture, ah why did your eyes 


] Once expreſs ſo much ſoftneſ;, and ſweetly ſyrprize® 
By their luſtre inflam'd, I could hardly believe 
A language ſo arileſs was meant to deceive. 2: 


But, alas like the pilgrim bewilder'd in night, _ 
Who ſees a falſe ſplen or at a'diftance invite, 

O'erjoy'd haſtens on, purſues it and dies; £ 
A like fate attends me when away Nancy flies. "I 


Then fairefl, but cruel, confider that love, . 
Will, like ficknefg neglected, more deſperate* prove; 


, Thatyour hea! t mayreleut, I implore the kind pow'rs 


Since I'm cogſtant as your 17 be: not fickle as ours. 
IAM 
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AM a poor Cedars, undone, 
And cannot be cured by art; 
For a nymph, as bright as the ſun, 
Has ſtole away my heart; 
And how to get it again 
There's nove but ſhe can tell, 
To cure me of my pain, 
By ſaying ſhe loves me well,  *' 
And alas, poor ſhepherd ! & alack, & a well * wy 
Before I was in love, oh! every month was May. 


If to love ſhe ſhould not incline, 
I told her F'd die in an hour, 
To die, ſays ſhe, *tis in thine; 
But to loye, tis not in my power. SS 
I a{k'd her the reaſon why, 12 
Sbe could not of me approve; 
She ſaid *twas a taſk too hard, 
To give any reaſon. for love. 
And alas, &c. 


She afk'd me of my eſtate. BY 
I told her a flock: of heep z 
The graſs wheceon they graze, 
Where ſhe and I might leepz 
Befides a good ten pound, 
In old king Harry's 24 
With hooks and crooks aboun 
And birds of ſundry notes; | 3 


2 Ee. 


My B40 is the blabeſt maid Jo 
That &er young ſhepherd woo'd, 5 
She has Pr my heart betray'd, 8 
Alas ! do all I could. 
For thape, for air, and manners too, 
None can with ber compare: 
O would the but be kind and true, 
I'd ſoon my love declare, A 1 
Whene er I fee her beauteous face, 411 
My heart with joy does burn; 2401380 
Whene' er ſhe's abſent, from the * | 
=o long for her return. 


* 
— j * * «* 
s #33 +a + 


Son Gs for GenTLEMEN. 


1 


— 
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Nor did 1 grudge the king his lot, 


I And all the pariſh tells, 


If ſhe all others would forſake, 5 


And fly to me alone, 


What pleaſure I with 0 take, ja | 


'| While they their loſs, bemoan ! 


I's bleſs the day that firſt I knew 


My charming Betſy fair; 


And all my life ſhouldbe to ſheπw 

She was my only care. 

I's vow to wed next Whitſundays 

And make her bleſs'd for life: 

Should ſhe refuſe then, maidens, ſay, 

To be young Jobs s wife? 
— 0 — ; 

My Fanny was as fair a maid _ 

As any in the fown, 

And I as ſtout and lively lad 


As e'er mow'd clover down 5 | 1 907 
When ſhe agreed to tie he knot, ot PMA 


I thought of nothing elſe, _ 8701 248] 
I thought of nothing elſe. 
The knot was tied, 
Fan was my bride; 


When ding-dong went the bells, 
When, Se. . 8 


Our ſugar kifſes, honey words, | | 
We never thought too'much? — | 

1 dare be ſworn no knights or lords N 
E'er gave their ladies {uch. 

To plow went 1, to ſpin went ſhe, 


How Ralph and Fan, - 
Their laves began, 
{With joys that none can greater be, 


| th. 


Rare times were theſe but ah! how loony. | | 


| | When ding- -dong went the bells. : e } 
x 
| 
| 


Do wedlock's comforts falls? 
The days that were, the honey moon 
Are wormwood now and —_ 
| Whate'er of furies they invent „ 
Broke ont from m— cells, N y 
« ten { 


| 1 ba. 


Wanto! 
Born to 
Their ff 
Is miſc 


1 


— You 


You now may ſee 
In Fan and me, 3 
We fight, we ſcold, and both repent, 
T ol ding-dong went the bells. 


| 
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= pleaſure 9 o'er the plains, | 
And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels & ſwains, | 
As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along, 

And end alf their toils with a dance and a ſong : 
poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

Bleak winter's approach they behold without fear, | 
and when'tempeſts rattle, and hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, & ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
Ard uſe every moment of life as it flies; 
Gay youth is the ſpring-time, which all muſt im- | 
For ſummer to ripea an harveſt of love: ¶ prove, 
Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 
To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the winter of age, 
Whoſe ftrowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye 
Let friendſhip take place then of youth's fiercer joy. 


ub 


— — 232 — LEE 
To ſpeak my mind of eee, 

In one word it is this, 
By nature they're deſign'd 

To ſay and do amiſs. 


Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives; 

Wanton, headfirong, cunning, vain, | 
Born to cheat, and give men pain, | 


Their ſtudy, day and night, 

Is miſchief. their delight; 

And if we ſhould prevent 

At one door the intent, 

They quickly turn about, - 
And find another out. 


* 
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To make our days unclouded ſhine ! 


33 
Warrever I'm going, and all the day long, 
Abroad ot at TO or alone in à th tong, | 


175 
I find that my: paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, [ſong 
That your name, when l'm ſitent, runs ill in mp 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
A kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I fawyou I take no repoſe ; 
I ſleep all the day to forget half my woes: 
So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick I tear it will burn thro' my clothes, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


In my conſcience, I fear 1 ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 


And grant the petition your lover does crave, 


Who never was free till you made him your ſlave, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy day, when I make you my bee | 


 Witha ſwinging long (word, how I'll ſtrut& I'll ſtride 

In a coach and fix horſes with honey I'll ride, 

As before you I walk to the church by your ſide. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me, 


SIE 
W 1TH Delia ever could I ſtay; 
Admire, adore ber all the day; 

In the ſame field our flocks we'll feed, 
To the ſame ſpring our heifers lead. 
What joy where peace and love combine, 


Teach me, ye muſes, ev'ry art, 
More deeply to engage her heart; 
I ſtrive not to reſiſt my flame; 

I glory in a captive's name 

Nor would I if I could be free, 


| But boaſt N75 loſs of liberty. 


2 — — 


W 1TH doubts and fears, for her 1 "_ 
My heart is ſtill diftreſs' d; 
Affficted as the plaintive Fay 


When plunder'd of her neft, Whence 


nn 
; 
z 
' 
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Whence tad and moaning, all the day, 
She pines in ſolitude away. 


Fly, fly, ob | fly, ye minutes, fly, 
On time's expanded wings, 
Till my Almena tops the figh 
That for her ſafety ſprings; 
Guard her ſweet innocence and charms, 
And ſafe conduct her to theſe aims. 


246 —— 


Yor ſay what charm in Narcy's face 
This fooliſh heart has ftote ; 

Or can I name one ſtriking grace 
Not I upon my ſoul : 

But ſure a certain ſomething's there 
This boſom muſt agore; 

A ſomething not exectly fair, 
But yet extremely more. 


A finer face, perhaps, may try 
A greater ſhare of art; 

But that can only ſtrike the eye, 
And never touch the heart: 
Leſs native force, Experience ſees, 

Attends a fairer torm ; 
For that can only hope to pleaſe, 
But never think to charm. 


o 


Yet ſay my paſſion is miſplac'd, 
I live for her alone: 

Pray which ſhould I confult—your taſte, 
Or gratify my own ? 

Our friendſhip, if you kindly ceaſe, 
Your filence beſt ſecures ; 

Nor think I can deſtroy my peace, 
To pleaſe a whim of your's. 


— 2 
Ask not the cauſe why ſullen ſpring 
So long delays her flowers to bear; 
Why warbling birds forget to ſing, 
And winter ſtorms invert the year: 
CEloris is gone, and fate provides 
To make it ſpring where ſhe reſides. 


But left her Jover in deſpair, 


Tis here—lierce ſymptoms at my heart. 


| Cploris in gone, the cruel! fair; 


She caſt not back her pitying eye, 


To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die: 


Ah! how can thoſe fair eyes endure 


To give the wounds they will not cute! 


| Great god of love, why haft thou made 


A face that can all hearts command, 


; That all religions can invade, 


And change the laws of ev'ry land? 
Where thou had'ſt plac'd ſuch pow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her mercy more. 


When Cbloris to the temple comes, 


Adoring crowds before her fall; 
She can reſtore the dead from tombs, 
And ev'ry life but mine recal : 
I only am by love deſign'd | 
To be the victim for mankind. 
—— { — — — 
As J ſaw fair Chloe was 
The feather'd ſnow came ſoftly down, 
Like Jove deſcending from his tower, 
To court her in a ſilver ſhower : 
The wanton flakes flew to her breaſts, 
As little birds into their neſts ;- 
But being overcome with whiteneſs there, 
For grief diſſolv'd into a tear; 
Thence flowing down her garments hem, 
To deck her, froze into a gem. 
ADVISE your friend, grave man of art, 
I find a ftrange, unuſual ſmart, 


Diſcover, 
Tis pleaſure, pain, a mix'd degree, 

My pulſe examine, here's your fee; . 
What think you can my ſickneſs be? A beet. 


A lover! —'tis my caſe, too ſure! 
O eaſe me ſtraight— I'll not endure; 


Preſcribe, III follow cloſe the cute. Take box 


etal it if 


But if 
Prove 
Ah, d 
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How 
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But if ſhe (pie of ſpeech or on) 
Prove coy, or falſe with other men, 
b, dotor :—what ex pedient then? 

——— 2 0 — — 

As nets, at a rural fair, : 

]ey'd around the beauties there, 

With top-knots red, and green, and blue, 

How comic was the motley crew! | 


The farmer's daughter baulk'd her cows, 
To buy of gingerbread. a ſpouſe; | 

And kitchen Malkin pinn'd her hood, 

To meet her ſpark of fleſh and blood, 


The country lady cheapen'd toys, 
And ballad- finger ſtrain'd her voice; 
Plebeian dames join nymphs of birth, 
As graſs and flow'rs ename] earth, 


The country ladies feem'd to me 

Too much to mimic quality ; 

And milk maids charms, and aukward ways, 
Could not my nicer fancy pleaſe, 


But when I turn'd, and look'd again, 
I py'd Miſs Jenny in the train, 

In blooming youth and beauty gay, 
As ireſh as any queen of May. 


Of graceful mien, and high-born race, 
Yet humble as the village laſs ; 

Like ſome deſert which crowns the feaſt, 
And makes amends for all the reſt. 


In orchard ſo the ſaunt' ring youth 
Surveys the fruit with gaping mouth, 
Where many an apple meets his taſte, 
Which he rejects with ſputt'ring haſte, 


vet. But when he views the Cath'rine pear, 
Of tempting form, and colours rare; 
The luſcious bait to reach he ſkips, 
And longs to have it at his lips, 
A — 241 —— 
H! bright Belinda, hither fly, 
And ſuch a light diſcover, 
As may the abſent ſun ſupply, 
And chear the drooping jover, 
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| Ariſe, my day, with ſpeed ariſe, 
And all my ſorrows baniſh ; 

Before the ſun of thy bright eyes 
All gloomy terrors vaniſh. * 


No longer let me ſigh in vain, / 
And curſe the hoarded treaſure : ) 
Why ſhould you love to give us pain, 
When you were made for pleaſure ? 


The petty pow'rs of hell deſtroy, 
To ſave's the pride of heaven; 
To you the firſt, if you prove coy, 

If kind, the laſt is given, 


4 


The choice then ſure's not hard to make 
Betwixt the good and evil; - 
Which title had you rather take, 
My goddeſs, or my devil? 


A — ES 
SSIT me ev'ry tuneful bard, 
Oh, lend me all your ſkill, 
In choiceft lays that I may praiſe, 
Dear Nanny of the hill: 
Sweet Nanny, dear Nanny, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill, 
How gay the glitt'ring beam of morn, 
That gilds the cryſtal rill ! 
But far more bright than morning light 
Shines Nanny of the hill: 
Dear Nanny, ſhines Nanny, &c, 


The gayeſt flow'r, ſo fair of late, hs 
The ev'ning damps will kill; 
But ev'ry day, more freſh and gay, 
Blooms Nanny of the hill: 
Sweet Nanny, blooms Nanny, &c. 
Old time arreſts his rapid flight, 
And keeps his motion lil}, 
'Reſolv'd to ſpare a face ſo fair 
As Nanny's of the hill: Sc. 


To form my charmer, nature has 


Exerted all her ſkill, 
Wit, beauty, truth, ad roſy youth, 
- "iz Nang of the hill: &c, 
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And now around the feſtive board 
The jovial bumpers fill; 1 
Fach take his glaſs to my dear laſs, 
Sweet Nanny of the hill : 
Dear Nanny, ſweet Nanny, &c. 
— — 
Drank madam, when ladies are willing, 
A man muſt needs look like a fool; 
For me, I would not give a ſhilling 
For one that can love out of rule: 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for our off ers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in daſpair; 
If you've liv'd till theſe years without proffers, 
Your ſighs are now loſt in the air, 


You ſhould leave us to gueſsat your bluſhing 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
*Tis ours to be forward and puſhing, 
And yours to affect a diſdain. 
That you're in a terrible taking, 
By all your fond ogling I ſee; 
But the fruit that will fall without ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mellow for me. 
T; | — 244 
OVE's a dream of mighty treaſure, 
Which in fancy we poſſeſs; | | 
In the folly lies the pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs, 


When we think, by paſſion heated, 

We a goddeſs have in chaſe, EE: 
Like ixion we are cheated. | 

And a gaudy cloud embrace, 


Happy only is the lover, 

Whom his miſtreſs well deceives ; 
Sceking nothing to diſcover, 

He contented lives at eaſe, 


But the wretch, that would be knowing | 
What the fair-one would diſguiſe, 

Labours for his own undoing, | 
Changing happy to be wiſe, : 

Y will 
OU may ſay whatyou will, but Belinda's too tall, 


' 
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But Chloe s all ſweetneſs by nature deſign'd, 


Dear Chloe's my wiſh, tho' extenſive her charmi, 
Tho' the front of her ſtays is too wide for my argy, 
'Tis certain Miſs Fanny's a ſweet little dear, 

And Zephyrs bring odours when Lucy is near ; 


We might call her a hogſhead of double-refin'd, 


When ſhe dance then leaps my fond heart like a frog 
When with rapture I preſs her, I'm loſt in a fog: 
I beg for a kiſs, while my vows I renew, 
And imbibe half a pint of ambrofial dew, 


She frequently mentions young Serepbon the beau 
But why ſhould I reckon my rival a foe ? | 
E'en let him proceed, it will ne'er give me pain; 

We both ſhall find more than our arms will contin 


I've oft over-heard the ill-natur'd expreſſion, 
That beauty fo bulky muſt pall in poſſeſſion ; 
In his notion the critic is ſurely miſled, 
Love's flame by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Some nymphs have angelical ſweetneſe and grace, 
But Chloe has rather a cherubjm's face: | 
She's always good-humour'd facetious, and free, 
And only gives pain when the fits on my knee, 


I tart not, as timorous fribbles have done, 

At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one; 
Firſt balance her weight with his majeſty's coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous charmer be mine, 
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Goppzss of eaſe, 
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leave Lethe's brink, 
Obſequious to the muſe and me; 
For once endure the pain to think, 
O ſweet Inſenfibility! 
Siſter of peace and indolence, 
Bring, muſe, bring numbers ſoft and flow, 
Elaborately void of ſenſe, 
And ſweetly thoughtleſs let them flow, 
And ſweetly thoughtleſs let them flows 


Near to ſome cowſlip=-painted mead, 
There let me doze away dull hours; 

And under me let Flora ſpread | 
A ſofa of her ſofteſt fle wers; 


£ nd Stella's all bene, and her ſhape is too ſmall; |] 
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Where, Philomel, your notes you breathe 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring pine 
hile murmurs of the ſtream beneath 
Still ow in uniſon with thine, Sc. 


For thee, O Idleneſs, the woes 
Of life we patient ly endure; 

Thou art the ſource whence labour flows, 
We ſhun. thee but to make thee ſure 
for who would bear war's toil and waſte, 

Or who the thund'ring of the ſea, 
But to be idle at the laſt, 
And find a pleaſing end in thee ? 
And find, c. 
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Wy EN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be ſeen, 
And the meadows their beauty have loſt ; 

When nature's diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 
And the ftreams are faſt bound by the froſt. 


While the peaſent inactive ſtands ſhiv'ring with 
As bleak the wings northerly blow, [cold, 

And the innocent flock run for eaſe to the fold, 
With their fleeces beſprinkled with ſnow. 


In the yard when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtra w, 
And they ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 
And the neat looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſt thaw 

Flakes of ice that ſhe finds in the cream. 


When the ſweet country maiden as freſh as a roſe» 
As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſlides, 

And the ruſtics laugh loud, if by falling ſhe ſhews 
All the charms that her modeſty hides. 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 
In acroud round the embers are met, 
Talk of fairies and witches that ride on the wind, 

And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat, 


Heav'n grant in this ſeaſon it may be my lot, 
With the nymph whom I love and admire, 
While the icicles hang from the eaves of my cot, 

I may theither in ſatety retire ! 


Where in neatneſs and quiet, & free from ſurpriſe, 
We may live and no bardſhips endure; 
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Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 
But ſuch as each other may cure. 
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TRE new - flown birds, 

And welcome in the May; 
Come, Paſtoiella, now the ſpring 
Makes ev'ry landſcape gay; 


| Wide-ſpreading trees their leafy ſhade 


O'er half the plain extend, 
Or in reflecting fountains play d 
Their quiv'ring branches bend, 
Their quiv'ring branches bend. 
Come, taſte the ſeaſon in its prime, 
And bleſs the riſing year: 
Oh! how my ſoul grows ſick of time, 
Till thou, my love, appear. 
Then ſhall I paſs the gladſome day, 
Warm in thy beauty's ſhine, 
When thy dear flocks ſhall feed and plays 
And intermix mith mine, &c. 
For thee, of doves a milk-white pair 
In filken band I hold; | 
For thee a firſtling lambkin fair 
I keep within the fold: 
If milk- white doves acceptance meet, 
Or tender lambkins pleaſe, 
My ſpotleſs heart without deceit 
Be offer d up with theſe, 
Be offer'd up with theſe, 
24 | 
WuxRE is pleaſure, tell me where, 
What can touch my breaſt with joy ? 
All around the ſpacious ſphere, 
Let my mule her ſearch employ. 


Wealth, thy ſhining ſtore produce, 
Heap'd in golden mountains riſe z 


| Thee let ſenſeleſs miſers chuſe, 


Thou can'ſt ne'er allure my eyes. 
Honour, let thy chariot roll, 

| Deck'd with titles, pageants, arms; 
Thou may'ſt charm th* ambitious ſoul, 
But for me thou haſt no charms, 


R 2 


the ſhepherds ſing, 


133 


Ruddy 


+ 
o 


( 
ti 
1 
| 
| 
it 
i 
| 


134 


Ruddy Bacchus, try thy pow'r, 
Gaily laugh aſtride thy tun; 
Thee let frantte bards adore, 
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Bu: . me:ninks, is liſt'ning GW 
T. tome encaanting ftrain ; 

The ſ-1ic that trizmphs o'er her brow 
Seems yot to heed my pan. h 

Ves, pla tive ſounds! yet, yet. delay, 
Howe' er m/ love repine; 


Let that gay minute paſs away, 


The next perheps is thine, 
Yes, plzintive ſounds ! no longer croſt, 
- Your grief ſhall ſoon be o'er; 
Her cheek, undimpled now, has loſt 
The ſmile it lately wore, 
Yes, plaintive ſounds! ſhe now js yours, 
"Tis now your time to move; | 
Eſſay to ſaften all her powers, 
And be that ſoftneſs, love. 


Ceaſe, plaintive ſounds ! your taſk is done; 
That anxious tender air 

Proves o'er her heart the conqueſt won 
1 ſee you melting there, 


Return ye ſmiles, return again, 
Return each fprightly grace; 


I yield up to your charming reign 
All that enchanting face. 


I take no outward ſhew amiſs, 
Rove where you will, her eyes; 
Still let her ſmiles each ſhepheſd bleſs, 
So ſhe but hear my ſighs. 
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Trou riſing ſun, whoſe eladfome ray 


_ |(Bvites my fatr to rural play, 


Di the mit. and clear the ſkies, 
i 414 being my Orra to my eyes. 


| (| were I ſure my dear to view, 


in air that quiv'ring plays, 

„ und and round for ever gaze. 
Ay Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
Wan woods conceal my ſleeping maid? 
Up „y the roots enrag'd I'l] tear 

he trees that hide-my promis'd fair. 


h! could I ride on clouds and ſkies, . 
Or on the raven's pinions riſe! 


Ad watt a lover on his way, 


| Apace the waſting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wintcry. blaſts I fear, : 
Not ſtorms or nights ſhall keep me here, 


What may for ſtrength with flee] compare 7 
Oh! love has ſtronger fetters far: 

By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin'd, 

But cruel love inchains the mind. 


No longer then porplex thy breaſt 5 ;; 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are beſt : 
* T1s mad to go, ' is death to ftay 
Away to Orra, haſte away. : //; » + +; 


— — 2 ——ů—ů— VU. 
You meaner beauties of the-night, 

Who poorly ſatisfy our eyes, 
More with your number than yoer light, 

Like common people of the ſkies; 

W hat are you when the moon doth riſe ? 


Your violets, that firſt appear, 

By your fine purple mantles known, 
Like the proud virgias of the year, 
As if the ſpring were all your own; 
What are you when the roſe is blown? 


3 


; 1 c!:mb the pine tree s topmoſt bough, 


Ve ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, . 


| My b'iſs too long my pride denies, , ++ .. 


Yu 4, 


You 


You warbling chanters of the wood, 
Who fill our ears with nature's lays, 
Thinking your paſſion's underſtood | 
By meaner accents: what's your praiſe, 
When Philomel her voice doth raiſe? 


You glorious trifles of the eaſt, ' 
Whoſe eſtimation fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, rubies, ſapphires, and the reſt 
Of glitt'ring gems; what is your praiſe, 


When the bright di'mond ſhews his rays ? 


So when my princeſs ſhall be ſeen 
In beauty of her face and mind, 

By virtue firſt, then choice, a queen; 
Tell me, if ſhe were not deſign'd 
Th' eclipſe and glory of her kind? 


The roſe, the vi'let, the whole ſpring, 
Unto her breath for ſweetneſs run; 

The di'mond's dat ken'd in the ring ; 
If ſhe appears, the moon's undone, 
As in the preſence of the ſun, 

— — 2 — — 
Wax the bright = of day 
Drove to weſtward each ray, 

And the ev'ning was charming and clear; 
The ſwallows amain, | 2 
Nimbly ſkim o'er the plain, 

Ano our ſhadows like giants appear, 


In a jaſſamine bow'r, 
When the bean was in ſlow'r, 
And zephyr breath'd odours around 
Lovely Sylvia was ſat, | 
With a fong and ſpinnet, 
To charm all the grove with the ſound, 


« Roſy bowers” ſhe ſung, 
While the harmony rung, 
And the birds they all fluttering ſtrive ; 
Th' induftrious bees, 
From the flowers and trees, 
Gently hum with the ſweets to their hives 


The gay god of love, 
At he rang'd o'er the grove, 
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* zephyr conducted along; 

As ſhe touch'd o'er the ſtrings, | 
He beat time with his wings, 
And echo repeated the ſong. 


| Oye rovers beware, 
How you venture too near, 


Love doubly is arm'd for to wound 


Your fate you can't ſhun, 
And. you're ſurly undone, 
If you raſhly approach near the ſound. 
IN in love with twenty, | 
I'm in love with twenty, 
And could adore 
As many more, 
For nothing's like a plenty, 
Variety is charming, 
Variety is charmingy 
For conſtancy 
Is not for me, 
So ladies you have warnings 


* 


— 


He that has but one love, 


| Looks as poor 
As any boor, 
Or like a man with one glove, 


Not the fine regalia 

| Of eaftern kings, 

? The poet fings, 

But oh! the fine ſeraglio. 


' Girls grow old and ugly, 
And can't inſpire 

| The ſame defire, 
As when they're young and ſmugly, Variety, &c, 


| Variety, Se. 
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5 N has Cupid pinions, 


If not to fly | 
{ Through all the ſky, 
Variety, Se. 


An ſee his favourite minions, 

Love was born of beauty, 
And when ſhe goes, $4 | 
The urchin khows, tf 
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To follow is his duty, 
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By love teo long depriv'd of teſt, 
Fell tyrant of the human breaſt; 
His vailal long, and worn with pain, 
Indignant, late I ſpurn'd the chain: 
In verſe, in proſe 1 ſung, and ſwore 
No charms ſhould-e'er enſlave me more; 
Nor neck, nor hair, nor lip, nor eye, 


Again ſhould force one tender figh. 


Then freedom's praiſe inſpir'd my tongue, 
With freedom's praiſe the vallies rung; 
And ev ry night, and ev'ry day, 

My heart thus pour'd th? enraptur'd lay: 
My cares are gone, my ſorrows ceaſe, 

My breaft regains its wonted peace ; 

And joy and hope returning, prove 

That reaſon is too ſtrong for love. 


Such was my boaſt, but ah! how vain, 
How ſhort was leafon” s vaunted reign ! 
The firm reſolve I form'd ere while, 
How weak ! oppos'd to Clara's ſmile : 
Chang'd is the ſtain; the vallies round 
With freedom's praiſe no more reſound 3 
But ev'ry night and ev'ry day 


My full heart pours the alter'd lay. 


2.50 —— 
DOME fing in praiſe of a friend or a glaſs, 
The theme of my ſong is my favourite 1:ſs : 
For her I relinquiſh my friend and the bowl, 
For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul. 


In friendſhip, tis true, many pleaſures we prove; 
But what are all theſe to the raptures of love: 


For Chloe I leave both the friend and the bowl, 


For woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul, 


The bottle I love, and a friend I admire ; 
But CY oe enjoys ev'ry with and defire : 


Fer wit, youth, and beauty, my paſſions controul, 


"or woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul, 
Then Chlce, dear Chloe, ſhall bleſs me for life, 


III yield ev'ry joy to a virtuous wifes 
For her I] relinquiſh my friends and the bowl, 
for woman, dear woman's the joy of my ſoul, 


ä —AͥAyj̈• _—_—_— — 
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But Mould you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 


| While Pan and fair Syrinzx a1 are fled from our ſhore, 


' Soxncs for GENTLEMEN: 


"Ts a maxim I hold, whilſt II ive to phcfus: Sh 
Not a thing to defer, which to-day I can do; Say, 
This piece of good council attend to, I pray, Tl 


For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. A bil 


Attend the dear nymph to an arbour or grove, 
In her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With kiſſes and preſſes your rapture convey, 
For while the ſun ſhines 4s the time to make hay 


It Chloe is kind and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free from reſtraint; 
Entorce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay, 


The world may with juſtice proclaim you an aſs; 
Then briſkly attack her, if longer you Ray, 
The ſun may not ſhine, and you cannot make bay 
2 $ — 

A Choir of bright beauties in ſpring did appear, 
To chuſe a may-lady to govern the year; [green, 
All the nymphs were in white, and the ſhepherds in 
The garland was giv'n, and Phillis was queen: 
But Ppillis refus'd it, and fighing did ſay, 

'I wear not a garland while Pan is away. 


The graces are baniſh'd, and love is no more : - 
The ſoft god of pleaſure, that warm'd our defires, | 
Has broken his bow, and extinguiſh'd' his fires 3 
And vows that himſelf and his mother will mourh 
Till Pan and fair Syrinx in triumph return. 


Forbear your addreſſes, and court us no more; 
For we will perform what the deity ſwore: 

But if you dare think of deſerving our charms, 
Away with yonr ſheep-hooks and talk of yourarms: 
The laurels and myrtles your brows ſhall adorn, 
When Pan; and his ſon, and fair rs return. 
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V, cruel Iris, pretty rake, 
Dear mercenary beauty, | 
What annual offering ſhall I nike 

Expreſſive of my duty? 
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My heart, a victim to thine eyes, 
Should 1 at once deliver, 

Say, would the angry fair one prize | 
The gift, who lights the giver? 


A biil, a jewel, watch, or toy, : 
My rivals See- and let em: 

If gems, or gold, 1mpart a joy, 
Vil give them—when I get em. 

]]l give—but not the full blown roſe, 
Or roſe bud more in faſhion; 

Such ſhort-liv'd offerings but d ſcloſe 
A tranſitory paſhon : 


I'll give thee ſomething yet unpaid, 
Not leſs ſincere, than civil: 

I'll give thee—ah ! too charming maid, 
III give thee—to the devil, 


II Toſs and tumble through the night, 
And wiſh th' approaching day, 

Thinking when darkneſs yiclds to tight, 
'n baniſh care away: 

But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chears all nature round, 

All thought of pleaſure in me dies, 
My cares do ftill abound, 

My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
Bereaves me of my reft ; 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 

With care Pm till oppreſt: 

But had I her within my breaſt 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 

My raptur'd ſoul would be at reft, 
And ſofteſt joys regain. 


I's envy not the god of war, 
Bleſs'd with fair Venus charms, 

Nor yet the thund'ring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcmena's arms: 


200 —— 


Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 


Would be a jeſt to me; 


It of her charms I were poſſeſt, | 
Thrice happier I would be. — 


| [But lince the gods do not ordain 


Such happy fate for me, 


II dare not 'gainſt their will repine, 


Who rule my deſtiny, 
Wich ſprightly wine I'll drown my care, 
An4 cheriſh fill my ſoul; 


| Whene'r I think of my loſt Tal: 


Fil drown her i in the bowl. 


WW 261kͥ᷑ —— 
| HEN TIN mature to manhood grew, 
Soon beauty touch'd my heart; 


From vein to vein love's lightning flew, 


With e pleaſing, painful ſmart : 

My boſom dear content forſook, 
And ſocth'd the ſoft dejection; 
The meiting eye, the ſpeaking look, 

Prov'd love and ſweet affection. 


Unus'd to arts which win the fair, 
What could a ſhepherd do? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to wao. 
At length I told the lovely maid, 
I hop'd we'd no objection 
To taik (while round her lambkins play ) 
Of love ard ſweet affection. 


A bluſh my Chloe's cheek bedeck'd, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, 
© And what from me can you expect?“ 
She aniwer'd with a ſmile, 
© How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
% Through want of calm refl-xion! 
Then don't my peace of mind invade 
& With love and ſweet affection,” 


Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me noty 
In wedlock's bands. let's join 

My kids, my kine, my herds, my cot, 

My ſoul itſelf is thine, 

To church I led the charming fair, 
To Hymen's kind protection; 

And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 

With love and ſweet affection. 


FAREWEL, 
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FaREwEI, Iantbe, faithleſs maid, 
Source of my grief and pain; 

Who with fond hopes my heart betray'd, 
And fan's love's kindling flame; 

Yet gave from me thy hand, this morn, 
To Corydon's rich heir, 

Who with gay veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous fair, 


Adieu, my native ſoil ; ye veles, 
High woods, and tufted kills: 
Adieu, ye groves and flow'ry dales, 
Clear ſtreams and cryital rills : 
Adieu; ye bring into my mind 
Thoſe paſt, thoſe happy days, 
When Tphis found Iantbe kind, 
And pleaſure ſtrew'd his ways. 


Ere daun my homely ſteps I'll bend, 

Where diſtant mountains riſe, 
In hopes that reaſon there may ſend 
That aid ſhe here denies; | 
That time and abſence may efface 

Her image from my breaſt, | 
Which, while ſhe there maintains a place, 

Can never taſt of reſtr, 
ene 263 | ſthe mill, 

HO has e're been at Baldocł muſt needs know 

At the ſign of the Horſe, at the foot of the hill, 
Where the grave and the gay, the ciown and the 
Without all diſtinction promiſcuouſly go. [ beau, 
Where the grave, Ec. 


This man of the mill has a daughter ſo fair, 


With ſo pleaſing a ſhape, and ſo winning an air, 


T hat once on the ever-green bank as I ſtood, 
Id twore ſhe was Venus juft ſprung from the flood. 
I bat once, &c, 


But looking again, I perceiv'd my miſtake; 
For Venus, thoueh fair, has the looks of a rake, 
While nothing but virtue and modeſty fill 
The more beautiful looks of the maid of the 
While nothing, &c, 


mill. 


And quickly repair to my love, 


| 
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Prometheus ſtole fire, as the poets all ſay, 

To enliven that maſs which he model'd of clay: 
Had Polly been with him, the beams of her eyes 
Had ſav'd him the trouble of robbing the ſkies, 


| Had Polly, Ec. 


Sint firſt I beheld the dent laſs of the mill, 
I can never be quiet; but do what Iwill, 
All day and all night I figh, and think fill 
I ſhall die if I have not the laſs of the mill, 
— — 6 
N O more of my Harriet, of Polly no more, 
Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd me before; 
Myſelf for a ſlave to gay Venus Ive ſold, 
And have barter'd my freedom for ringlets of gold: 
[ throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks, 
And will ſing of my laſs with the golden locks, 
Tho? o'er her white forehead the gilt treſſes flow, 
Like the rays of the ſun on a hillock ot ſnow ; 
Such, painters of old, drewthe queen of the fair, 
Tis the taſte of the antients, tis claffical hair; 
Ard tho' witlings may ſcoff, and tho' raillery mock, 
Yet I'll ſing of my laſs with the golden locks.Cgohy, 


Than the ſwain, in the brook, ſhe*s more dear to my 
Her mien is more ſtately, her breaſt is more white; 
Her lips are like rubies, all rubies above, 

Which are fit for the labour or language of love, 
At the Park in the Mall, at the play in the box, 
My laſs bears the belſe with her golden locks, 
Her beautiful eyes, as they roll or they flow, 
Shall be glad for my joy, or ſhall weep for my woe; 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart, or ſhall ſooth my ſoft 
While thouſands of rivals are fighing in vain. pain, 


While I have the laſs with the golden locks, I for, 
Hap I but the wings of a dove, 
Enraptur'd I'd haſten away; 


Whoſe beauties enliven the day, , 
Bring ſoon from the hamlets again, 

Ye gods, her I aſk for my wife; 
Without her I'm ever in pain, 


And reliſh no pleaſure in life, 


Let them rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the 
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ah! cruel decree of hard fate, 

To keep me ſo long from my fair; 
Come, pity my. deſolate ſtate, 

And baniſh all thoughts of deſpair, 
With her, oh ! what ſcenes I enjoy 

Of mirth and good-humour all day: 
duch bleſſings as never will cloy, 

Nor ceaſe till our ſouls ia the clay, 
206 —— 
An! Chloe, thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaft 
Since I parted from thee I'm a ſtranger to reſt: 
I fly to the grove, there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return : 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay; 
Pit they ſmile all in vain, for Chlec's aways _ 
The fields and the groves can afford me no eaſe, 
But bring me my Chlee, a deſert will pleaſe, 
But bring me my Chloe, &c, 


No virgin J ſee that my boſom alarms, 

I'm cold to the faireſt, tho*glowing with charms; 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye, 

Theſe are not the looks of my CÞloe, I cry : [chron'd, | 
Theſe looks, where bright love, lik: the ſun, fits en- 
And ſmiling, diffuſes his influence round: 

'Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer amaz'd ; 
Thus view'd thee with wonder & lov'd while 1 50 
Thus view'd thee, Sc. . 


Then, then the dear fair one was ſtill in my ſight, 
it was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night: 
But, now my hard fortune, temov* from my fair, 
In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to diſpair : 

But abſence and torment. abate not my flame, 

My Ch/ce's ſtill charming, my aſſion the ſame; 

0: would ſhe preſerve me a'place in her breaſt, 
Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be ble?, 
Then abſence would pleaſe me, &c | 
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0 Would'ſt thou know what ſacred charms, 
This deſtin'd heart of mine alarms, 

This de in'd. heart, Sc. 

What kind of nymph the heev'ns decree, 

The maid that's made for love and me, 

The maid that's made, &c. 


[Flowers all around us blowing, 


- ] Whoſe {imple thoughts devoid of art, 
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440 joys to hear the ſigh ſincere, 
Who 'melts to {ce the ROE _ 

Who melts, Sc. £ 

From each ungentle paſſion free, a 

O be the maid tha''s mate for me, 

O be the maid, Sc. 


{ Whoſe heart with gen raus frient᷑ ſhiÞ alows, 


Who feels the bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 
Who feels, Sc. 
Gentle to all, but kind to me, 


- Be ſuch the maid that's mace for me, 


Be ſuch the maid, Ce. 


Are all rhe natives of her-heart, 

Are all, Sc. 

A -entle train from falſhood free, 
'Be ſuch the maid that's made fur = 
Be ſuch the maid, &c, 


Avaunt, ye light coquets, retire 

Where flatt'ring fops around admire, 

Where flatt'ring, Sc. 

Unmov'd your tinſel charms I ſee, 

More genuine beauties are for me, 

More genuine, Se. 180 
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PRING renewing all things gay, 

Nature's diftates all obey : 

In each creature we may ſee 


The effect of love's decree . : 
Thus their Rate, ſuch the fate; a 
Do not, Polly, ſtay too late, | | 


Do not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


Look around, and ſee them play; 

Ail are wanton while they may: 

Why ſhould precious time be loſt ? 

After ſummer comes a froſt ; 

All purſue nature's due; 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, þ 
Let us, Polly, do fo too, 


Herbs on ev'ry meadow lowing: 


Birds 


19@- 
Birds on ev'ry branch are woorg ; 
Turtles all around ate cootng : 
Hirk ! they coo ; ſee, they wooz 
Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 

Let us, Polly, do fo too. 


Hark! how kind that ſwain and laſs, 
Yonder fitt ing on the graſs ; 

See, how earneſtly he ſues, 

While the, bluſhing, can't refuſe 2 
See yon two, how they wooz 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too, 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark that cloud above the plain; 
See, it ſeems to threaten rain: 
Herds and flocks do run together, 
Seeking ſhelter from the weather. 
Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Let us, therefore, do fo ton, 
F 269 
OR ever fortune, wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love ? 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between and bid us part; 
Bid us figh on from day to day, 
And wiſh, and wiſh, the ſoul away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the pride of life is gone ? 


But buſy, buſy, ſtill art thou, 

To bind the loveleſs, joyleſs vow z 
4 heart from pleaſure to delude, 
Io join the gentle to be rude, 

For once, O fortune, hear my pray'r 
And I abſolve thy future care; 

All other bleſſings I refign, 

Make but the dear Amanda mine, 


— 270 — 
ArTenp, ye ever-tuneful ſwains, 
That in melodious, ſoothing ſtrains, 

Of Chloe fing, or Phillis ; 
Tho' weak my ſkill, tho' rude my verſe, 
Upbraid me not, while I rehearſe 

The charms of Polly Villis. 


Let us, &c. 


— — — — 
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Tho? languid 1, and poor in thought, 
No ſimile ſhail here be brought 

From roſes, pinks, or lilies : 
Some meaney beauties they may hit; 
But ſure no ſimile can fit 

The charms of Polly Willis. 


A fimile to match her hair,” : 
| Her lovely forehead, high and fair, 


Beyond my greateſt ſki I 1s; 
How then, ye gods! can be expreſs'd 


The eyes, the lips, the heaving breaſt, 


Of charming Polly Willis. 


She's not like Yenus on the flood, 
Or as ſhe once on Ida ſtood, 

Nor mortal Amaryllis: | f 
Frame all that's lovely, bright, and fair, 
Of pleaſing ſhape, and killing air, 

And that is Polly Willis. 

Tho' time her charms may wear away, 
(All beauty muſt in time decay) | 
Vet in her pow'r there ſtill is 

A charm which ſhall her life endure 

I mean, the ſpotleſs mind and pure 


| Of charming Polly Willis, 


ö — 2 1 b f 
As May in all her youthfol dreſs, 
So gay my love did once appear; 
A ſpring of charms adorn'd her face, 
The role and lily flouriſh'd there: 
Thus, while th' enjoyment was but young, 
Each night new pleaſures did create; 
Ambroſial words eropp*'d from her tongue 
Ard am'rous Cupids round her wait. 


But, as the ſun to weſt declines, 
The eaſtern ſky does colder grow, 


{ And all his radiant looks refigns 


To the pale moon that rules below; 
So love, while in her blooming hour, 

My Chloe was all kind and gay; 
But when poſſeſſion nipp'd that flow'r, 
Her charms, like autumn, droop'd away. 


AS 


— SYS 2 peace 30 

As on Tay's banks I wander'din ſearch of my fair, 
How ſmooth was the ſtream! and how ſoff was the 
To nothing but thee ſuch a ſceneI compare; | air ! 

And thee it reſembles, dear Jenny. 

he deep cryſtal wave was a type of thy face, 
thought it ſo clear it might ſerve for thy glaſs,) 
And the curls, if there were, for thy dimples might 

1 vow *twas the picture of Jenny. [ paſs: 
Methought it took in all the charms of thy mind, 
To virtue, to love, and to pity inclin'd, _ | 
The tender, ſoft paſſions that feel no rude wind; 

For calm is the boſom of Jenny. | 
All pleas'd with the proſpect, Iwiſh'd the bright maid 
C:u'd have ſeen her dear ſelf in this mirror diſplay'd; 
"Twas like her when laſt the dear girl I ſurvey d: 

Like none it cou'd be but my Jenny. ; 
But ſudden a tempeſt, I ne'er ſaw before, 


' 
* 


Made the billows ariſe, and the ſea foam and roar ; | 


[thought that I ſcarcely was ſafe on the ſhore: 
ah, me ! even then it was Jenny. 


The ſame dreadful fight, when to ſpleen you're in- 

When to me you are croſs, and to others are kind: 

But never, dear gir), raiſe this ſtorm in your mind 
"Twill kill me, believe me deary Jenny. 


Bee ORE I ſaw Clarinda's face 
My heart was blithe and gay, 
Free as the wind, or feather'd race 
That hop from ſpray to ſpray, 


But now dejected I appear, 
Clarinda proves unkind, 

I figbing drop the ſilent tear, 
But no relief can find, 


la plaintive notes my tale rehearſe, 
When I the fair have found; 

On e'vry tree appears my verſe 
That to her praiſe reſounds. 


But the ungrateful ſhuns my ſight, 
My faithful love diſdains; 


Jelin'd, 
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My vows and tears her ſcorn excite, 
Another happy reigns, 

Ah, Thyrfis, though my looks betray 4 
I envy your ſacceſs; | 

Vet love to friendſhip ſhall give way, 
I cannot with it leſs. * 

BANISH'D by your ſevere command, 
I make an awful, ſad retreat, 

To ſome more hoſpitable land; 
But ſhall I then my fair forget ? 


No, there I'll charm the lining throng, 
With repetitions of your name; 

My paſſion tell in plaintive ſong, 
And ſadly pentive ſoothe my flame. 


With inbred ſighs, the grateful ſwaing 
My tale will beg me to renew; 
Sweetly appeas'd, beguile their paing, 
Tranſported when I ſpeak of you. 


But ſhould ſome curious youth demand, 


With what confuſion ſhould I Rand ! 


What wou'd my charmer have me ſay? 
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BEST as th' immortal gods is he, 
The youth that fondij fits by thee; 
And ſees, and hears thee, all the while, 
Softly ſpeak, and ſweetly ſmile, 


Twas this depriv'd my ſoul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tumults in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd, in tranſport toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt, 


| My boſom glow'd, a ſubtle flame 


Ran quick thro” all my vital frame; 
O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
| My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs where chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrows thrill'd ; 
My feeble pulſe forgot to play, 


| I fainted, ſunk, and dy'd away. 


j 


Why from my beauteous theme I fray ? 8 
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THY 
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Tay fatal ſhafts unerring move, 8 
I bow before thine altar love; 

I feel the ſoft reſiſtleſs lame 

Glide ſwift thro” all my vital frame. 


For while I gaze, my boſom glows, 
My blood to tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy alternate roll, 
And floods of tranſport whelm my ſoul, 


My fault'ring tongue attempts in vain 
In ſoothing numbers to complain; 
My tongue ſome ſecret magic tries, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the ſilent tear, : 

 Unheard I mourn, unknown! bibs. 
Unfriended live, unpity'd die. 


* 


Yes, faireſt proof of beauty's power, 
Dear idol of my panting beat; 
Nature points this my ſatal houer ; 

And I have liv'd; and we muſt part, 


W bile now I take my laſt adieu, 
Heave thou no figh, nor ſhed a tear, 


Leſt yet my half-clos'd eye may view | 
On earth an object worth its care. 


From jealouſy's tormenting ſtrife 
For ever be thy boſom freed ; 
That nothing may diſturb thy life 
Content 1 naſten to the dead, 


Yet when ſome better fated youth 

Shall with his amorous pariy move thee, 
Reflect one moment on his truth, 

Who dying thus perſiſts to love thee, 
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I N va'n you tell your parting lover 

You with fair winds may waft him over, 
Alas ! what winds can happy prove 
Tbat bear me far from what I love? 


* 


* 


{ 
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Alas | what dangers on the main 
Can equal thoſe which I ſuſtain » 
From flighted vows and cold diſdain ? 


Be gentle, and in pity chooſe” 
To wiſh the wildeſt tempeſt-looſe ; 


That, thrown again upon the coaſt 


Where firſt my ſhipwreck'd heart was lot, 
I may once more repeat my pain, 
Once mors in dying notes complain 


Of flighted vows and cold diſdain. _ 


WIEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me my heart if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear; 
No other wit but her's approve ; 

Tell me my heart if this be love ? 


If ſhe ſome othe ſwain commend, ' 
Tho' I was ence his fondeſt friend, 
His inſtant enemy I prove 

Tell me my heart if this be love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleas'd before, | 
The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove ; 
Tell me my heart if this be love; 


When fond of power, of beauty vain, 
Her nets ſhe ſpreads for every ſwain, 

I ſtrove to hate, but vainly flrove; 

Teil me my heart if this be love? 
280 
1 F ever thou eic joy to bind 

Two hearts in equal paſſion join'd, 

O ſon of Venus] hear me now, 

And bid Florella bleſs my vow, 


[if any bliſs reſerv'd for ne 


Thou in the leaves of fate ſhould ſee, 
If any white propitious hour, 


Pregnant with hoarded joys in ſtore z; , 
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f e — Ulire; 22 | WIEN 6: 1 ſaw thee graceful move, 

4 In ſterling love pay all the ſum, | | Ah me, what meant my throbbing breaſt? 
And I'll abſolve the fates to come. Say, loft confuſion, art thou love? 
1 ” | | If love thou art, then farewel reſt! 
In all the pride of full-blown charms 8 EF 
Yield her, relenting, to my arms z P_ * — wh 2 r ru alr, 
Her boſom touch with ſoft deſires, | | * * Ope leis o 5 pa = > 
And let her fecl what the inſpires, B = niger Pg be 4 
Cupid, if thine aid be vain ? 5 ; 

* 4 „ to gain, { With gentle ſmiles aſſuage the pain , 
If fill with cold averted eyes ( | 1 28 2 3 Nl 3 | 
She daſh my hopes, and ſcorn my ſighs; 4 ” - 4 . fa o” * n, 
0! grant ('tis all I aſk of thee) 8 1 283 a: 
That I no more may change than ſhe; |” T13 not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 
But ſtill with duteous zeal love __ That ſwim with pleaſure and delight ; 
When every gleam of hope is gone, Nor thole fair heavenly arches * ariſe 
leave me then alone to languiſh, OCi''er each of them to ſhade their ght; 
Think not time can heal my anguiſh, 'Tis not that hair which plays with every wind, 
Pity the woes which J endure, | And loves to wanton round thy face; 
But never, never grant a cure. | Now ftraying o'er thy forehead, now behind 


281 — | Retiring with inſidious grace. 


I; truth can fix thy wav'ring heart, 'Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
Let Damon urge his claim, As new ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair; 
He feels the paſſion void of art, | Nor even that gentle ſmile, the heart's delight, 
The pure, the conſtant flame. With which no ſmile could e'er compare; 
Tho' fighing ſwains their torments tell, *Tis not that chin fo round, that neck ſo fine, 
Their ſenſual love contemn ; | ' Thoſe breafts that ſwell to meet my love; 
They only prize the beauteous ſhell, | That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine, 
But Night the inward gem. Nor ought below, nor ought above, > 


poſſeſſion cures the wounded heart, "Tis not the living colours over each, 


Deſtroys the tranſient fire; | By nature's fineſt pencil wrought, 
jut when the mind receives the dart, To ſhame the freſh blown roſe, and blooming peach; 


: Enjoyment whets deſire. And mock the happieſt painter's thought : 

by age your beauty will decay, But tis that gentle mind, that ardent love, 
Your mind improves with years; So kindly anſwering my deſire; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, | That grace with which you look, & ſpeak, & move, 
The rip'ning fruit appears. h That thus have ſet my 2 on fire. 

May heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit | — g 
3od bien Bae Bn War Serbe ton d the raptur'd firain 

That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, Tune lining wietch forgot his pain; 

Nor May gather ev'ty flow'r! | 8 
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With art divine the lyre ſhe ſtrung, Melting joys about her move, 


Like thee ſhe play's, like thee the ſung. eee 3 bliſſes, BY 
For while ſhe ftruck the quiv'ring wire And her lips per with kiſſes; | dingt 
The eager breaſt was all on fire; Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks, | . 
And when ſhe join'd the vocal lay She's my delight, all mankind's wonder, If all 
The captive foul was charm'd away. | But my jealous heart would break The | 
But had ſhe added ftill to theſe | Should we live one day aſunder. | M. 
Thy ſofter, chaſter, power to pleaſe; — 8 My 
| Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth, 8 LET the ambitious favour find Bu 
Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth; | In courts and empty noife, - | Yet i 
She ne'er had pin'd beneath diſdain, Whilſt greater love does fill my mind That” 
She ne'er had play'd and ſung in vain With filent real joys, | BL 
Deſpair had ne'er her ſoul poſſeſt - | Let fools and knaves grow rich and great, | Thin! 
To daſh on rocks the tender breaſt, | And the world think 'em wiſe, 7 
28 5 _ | Whilſt OI - — . 
| 2 : And all that world deſpiſe. 
5 raminta ſings 4 22 I. 
I Wren * brings; 855 Let conquering kings new trophies raiſe, No 
; Now I reſolve, and now I fear ; And melt 1n court delights, | Ah! v 
N Now I triumph, now deſpair; Her eyes can give me brighter days, a (Ador 
. Frolic now, now faint I grow; Her arms much ſofter ＋ 119% : io ha 
i Now I freeze, and now I glow. „ A Was 1, 
The panting Zepbyrs round us play, F ee gre _ 5 a hut gr 
And trembling on her lips would ſtay: - ene _ 123 5 en 3 | iu 
x Now would liſten, now would kiſs, If lere 5 you had let me ref.: ä dhe he 
| Trembling with divided bliſs; 4 | Yet that dujl life I now deſpiſe; And fe 
4 Till, by her breaſt repuls'd, they fly, Safe from your eyes Like h 
| [ _ * 33 ee ** I fear'd no griefs, but then I found ne joys. 1 12 
ib: | or a at ſhe would giv Ah! 
1 By ſome new note, the rae, to live; | Amidſt a thouſand kind deſires To wit 
A | 1 would, expiring with the ſound, gf | 3 beauty moves, and love inſpites, But lo 
. Die on the lips that gave the wound. Such pangs I feel of tender fear, before 
1 | No heart ſo ſoft as mine can bear, be I h 
4 | EE — Yet I'll defy the worſt of harms, he 
1 My dear miſtfeſs has a heart, Such are your charms, EC oy 
*® | Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me, *Tis worth a life to die within your arms, * 
5 When with love's reſiſtleſs art, — 28 % lf: 
F And her eyes, the did enſlave me: Come all ye youths, whoſe hearts e er bled e 
A But her conſtancy's ſo weak, By cruel beauty 8 pride; ; "nd th 
= She's ſo wild and apt to wander, |] Bring each a garland on his head, 
3 % hat my jealous heart would break Let none his ſorrows hide: 


Should we live one day aſunder. | 


But hand in hand around me move, 
Singing the ſaddeſt tales of love; | 
And ſee,” when your complaints ye join, 
if all your wrongs can equal mine, 
The happieſt mortal once was I, 

My heart no forrews knew; 
Pity the pain with which I die, 

But aſk not whence it grew; 
Yet if a tempting fair you find, 
That's very lovely, very kind, 
Tho' bright as heaven whoſe ſtamp ſhe bears, 
Think of my fate, and ſhun her ſnares, 
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| AIR, and ſoft, and bn and yourg, 
All charm ! ſhe play'd, ſhe danc'd, the ſung, 
There was no way to ſcape the dart, 

No care could guard the lover's heart, 
A! why cry'd I, and dropt a tear, 
(Adorning, yet deſpairing e'er 

io have her to myſelf alone) 

Was ſo much ſweetneſs made for one ? 


but growing bolder, in her ear 

lin ſoft numbers told my care: : 
She heard, and rais'd me from her feet, 
And ſeem'd to glow with equal heat. 
Like heaven's, too mighty to expreſs, 
My joys could but be known by gueſs ! 
ah! fool, ſaid I, what have I done, 

To wiſh her her made for more than one ? 


but long J had not been in view, 
before her eyes their beams withdrew z 
tre I had reckon'd half ber charms 
the ſunk into another's arms. | 
but ſhe that once could faithleſs be, 
Will favour him no more than me: 
fe too will find himſelf undone, | 
and that ſhe was not made for one: 
W 291 
HEN your beauty appears 


In its graces and airs, 


All bright as an angel new dropt from the iky;. 
| Which can be juſt and kind? 


i diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my fear, 
do {trangely you dazzle my eye! | 


. 
3 


| | 
Ir is not, Celia, in our power 
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But when without art, 
Your kind thoughts you impart, 5 
When your love runs in bluſhes thro every vein; 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your 


Then I know you're a woman again. 


There's a paſſion and pride 
In our ſex ſhe reply'd, 5 


But yet be a woman to you. 


Ox Be videra's boſom lying, 

Wiſhing, panting, ſighing, dying; 

The told regardleſs maid to move 
With unavailing prayers I ſue; 

You firſt have taught me how to love, 
Ah ! teach me to be happy too. 


But ſhe, alas! unkindly wiſe, 

To all my ſighs and tears replies, 

'Tis every prudent maid's concern 

Her lover's fondneſs to improve; 

If to be happy you ſhould learn, 
You quickly would forget to love, 


To ſay how long our love will laſt 3 


It may be we-within this hour 46 
May Joſe the joys we now do taſte: 


The bleſſed that immortal be | 
From change of love are only frees. 


Then fince we mortal lovers are, 

Aſk not how long our love will laſt z 
But while i: does, let us take care 
Fach minute be with pleaſure paſt 
Were it not madneſs to deny OY 
To live, becauſe we're ſure to die ? 


— — — — 


| Say, Myra, why is gentle love 


A ſtranget to that mind, 
Which pity and eſteem can move; 


0 


S 2 


1 
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{heart, 


And thus, might I gratify both, would I doz | 
Still an angel appear to each lover beſide, - 


Is it becauſe you fear to ſhare 
The ills that love moleſt; 

The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am'rous breaſt ? 


Alas! by ſome degree of woe 

We every bliſs muſt gain: 

The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a pain, | 

VE little loves that round her wait 

To bring me tidings of my fate, 

As Celia on ber pillow lies, 

Ah! gently whiſper—Strephon dies. 


If this wil! not her pity move, ; 
And the proud fair diſeains to love, 
Smile and ſay tis all a lie, 

And haughty Serepbon ſcorns to die. 


296 — = 
TEL. me no more I am deceiv'd, 
That Chloe's falſe and common z 
I always knew (at leaſt believ'd) 

She was a veiy woman: 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 

She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
' She could do more for no man. 


But oh ! her thoughts on others ran, 

And that you think a hard thing? 
Perhaps the fancied you the man; 

And what care I one farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure ſhe's kind, 
I take her body, you her mind, 

Who has the better bargain ? 
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CHLox's the wonder of her ſex, 
TTis well her heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her ! 
But nature graciouſly inclin'd 
With liberal hand to pleaſe us. 
Has to her boundleſs beauty join'd 
A boundleſs bent to eaſe us, 
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V ain are the charms of white and red, 
Which paint the blooming fair; 
Give me the nymph whoſe ſnow is ſpread 
Not o'er her face, but hair, 


Of ſmoother cheeks the winning grace 
With open force defies; 

But in the wrinkles of her face 
Cupid in ambuſh lies, 


If naked eyes ſet hearts on blaze, 
And am'rous warmth inſpire; 
Thro' glaſs, who darts her painted rays 


* 


Lights up a fiercer fire, | 


Nor rivals, nor the train of years, 
My peace or bliſs deſtroy ; 

Alive, ſhe gives no jealous fears, 
And dead, the crowns my joy. 


| —_— 29 — — 
AsPaSIA rolls her ſparkling eyes, 
And every boſom feels her power; 
The Indians thus view Phœbus riſe, 
And gaze in rapture, and adore, 
Quick to the ſoul the piercing ſplendors dart, 
Fire every vein, and melt the coldeft heart. 


Aſpaſia ſpeaks ; the liſtening croud 
Drink in the ſound with greedy ears; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, 
And ſelf-admiring folly hears. 
Her wit ſecures the conqueſts of her face; 
Points every charm, and brightens every grace. 


Aſpaſia moves; her well-tun'd limbs 
Glide ſt»rely with harmonious eaſe; 
Now thro' the mazy dance ſhe ſwims, 
Like a tall bark o'er ſummer ſeas; 
"Twas thus Areas knew the queen of love, 


* 


| Majeſtic moving thro? the golden grove, 


But ah! how cruel is my lot, 

To doat on one ſo heavenly fair; 
For in my humble ſtate forgot, 

Each charm but adds to my deſpair. 


ſ "The 


Th 
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The tuneful ſwain thus faintly warbling lies, 


Looks on his mate, and while he ſings, he dies, 
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DeLIA I tov'a, a winning fair, 

Delia was all her Strephon's care, 

Yet oft woulddſhe her doubts diſplay, 
Leſt Strephon ſhould her heart betray, \ 


Long did I urge my ſuit, and found 
My wiſhes likely to be crown'd, 
Sorrow and care were far away, 

I thought not Delia could betray, 


But Poridel the maid had ſeen, 

Had danc'd with her upon the green, 
Alas! he ſtole her heart away, 
She fear'd not he cou'd e'er betray, | 


Adieu to peace, my joys are fled, 

A gloom o'er all my days is ſpread, 
Adieu ye nymphs, ſo fair and gay, 
Ifind you ſmile but to betray, 


Farewell my crook, my pipe alone 
I keep to tell the woods my moan, 
Inceſſant whilſt I figh and ſay, 
Alas! that Delia could betray ! 


Can a heart that is burſting with grief, 
Find eaſe by relating its woe, 
Can my boſom e'er hope for relief, 
While my ſorrows continue to flows 
Alas ! though no ſuccour be near, 
From ſighing I cannot refrain, 
And a tear ſtill enforcing a tear, 
My eye-lids inceſſantly ſtrain. 


Oh! could I theſe torments now quit, 
Could I chaſe but her form from my mind, 
But why ſhould I wiſh to forget, 
That once ſhe was gentle and kind: 
That fate in the play-day of youth, 
To my nonage ſhould be ſo ſevere, 
To cauſe me to love her with truth, 
To cauſe me, alas, to deſpair, 


* 


Oh! whence are tbe moments of bliſs, | 


We ſpent where the eglantines grow, 
Or where the ſweet innocent kiſs, 
She then was ſo kind to beſtow, 


| | Gone, gone, I ſhall prove them no more, 


With my bloſſoms of hope art they fled, 
That hope I was fond to adore, 885 


Now blaſted, now wither'd, and dead, 
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| War LE you my fair one, ſure to pleaſe, 


Smile with a grace and talk with eaſe, 
Each look has charms, each word has art, 
To fire my eyes, and melt my heart; 


That heart which now by turns muſt prove, 
The hopes and fears that wait on love. 


In vain to check the flame I try, 


Or ſtop a figh when you are by; 


My books, which once were all my joy. 

] read no more, for now they cloy ; 

The pains, the griefs, which now I feel, 
No herb can cure, no balm can heal, * 


From field to field, from grove to grove, 
To vent my ſighs and griefs I rove, 
Thus loſt in thought like birds I ftray, 
Who knows not to their neſts the way; 
So deep the wounds of love are made, 
No herb nor balm can give me aid. 


No more the gay ſcenes of delight, 
No more the ſoſt tranſports of eaſe, 


| | Give pleaſure to Damon's fond fight, 


Nor avght that is charming can pleaſe, 
His flocks let them wander aftray, 

And traverſe the dangerous ſhores 
Nor Damon will drive them away, 

He's abſent frem her he adores, 


| Dire abſence how great are thy fears, 


They pierce the ſoft boſoms tha | wt; 
Of him who's in love, and reyeres 
The gymph that has ſtolen his Heart 
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But hence all ye doubts now retire, 
Retreat to the darkeſt receſs ; ' 

Let me burn with love's hotteſt fire, 
And taſte all the pleaſures of bliſe, 


Fair Phillis again once return, 
My cottage as uſual adorn ; 
Ah! how will my paſſion then burn, 
When Damon is not left forlorn 
Then all the ſoft pleaſures of love, 
The pleafures moſt grateful to me, 
Within my fond boſom will rovey 
More bleſt can a thortal eber be. 


Wren gentle Cela brit! 1 
A breaſt ſo good, ſo kind, ſo true, 
Reaſon and taſ e approv'd; 
Pleas'd to indulge fo pure a flame, 

I call'd it by too ſoft a name, 
And fondly thought I lov'd. 


Till Chloris came, with fad furprize 

I felt the lightning of her eyes 
*Thro'-all my ſenſes run; 

All glowing with reſiſtleſs charms, 

She fill'd my breaſt with new alarms, 
I ſaw, and was undone. 


O Celia ! dear nnhappy maid, 
Forbear the weak neſs to upbraid 
Which ought your ſcorn to move: 
J know this beauty falſe and vain, 
I know ſhe triumphs in my pain, 
Yet til! I feel I love. 


Thy gentle ſmiles no more can pleaſe, 
Nor can thy ſofteſt friendſhip eaſe 
The torments I endure 


Think what that wounded breaſt muſt feel 


Which truth and Kindneſs cannot heal, 
Nor een thy pity cure. 

Oft mall J Girſe my iron chain, 

And with again thy milder reign 
With long and vain regret ; 


To all my wilſkes ſhe conſents, 


All that I can, to thee I give, x In yain 
And could I ſtill to reaſon live, In vain 
I were thy captive yet. To an 
But paſſion's wild impetuous ea Each 20 
Hutties me far from peace and thee, | In vain 
Twere vain-to ſtruggle more: The fai 
Thus the poor ſailor lumbering lies, Her pre 
While ſweiling tides arou bd him riſe, J ice v. 
And puſh his bark from ſhore, on tn. 

In vain he ſpready his helpleſs arms, ud pa 
His pitying friends with fond alarms The be: 
In vain deplore his ſtate; But Nec 

Still far and farther from the coaſt, 3 


On the high ſurge his bark is toſt, 


| And foundering yields to fate, Ra 
A 305 —— And the 
T Cynthia's feet J ſigh'd, Ipray'd, 
And wept; yet all the while 14 
[The cruel unrelenting maid. He 
Scarce paid me with a ſmile. : = ul 
Such fooliſh timorous arts as theſe No L 
Wanted the power to charm; When - 
They were too. innocent to pleaſe, ang 
Fhey were too cold to warm, Hittle ; 
Reſolv'd, I roſe, and ſoftly preſt | Woul, 
The lilies of her neck; Your ch 
With lopging eager lips I leiſt 1 
The roſes of her cheek. hr fror 


Charm'd with this boldneſs, the relents, Than 
And burns with equal fire; 


- And crowns my fierce deſire, 


With heat like this Pygmalion mov'd 

His ſtatue's icy charms ; 
Thus warm'd the marble virgin lov'd, 

And melted to his arms. | 

S the Thames filent ſtream crept penſive along, 
And the wind murmur'd ſolemn the willowsamong 
On a green turf complaining, a ſwain lay reclin' d, 


| And wept to the river, and ſigh'd to the wind. In 


Fad 


In yain, he cry'd, nature has waken'd the ſpring, 
In vain blooms the vi'let, the nightingales ſing: 
To an ear full of ſorrow no beauties appear, 

Exch zephyr's a ſigh, and each dew- drop's a tear. 


In vain my Selinda has graces to move 
The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to love; 
Her preſence no more gives delight to the eye, 
Since without her to live, is more pain than to die; 


Oh! that Somnus his pinions wou's over me ſpread, 
And paint but her image in dreams in her ſtead; 
The beautiful viſion wou'd ſoften my pain: 
But ſleep's a relief I ſolicit in vain, [care, 
The wretch thus, like me, his heart loaden with 
Is deluded by hope, and undone by deſpair 
His pain ever waking, denies him repoſe, 
and the moments but vary to vary bis woes, 
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An! chris, coyld I now but fit 
As unconcern'd as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 


No happineſs nor pain ! 
When 1 this drawing did admire, 


And prais'd the coming day, | 


[little thought that riſing fire 
Would take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay 
As metals in a mine 

dhe from no face takes more away 
Than youth conceal'd in thine 

Iit as your charms inſenſibly 
To their perfection preſt, 

do love, as unpereciv'd, did fly, 
And enter'd in my breaſt, 


Ih paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid, at my heart, 

lll as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart : 


II 


6: isch gloried in their wanton part; 
ong; . To make a beauty, ſhe | 
d, Iinploy'd the utmoſt of her art; 

In To make a lover, he. | 
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| ALL my paſt life is mine no more, 


The flying hours are gone; 
Like tranſitory dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whoſe images are kept in ſtore 

By memory alone. 


The time that is to come is not; 


| How, then, can it be mine? 

The preſent moment's all my lot, 

And that as faſt as it is got, 
Phillis, is only thine, 


Then talk not of inconſtancy, 

Falſe hearts, and broken vows z | 
If I, by miracle, cin be - 
This live-long minute true to thee, 

*Tis all that heaven allows. 
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| As Celia in her garden ſtray*a, 


Secure, nor dream'd of barm, 
A bee approach'd the lovely maid, , 
And refted on her arm. 


The curious inſect thither flew, 

To taſte the tempting bloom; 
But with a thouſand ſweets in view, 
| It found a ſudden doom. 


Her nimble hand of life bereav'd 


The darling little thing; 
But firſt her ſnowy arm receiv'd, 
| And felt the painful ſting. 


Once only could that fting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found: 

Not ſo the darts of Celia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to wound. 


Oh ! would the ſhort-liv'd burning ſmart 


The nymph to pity move, 


And teach her to regard the heart 


| She fires with endleſs love ! 


By the fide of a grove at the foot of a hill, d 
Where whiſper'd the beech, and where murmur + 


22 
4 


the till; 


I vow'd 
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I vow'd to the ede my time and my care, 1 | 


Since nothing could win me the ſmiles of my fair, 


Free I rang'd like the birds, like the birds free 1 

ſung, tongue: 
And Delia*s lov'd name ſcarce eſcap'd from my 
But if o ce a ſmboth accent delighted my ear, | 


I ſhould with, unawares, that my Delia might hears 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ftor'd, _ 
Allufive to none but the nymph I ador'd!' 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my hind, 


So Jong as of nature the charms I purſue, 
I #11] mutt my Delia's dear image renew: 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the mules are all i in alliance with love. 


B; al x 8, Phebas from Parnaſſian bow'rs, 
A chaplet ot poetic flow'rs - 

That far cut bloom the May; 
Bring verſe ſo ſmooth, and thought ſo free, 
Aud all the muſes heraldry, 

To blazon Jenny Grey. 


Obferve yon almond's rich perfume, 0 

Preventing ſpring. with early bloom, 
In ruddy tints how gay! 

Thus foremoſt of the bluſhing fairs | 

With ſuch a blithſome, buxom air, 
Blooms lovely Fenny Grey, : 


The merry, chirping, plumy throng, 
The buſhes and the twigs among, ; 
That pipe the ſylvan lay, 
All huſh'd at her delightful voice, 
In plent extaſy rejoice, 
And ſtudy Jenny Grey. 


Ye baimy odour-breathing'gales, 
That lightly ſweep the gleen-rob'd vales, 
And in each roſe buſh play; 
know you all, you're errant cheats, 


And tel your more than nat'ral ſweets 


i rom lot Fenny Grey, 


Can, then, 
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Pomona, and that goddeſs bright, 
The floriſts and the maids delight, 
In vain their charms diſplay; 
The luſcious nectarine, juicy peach, 
In richneſs nor in ſweetneſsreach 
The lips of Jenny Grey. 
To the ſweet k not of graces three, 
Th. immortal bonds of bards agree 
A tuneful tax to pay; 
There yet remains a matchleſs uw hal 


| There yet remains a lovelier fourth, 


And ſhe is Jenny Greys 

a look create a thought 
Which time can ne'er remove? 

Yes, focliſh heart, again thou'rt caught, 
Again thou bleed'ft for love. 


She ſees the conquelt of her eyes, 
Nor heals the wound ſhe gave; 

She ſmiles, whene're his bluſhes . 
And, fighing, ſhuns her ſavre. 


Then ſwain, be bold, and ſtill adore her, 
Sill her flying charms purſue; 
Love and int'reſt both implore her, 
Pleading night and day for you! 
1 1 
Co ME, Laura, and ph your fond Cain 
Ere Pbæbus declines to the weſt, 
Nor let me ſtill languiſh in pain; 
Your preſence alone. makes me bleſt, 
When abſent no pleaſure I feel, 
My paſſions but ſicken and die, | 


No power my tortures, my tortures can heal, 


Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 


Then haſte to yon jeſſamine grove, 
Enjoy what no language can tell, 
»Tis the ſeat of contentment. and love, 

Where peace and tranquility dwell; 


| There Cupid dur hearts ſhall unite, _ +- 


There Hymen his altar ſhal! raiſe, 
The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, 
And charm the whole grove with their Jays, 


O thin] 
How 
Fach f 
Dull 
No hap 
But 
Then h 
And 


Com: 
he lit 
Haſte t! 
Haſte, 
And lo 
Light 
Comes | 
And 


And wi 
And the 
While, 
dee Hyn 
Hail! f 
All-ſ 
Haſte, 2 
And 
For lo ! 
To capt; 
Her you 
She dare 


And wh 

Unno! 
She ben: 
And f 


Then ha 


And al] 


Far off T 
Yes, let 


Com 
To yo 
Where b 
The r 
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0 think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, 
How time will glide ſwiftiy away, 
Fach ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 
Dull winter ſhall ſmile as the May; 
No happineſs either will taſte, 
But what we both jointly approve z 
Then bither, dear charmer, (0) haſte, 
And bleſs a fond ſwain with your love. 
” 33S, T7 
Cove, Clio, come, 4 wich thee bring 
he little loves on downy wing! _ 
Haſte thee from the realms above; 
Haſte, and let us ſing of love. 
And lo! to join the am'rous theme, 
Light tripping o'er the verdant clod, 
Comes the laughter loving dame, 
And the miſchief making god; 
And with them come the graces three, 
And the muſe of comic glee, 
While, behind, to cloſe the rear, 
dee Hymen, ſaffron-rob'd, appear. 
Hail ! fair Venus, beauty's queen 3 
All- ſubduing Cupid, hail! 
Haſte, and take thy arrows keen, 
And Chloe's flinty breaſt aſſail. 
For lo! of every charm poſſe(t®- 
To captivate the feeling breaſt, | 
Her youthful heart elate with pride, 
She dares thy matchleſs power deride. 


And while thy golden pointed dart 
Unnotic'd, unregarded flies, 
She bends the mol obdurate heart, 
And ſcatters love from both her eyes, 
I, Ihen haſte and light thy tender fire, 
And a'l her ſoul with love inſpire; 
Far off each ſtubborn paſGon drive: 
Yes, let her burn but burn alive. 


Come haſte, my Pbillis, haſte away 
2 To yonder verdant grove, 


Where birds fing ſweetly on each ſpray 
The melodies of love, 


211 


k 


— ä — ay 


TLEMEN. x 


. 


] Where friſky lambł ins ſport and play 


Around the flow'ry green; 


Dreſs'd in dame nature's bright array, 


Which yields a lovely ſcene, 


Where the clear murm'ring rivers run, 
In ſoft and cooling ſtreams, 


| Secluded from the ſcorching ſun, 


And Colin writes his themes. 


1O! there my fair-one, let us rove, 


And taſte the ſweets of life; 
Like turtle-doves let's alway love, 
And baniſh care and ſtrife. 


C — 3165 u—ę—e— 
CELIA, hoard thy charms no more, 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure; 
Still the vain poſſeſſor's poor, | 
What re tiches without »leaſure ? 
Endleſs pains the miſer takes 
To incteaſe his heaps of money; 
Lab'ring bees his pattern mak es, 
Yet he fears to taſte his honey. 


Views with aching eyes his ſtore, 

Trembling, leſt he chanee to loſe it; 
Pining ftill for want of more, 

Tho? the wretch wants pow'r-to uſe its 
Celia thus, with endleſs arts, | 
| Spends her days, her charms improving, 
Lab'ring ſtill to conquer hearts, | 
| Yet ne'er taſtes the ſweets of loving. 


Views with pride her ſhape and face, 
Fancying ftill ſhe's under twenty; 


| Age brings wrinkles on apace, 


While ſhe ſtarves with all her plenty. 
Soon or late they both will find, 

Time, their idol, from them ſever; 
He muſt leave his gold behind, 

Lock'd within his grave for ever. 


IcCeclia's fate will fill be worſe, 
J. When her fading charms deceive her; 
Vain defire will be her curſe, pr 


1 When no mortal will relieve her, 
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Celia, hoard thy charms no more, 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſures 
Taſte a little of thy ſtore; 
What 18 beauty without pleaſure ? 


— — — I — ui. 


D EAR Nancy fit d my artleſs breaſt, 
I ne'er ſaw th ſo clever ; 

I ſometimes thought ſhe'd make me bleſt, 
And ſometimes fancy'd never: 

Whene'er I cold my am'rous tale, 

With fighs oft intervening, | 

Vour ſuit, ſhe'd cry, won 't, here prevail, 

I cannot tell your meaning. 


The wiſe remark, a man in love 
Looks wond'rous ſoft and filly 2 

The truth coy Nancy made me prove, 
For, oh ! her heart was chilly: 

To balls and plays ſhe us'd to range, 
Her company {till ſeen in; 


But ſtill 'twas ftrange, 'twas mighty ſtrange, 


She could not not tell my 4 


J love you. Nancy, oft I'd cry, 
Without you, can't be eaſy; 
Oh! ſhall 1 hve, or ſhall I die, 
Pray tell me which will pleaſe you? 
By all means live! the fair replies, 
This paſſion wants a weaning 3 
Declate yourſelf without giſguile, 
I cannot tell your meaning. 


Oh! now, Ithought's the lucky time; 
Although ſo long I've tarry'd, 

I hope, I anſwer'd, *tis no crime, 
To fay, I'd fain be marry'd. 

She gave ber hand, nor ſeem'd to ſlight 
The love there was no ſcreening z 

And now we live in ſweet delight, 
Vers'd in each other's meaning. 


x 
* 


Dalixx to me only wich thine eyes, 
and 1 will pledge with mine; 
Or leave a kiſs but in the cup, 


* And 111 look no: for wine: 


* 


reer — 
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- | The thirſt that from my ſoul doth riſe 


Doth aſk a drink divine; 
But might I of Fove's nectar ſip, 
I wou'd not change for thine, 


I ſent thee late a roſy wreathe, 
Not ſo much hon'ring thee ; 
As giving it a hope that there 
It would not wither'd be: | 
But thou thereon didſt only breathe, 
And ſent it back to me; 
Since when it grows and ſmells, I ſwear, 
Not of itſelf, but thee, 


F AIR Semira, ns maid, . 
Ceaſe in pity to upbraid 
My oppreſs'd but conſtant heart 
Full ſufficient are the woes, 
Which my cruel ſtars oppoſe 
Heav'n, alas! has done it's part. 
23 — — 


2 — 
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Evry nymph and ſhepherd, bring 
Tribute to the queen of May 


Rifle for her brows the ſpring, 


Make her as the ſeaſon gay; 
Teach her then, rom ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour, 


| Now the fair Narciſſus blows 


With his ſweetneſs now 1 3 
By his fide the maiden roſe | 
With her artleſs bluſh invites: 
Such, ſo fragrant and ſo gay, 
Is the blooming queen of May. 


Soon the fair Narciſſus dies, 
Soon he drops his languid head; 


From the roſe her purple flies, 


None inviting to her bed: 


| 3 tho* now ſo ſweet and gay, 


Soon ſhall be the queen of Maye 


Tho? thou art a rural queen, 
By the ſuffrage of the ſwains, 
Beauty, like the vernal green, 


In thy ſhrine not long remains: 
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Vaen madam, tho" her day is done, 
New paſſions will imbibe, 

n hopes to get a little fun, 

She gives a little bribe, 

Vnen Miſs is Kept by locks and keys 
From all the loveſick tribe; 

o give her ſwain a little eaſe, 

She gives a little bribe. 


hen now and then my Lord thinks fit, 
Mongſt friends to jeſt and gibe, 

onaiſe the laugh at little wit, 

He gives a little bribe, 

h:n'er we plan our ways and means 

To make the folks ſubſcribe, 

e gueſs which way their virtue leans, 
Aad give a little bribe, * 


\EATEST of pretty feet, for dancing intended, 
cept of a pat tner who always was commended, 
ebting the fi neſt dreſs attentive to meiit, 
elikes only thoſe who can jig about with ſpirit, 


ke me madam, I ſo glad am, that I'll cut a caper; 

and firſt couple, make no ſcrupie, ſtrike up ther 
gut ſcraper ; 

urn about, turn about, that's right depend on't, 


ads acroſs, back again, & now there's an end on't. 


It ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 

mit me to offer you lemonade before it, 

us will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 

bur fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when you're 
ready, Take me, &c. 


_—— — 3e3 
0 high, go low, in ev'ry ſtate, 
The lailor's heart is true, 
«verſe or in proſp'rous fate, 
fle joins the crew, 
en toil! ing early, watching late, 


Vefends his king and country 's cauſe, | 


N for n 


leſs, FB quickly bleſs the youth, 
ho deſerves thy love and truth, 


| 
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Yo hopes to be when come from (ea, | 
| Cheer'd with applauſe, 


At home when ſports his welcome crown, 
His wife's the livelieſt of the throng ; 
Or when care ſinks his ſpirits down, 
Her end:aring ſmile rewards his toil, and greets 


Our friendſhip cloſer will cement; 


: Each morn you'll hail my bloeming bride, 


And gladly ſhare my heart's content. 

II graſp the hand which made her mine, 
To ſocial ſcenes my hours reſign, 

While all the wonted ſtrain ſhall join. 

F . — ¼—— 
OR me, my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet; 

As oft ſhe kiſs'd this gift of love, 

Her breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet, 


Her beet Se. 


A bee within a damaſk roſe, 

Had crept the nectar'd dew to ſip, 
But leſſer ſweets the chief foregoes, 
And fixes on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the bloom of ſpring, 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 

Th' ungrateful ſpoiler left his ſting, 
And with the honey fled away, 


— 2 —— — 

At. you who would with to ſucceed with a me, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 

For, if vou ſtand fooling. and ſhy, like an aſs, 


You'll looſe her as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that 
As far as you pleaſe you may run; 

She'l] hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jiit you, as ſure as a gun, 

To worſhip, and call her bright goddeſs, is finel 
But, mark you the conſequence, mum; 

The baggage will think herielf really divine, 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then 


So when the nuptial knot is tied {his fav'rite ſongs | 


I . * 


<: —_—_ 
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Then be with a maiden, bold, frolic, and tout, 


And no opportunity ſhun : i 
She'll tell you the hates you, and ſwear ſhe'II cry 
But mum ſhe's as ſure as a gun. Lout; 


— —— 26 — — 5 
Ir the heart of a man is depreſs'd with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell'd when a woman appears; 
Like the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly, 
Raiſes our ſpirits, and charms the ear; 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks diſcloſe, 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe, 
Preſs her, | 
Careſs her, 
With bliſſes, 
And kiſſes, 
Diſſolves us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe, 


— 27 — — — 
Nevis till now I knew love's ſmart, 
Gueſs who it was that ſtole my heart, 

*T was only you, if you'll believe me. 
*Twas only you, Sc. 


Since that I've felt love's fatal pow'r, 
Heavy has paſs'd each anxious hour, 
If not with you, if you''l believe me. 
If not with you, &c. 


Honor and wealth no joys can bring, 
Nor I be happy, tho' a king, 

If not with you, if you'll believe me, 

If not with you, &c. 

When from it's world I'm call'd away, 
For vou alon- 1'4 wiſh to ſtay, 

For you alone, if you'll believe me, 
For you alone, &c 

Grav* on my tomb, where'er I am laid, 
Here lies one who lov'd but one maid, 
That's only vou, if you'li believe me. 
That's only you, &c. 


FokxGive, fair creature, form'd to pleaſe, 


Forgive a wond'ring youth's deſite: : 


— 
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Thoſe charms, thoſe virtues, when he ſees, 
How can he ſee, and not admire! 


While each the other fill improves; 
The faireſt face, the nobleſi mind; 

Not with the proverb, he that loves, 

But he that loves you not, is blind. 

Grave fops my envy now beget, 

Who did my pity move 

They, by the right of wanting wit, 
Are free from cares of love, 


Turks honour fools ; becauſe they are 
By their defect ſecure | 

From ſlavery and toil of war, 
Which all the reſt endure, 


So I, who ſuffer cold neglect 
And wounds from Celia's eyes, 
Begin extremely to reſpect 

Theſe fools that ſeem ſo wiſe, 


*Tis true, they fondly ſet their hearts 
On things of no delight; | 
To paſs all day for men of parts, 

. Theſe paſs alone at night. "EN 


But Celia never breaks their reſt; 
Such ſervants ſhe diſdains : 


And ſo the fops are fully bleſt, 


While I endure the chains. 


— — 30 —ñ— 


| | 
(GREAT Love! I own thy pow'r ſupreme, 


My mind has felt the dart; 


| No more the tranſitory flame 


Plays lambient round my heart. 


Bright Nancy's charms the boſom fire, 
That erſt was wont to rove; 

And ſenſe and beauty now conſpire 

To light an ardent love, 


Then wonder not to hear me vow 
That I can change no more; 
Since ſhe has all Heav'n can beſtow, 


| Or ſighing ſwains adore, 
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Thus nature, foe to flatt 'ry's Rain, 
Inſtructs the buſy bee 

To range the produce of the plain, 
And ev'ry ſhrub and tree; | 


Till lighting on the bloomy roſe, | 
Where each ſweet eſſence joins, 


{Like me) the warmeſt wiſh ſhe ſhows, 


To live where beauty ſhines, 


How happy » lover's life paſſes, 
When beauty returns ſigh for ſigh ! 
He looks upon all men as aſſes, 
Who have not ſome girl in their eye. 


With heart full as light as a feather, 
te trips to the terras or parks; 

Where ſwains croud impatient together, 
And maidens look out for their ſparks. 


What ſweet palpitation ariſes, 
When Chloe appears full in view; 
Her {miles at more value he prizes, 
Than miſers the mines of Peru. 


Soon parts them, alas! by his flight; 
by reflection be fill hears her talking, 
And abſent he keeps her in fight, 


Whenever abroad he regales him, 
And Bachus calls out for his laſs; 
His love for his CHoe ne'er fails him, 
Her name gives a zeſt to his glaſs, 


No other amuſements he prizes, 
Than thoſe that from Chloe ariſe, 

he's firſt in his thoughts when be riſes, 
And laſt when he cloſes his eyes. 


Then let not ambition diſtreſs us, 
Or fortune's fantaſtical chace; 

love only with Chloe can bleſs us, 
And give all we want to embrace, 
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Hear me, ye nympbs, and ey'ry ſwain, 
Vin tell how Peggy grieves me, 


Tho' (wift-winged time, as they're walking, 
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| Tho? thus I languiſh, thus complain, 


Alas! ſhe ne et believes me, 
My vows and ſighs, like ſilent air, 
Unheeded, never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 
*Twas there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 

I thought myſelf the Juckieſt lad, 

So ſweetly there to find her. 

[ try'd to ſooth my am'rous flame, 
ln words that I thought tender; 

If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
J ment not to offend her. 


Yet now ſhe. ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 

If e'er we meet ſhe ſhe ws diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in Mays” 

It's ſweets [ll ay remember; 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December, 


Ye rural powers, who hears my ftraing, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me:? 
Oh! make ber partner in my pains, 
Then let her ſmiles relieve me, 
If not, my love will turn diſpair, 
My paſſion nn more tender, 
'I leave the buſh aboon Traguair, 
To Ionly wilds I'll wander, 


333 


How ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green! 
Sweet taſte the peach and cherry: 
Painting ard order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 1 
But fineſt colours, fruits ano flowers, 


| And wine, tho” I be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their charms and Feaker powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of briſty, 


T When 


n " 2 
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When wand'ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting, E 
How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting; 
But if my Chriſty tunes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration ; 
My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 
And drap the hale creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman; 

But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother; 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another. 


Thus ſang blate Edie by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o er- hear him; 
She daughtna let her lover mourn, 
But e*er he wiſt drew near him. 
She ſpake her favour with a look - 
Which left nae room to doubt her-: 
He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Cbriſiy! - witneſs, bonny ſtream, 
Sie joys frae tears ariſing, 

J with this may na be a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſupriſing ! 

Time was to preeious now for tauk; 
This point of a' his wiſhes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But war'd it a' on kiſſes. 


How happy was I, 
When Delia was by; 
Her preſence rejoiced my heart; 
No trouble I knew, 
My cares were but few, 
Till the time I from Delia did part. 


When how {ad the reverſe ! 
With pain 1 rehearfe 


— 


—— 
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[Of beauty, of virtue, and truth 
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The diſquiets my mind undergoes ; 
Time moves ſlowly on, 
Content I have none; 


Oh! feel for, and pity my woes. And 

My fair will be juſt, 8 

can't her miſtruſt, : Whi] 

Her promiic is binding I'm ſure; 
Then why ſo lament ? 7 

For ſhame, be content 0 

For the preſent, her abſence endure, Ani 

The time ſhortly will be, * 

When I Delia ſhall ſee, < nc 

And with her in wedlock be join'd ; #4 ; 
Then how happy my ſtate, lt 

T'il not eavy the great, : þ 

But enjoy, with my fair, peace of mind, 8 
I covet not wealth, 1 p, 

But a good fhare of health, 55 4 

For myſelf and the girl I adore; FREN 

We'll live at our eaſe, * f 

And do as we pleaſe; | hy 

| Ye gods! what can mortals with more; = noy 

as 0 fi 

—— or tho! 


How fair is my love, 
As kind as the dove; 
Her temper both lively and gay: 
The lily, and roſe, 
Upon her cheeks blows, © 
To give her the ſplendor of May. 


Her ſhape, and her mien, 
Proclaim her the queen 


Her eyes are like jet, 
Her teeth neatly ſe: : 
Ye gods! in the prime of her youth, 


Her voice, like the thruſh, 
That ſings on the buſh | 
When meadows look blooming and gay; 
Each nymph and each ſwain, * 
That aante on the plain, 


| 


Are charm'd with my Pbillis's lay, 


She cries, don't repine, 
I ſoon ſhall be thine, 

And eaſe my fond boſom of ſtrife; 
In pleaſure's ſweet bow'r 
We'll paſs ev'ry hour, 

While nature ſupplies us with life, 


— — 6 — — 

How ſweet a i 'tis to love 

And oh ! how pleaſent is the pain! 
| would not, if I could, remove, 

And now put off the amorous chain. 
Tho* Chloris' eyes do give me laws, 

And me of liberty beguile, 
|, like a martyr, love my cauſe, 

And on my fair tormentor ſmile! 


. . 3675 — 
Prythee ſend me back my heart, 
Since I cannot have thine: 

or if from yours you will not part, 
Why then ſhou'dſt thou have mine? 


let now I think on't, Jet it lie; 
To find it were in vain ; 

or thou'ſt a thief in ev'ry eye 

Wou'd ſteal it back again. 


hy ſhould two hearts in one. breaſt 225 
And yet not lodge rn HE 

b, love! where is thy ſy apathy, 

lf thus our breaſts thou ſever? 


ut love is ſuch a myſtery, - 

| cannot find it out: 

or when I think I'm beſt refolv'd, 
then am in moſt doubt. 


hen farewel care, and farewel woe, 
will no longer pine; 

it Ill believe I have her heart, 

As much as ſhe as mine. 


8— 
lately ſaw ae now Fo 
Fair Lucia's hand diſplay'd ; 
lis finger grac'd a diamond ring, 
And that a e play d. 


| 
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The feather'd plaything ſhe careſs* 4, 
And ſtrok'd his head and wings ; 


And while it neſtled on her breaſt, 


| She liſp'd the deareſt things. 


With chizzel bill a ſpark in-ſet 

He looſen'd ſrom the reſt, 
And ſwallow'd down to grind 5 meat, 
Ihe eaſier to digeſt, 


She ſeiz'd his bill with wild affright, 


Her di mond io defcry : 
Twas gone! ſhe ſickn'd at the fight, 
Moaning her bird wou'd die. 


The tongue-ty d knocker none migh uſe, 
The curtains none might draw, 
The ſootmen went without their ſhoes, 
be fireets were laid with ſtraw. 
The doctor us'd his oily art, 
Of ſtrong emetic kind; 


| Th? apothecary play'd his part, 


And enzineer'd behind, / 


| When phyſic ceas'd to ſpend it's ſtore 


To bring away the ſtone, 
Dicky, like people given o'er, 
Picks up, when let alone, 


| lis eyes diſpell'd their fickly dews, 


He peck d behind his wing: 


Lucia recov'ring at the news, 


Relapſes for the ring. 


Meanwhile, within her beauteous breaſt, 
Two diff' rent paſſions ſtrove; 

When av'rice ended the con eſt, 

And triumph'd over love. 


Poor little, pretty, flutt' ring thing, 
Thy pains the ſex diſplay! 
Who, only to repair a ring, 
Could take thy life away. 


Drive av'rice from your breaſts, ye fair, 
Monſter of fouleſt mien | ; 
Ye would not let it harbour there, 
Could but it's form be ſeen, 
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The girls ofthe town, each rake muſt well know, 


It made a virgin put on guile, 
Truth's image break her word; 

A Lucia's face forbear to ſmile, I 
A Venus kill her bird. 


I Told my na I told her true, 

My fields ue e ſmall, i, ay thy were few; 
Whiie faultering accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops defiroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold: 
Of theſe the heard, yet bore to hear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere; 


How, chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
The friends I lov'd became unkind : 
She heard, and. thed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, 
My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs : 
This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be fincere. 


Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwaing, 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere 

I know my Flavia love ſincere. 
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Ix vain you bid your captive live, 

- While you he. means of life deny: 

Give me your ſmiles, your wiſhes give 
To him who muft without you die. 


Shrunk from the ſun's enliv'ning beam, 
Bid flow'rs retain their ſcent and hue ; 

It's ſource dry'd up, bid flow the ſtream, 
Or me exiſt depriv'd of you. 
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I Rambled about for a W I vow, 
In ſearch of a damſel for life? 

For roving pe'lex'd me, I could not tell how, 
So ventur'd at laſt on wife. 


Imbitters the pleaſures of life, 
For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, 
And make us all wiſh for a wife. 


A miſtreſs, tis true, who's youthful and gay, 

May ſweeten the troubles of life, 

And while the is conſtant, drive ſorrow away; 
But what is all this to a wife! | 

In wedlock, alone, true pleaſure we find 

' To glide the rough paſſage thro? life, 

Then chuſe out a'laſs with a delicate mind, 
And make the dear charmer a wife 


And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man 
Who offers to bleſs you for life; 


For theſe are e the charms of a wife. 
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Love never more ſhall give me pain, 
My fancy's fi x d on thee; ' 


| Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 


My Peggy, if thou die. 


Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 


Thy love ſo true to me : 


f Without thee I ſhall never live, 


My deary, if thou die, 44 


If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 


How ſhall 1 lonly ftrayz 
In dreary dreams the nights I'll waſte, 
In fighs the filent day. 


I ne'er can fo much virtue find, 
Nor ſuch perfection ſee; 

Then I'!l renounce all woman-kind, 
My Peggy after thee. 


No new-blown beauty fires my breaſt 


| With Cipid's raving rage; 
But thine, which can ſuch ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 


'T was this that, like the morning ſun, 
Gave joy to life and me 


1 when it's deſtin'd day is done, 
With Fe let me die, | 


Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you canz 


Ye pow'rs that ſmile o on virtuous love. 
And in ſuch pleaſures ſhare; 

You, who it's faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the fair, 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 
Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 

Oh! never rob them from theſe arms, 
' 'm loft if Peggy die. 
343 
Love ſounds the alarm, 

And fear is a flying; 
When beauty's the prize, 

What mortal fears dying ? 


1 In defence of my treaſure 
Il bleed at each vein; - 
Without her no pleaſure, 
For life is a pain. 
44 — 


Ler the grave, and the gay, 
Enjoy life how they may, 
My pleaſures their pleaſures turpaſs; 
Go the world well or ill, 
"Tis the ſame with me ſtill, 
If I have but my friend and my glaſs, 


The lover may figh, 
The courtier may lye, 
And Craſus his treaſure amaſs; 
| All the joys are but vain, 
That are blended with pain; 
S0 1'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


New life wine inſpires; ” 
And creates new deſires, 

And oft wins the lover his laſs, - 
Or his courage prepares 
To diſdain the nymph's airs; 


1} 


. o I'll ſtand by my friend and my glaſs, 


The earth ſucks the fain, 
The ſun draws the main, | 
Vith the earth we are all in a claſs; 
Then enliven the clay, 
Let-us live while we may, 
10 I'll Rand by my friend and my glaſs, 


* 


— 
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Loxc at thy altar, god of 


Does new ſupriſing charms diſcover, 


| 347 
L | My. goddeſs, Toda, heavenly fair, 


| 


My love was fickle once, 
| 


"Tis friendſhip and w ine, 
Only, life can refine ; 
We care not whate'er-comes to paſs 
With courtiers, or great men, 
There's none of us ſtateſmen : _. 
Come, here's to our friend and our glaſs, 


love, 
I paid a double duty; 

A ſlave to Celia's voice and wit, 
To Cbloe's tafte and beauty 


Fain would I fix my reſtleſs heart, 

While they, with aukward feature, 
Diſguis'd, in affeRation's maſk, 

The genuine gifts of nature. 
6 

and changing, 

Nor e er would ſettle in my heart, 
From beauty till to beauty ranging, 

In every face I found a dart. 


"Twas firſt a charming ſhape enſlav'd me, 
An eye then gave the fatal ftroke 3 
Till by her wit Corinna ſay'd me, i 
And all my former fetters broke. j 
But now a long and laſting anguiſh + [ 
For Belvidera I endure; 4 
Hourly I ſigh, and hourly languiſh, + q 
Nor hope to find the wonted cure? ( 


For here the falſe, inconſtant lover, | q/ 
After a thouſand beauties ſhown, 


And finds variety in one. 


oY | —-—œç‚—— 


As lilly ſweet, as ſoft as air, 
Let looſe thy treſſes, ſpread thy charms, 
And to my love give freſh alarms, 
OM let me gaze on theſe bright eyes, 
ho' ſacred lightning from them flies; 
23 


| 
i 
| 
| 
; 
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Sbew me that ſoft, that modeſt grace, 
Wh:ch paints with charming red thy face. 


Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs; 
That I may mix ny ſoul with thine, 
And make the pleaſure all divine. 


O hide thy boſom's killing white, 
(The milky way is not fo bright) 

Left you my raviſh's ſoul oppreſs 
With beauties pomp ang ſweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 

Ot my kind heart the vital blood? 

Thou art all over endleſs charms; 

O rake me dying to thy arms. 

May the ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in crowds and noiſe, 

While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent, real joys, 


May knives and fools grow rich and kreat, | 


The world will think them wiſe, 
While I lie at my Nanny fret, 
And all the world deſpiſe. 


Let conquering kings new triumphs raiſe, Jars 


And melt in court delights : 
Her eyes can give much brighter days, 
Her arms much lofter nights. 


As Celia to the covert itray'd, 
The bluſhing ſun withdrew, 

Ange haſted down as if afraid 

To fee thy brighter charms diſplay'd, 
And be outſhone in you. 4 


His Gfter Phebe at the fight, . | 
With bluſhes ſpread the ſpherez 

As if to ſhine with double light, 

Ard gild the ftar-beſpangled night, 
He'd borrow'd rays from her. 


The ęlimm'ring ſtars which dar'd to peep, - 


Were loſt in gazing on; 
Ard look'd like Rers that ſeem d to Weeps 


Soncs for GENTLEMEN. 
'Twixt half awake and half aſleep, 
Or twinkling at tbe ſun, 


The god of filence as ſhe ſung, ' © 
| Stood liff*ning at her fest? Ds 


OG 


II met her on the green, in her beſt array, 


I n 


3 
I Mate love to Kate, long 1 Geh'd for me; 


The loit' ring ſtreams attentive hung, T 
And mimic.echo held her ee Dee, 
Unable to repeat. 25 | 
Says love, approach, —I fool obey's 
Too ſure to be undone ; 
For 'twere as raſh for me t'invade, 3 IIo 
Thoſe beauteous beams which round her play's, | 
As Phaeton the ſon, Ther 
350 — — 7 ö 
H ITHER, Venus witb your doves, = For v 
Hither all ye little loves; * ee f 
Round me light, your wings diſplay, * She o 
And bear a lover on his wax. ; 
Oh, could I but, like Jove of old, 
Transform myſelf to ſhow'ry gold E <1 


Or in a ſwan my paſſion „ 

Or wrap it in an orient cloud; 

What locks, what bars ſhould than Hnpade i 
Or keep me from my charming mad! 


fi — 


Till I heard of late, ſhe'd a mind to me. 


So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away; _ 5 
| | Ohthen we kiſs'd & preſs d, were we much to blame Jing 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſams | 5 
As I fonder grew, the began to prate, Ah! S, 
Quoth ſhe, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate Ti 
But then I laugh'd, &, More! lov'd her more than f Twill! 
For ty'd each to a rope's end, tis tugging to & fro: - bf 
Again we kifs'd & preſs'd, were we muchito/bl-me 
I Fad you been in my place, yau'd have dont the ſme But, Sy 
8 Then ſhe Ggh?d, and ſaid, ſhe was wond'rous fick Re Ar 
| Dicky Katy led, Katy the led Dick 4 
Long we toy'd and play'd, unger yonder oak, de 
Katy loſt the game, tho“ ſhe play'd in joke; 15 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name, And b1 : 
Had ory been in my ey you 'd have done tt ſa ＋ 5 


NI Te 
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Is vain I ev'ry art eſſay, & iy 

To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away 
That rankles in my heart: | 

Deep in the centre fix'd, and bound, 

My efforts but enlarge the wound, | 
And fiercer make the ſmart, 


, ; np — 353 ———— 


| | Love, I doat, I rave with pain, 
d, No comfort's in my mind; 
There ne'er could be a a happier ſain, 
Were Sylvia leſs unkind, _ 


For when (as long her chafns I've worn) 


I ſeek relief from ſmart, 
She only gives me !ooks of ſcorn; 
Alas ! *twill break my heart, 


My rival, rich in worldly ſtore, 
May offer heaps of gold ; 

But ſurely I a heaven adore, _ 
Too precious to be ſold, _ 

Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize 
For wealth, and not deſert, 
And my poor fighs and tears deſpiſe ? 
Alas! *twill break. my heart, 


When, like ſome panting hov* ring dove, 
I for my bliſs contend, | 

And plead the cauſe of eager love, 
She coldjy calls me friend. 

Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſirive 
To act a healer's part; 

Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, 

| Alas !-—wang break my heart. 


but, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And I am dead and colo, 

Renounce the cruel deed: you've done, 
Nor glory when” tis told, 

For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid / 
Will take my injur'd part, 

And blame tbee, Sylvie, I'm afenid; N 

For breaking my poor heart, 


1 More ſafely to rivet the ſnares”! - / 


| FP 


M Y bliſs too long my bride denies; 
Apace the wafting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wintry blaſts I fear; 


4 


What may for ſtrength, with ſteel compare 
Oh! love has fetters ſtronger far; 


By bolts of ſteel are limbs confin” d, | 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 


£ 
4 ? 


No longer, then, perplex thy breaſt; 


"Tis mad to go, 'tis death to fray; : 
Away, my Fey, haſte Nef 


H OW pleaſingly glided the Ay, 

When Phillis vouehſaf'd to confeſs, - 
Whatever young Damon could ſay, ' 

At once gave her pleaſure and bliſs ; 
But now how revers'd is the ſcene, 

No more the ſweet maiden complains, 
Your boſom by far's too ſerene, | 

And ne'er to the lover attains. 


No more the ſoft tranſports. are mine, | x 


When ſhe'd on my boſom recline, ; 

| And vow that the lov'd only r me; 

4 Thoſe galloping moments of bliſs, 
Diſtraction ! no more can be prov'd, 

No more can I fteal a ſweet kiſs * 

| From her I ſo ardently lov'd. : 


| | When Phillis a damſel ſo * TE 


Was all that I wiſh'd ber to be, 
How void was my mind of all care, 
My boſom from tortures how free, 


- But oh! how inconſtant are they, 


Whom nature has form'd to:be fairy 
How charming, how lovely and gay, 


* 


Nor ſtorms, nor night, mall keep me hefe. 105 


When thoughts torment, the firſt are beſt: 


Y {© 7 . 


When Phillis from Hymen was free. 


A 


DEAR 


-” 
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8 Sally, eee dream. 
Jo flowery vales ang purling ftreams,,, . , - 
Confine a happy, nund; L; 1 
While fome in their dear "fed poflelt, 1 1 % 
Of all that's good cry to be bleſt, AY 
Re:ire and quit mankiad. „it yen 265 V 
May no ſuch falſe ideal bliſs, OG 
No ſolitary joy like this, 8 


* 
— 8 


My ſocial ming«deceives © 14 


But may the worlg and I agree, 
In ſhort let others live for me, 
Let me for others live. 


So ſhall I fee, well . at laſt, 
My life not wholly uſeleſs paſt, 

Or to mankind or me; : 
Then ſhall ſuch, comforts. crown wy end, 
As thoſe, and thoſe alone attend, | 

Who love ſociety. 1 a 19 
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Wurd lovely Phillis tunes the hre, 
I ftand with raptute and admire 
The nymph, who can ſuch joy impart, 
To cheer the dull and gloomy heart, 


Like Orpheus who invites our ears, 

And lulls to reſt our anxious fears. 

She gently ftrikes the trembling \ wires, - 
And ev'ry bre aſt with Jay inſpires. . 


2 * 
4 % 
_— CITES „een * 8 


—— — 


A thouſand joys my boſom feels, git 3 576 
A thouſand raptures firait reveals, 
Melodious ſounds invi'e my ears, 
And all a ſcene of mi:th appears. 
— 358 

Tei not me of your LA and lillies, $1 
Which tinge the fair cheeks of your Phillis, 

Tell not me of the dimples and eyes, 
For which filly Corydon d ies. 1 
Let all Gjly Lovers go hang, Tp 

My heart would you hit, 

Tip your arrow with wit, | 3 
And it comes to my heart with a twang, twang, 


22 


Soxcs for GEN TLEMEN. | 
I am rock to the handſome and pretty, 


To forward this my grand defign, 


Coup! 


| | Soon wou'd impartial reaſon, 


And it comes, &c, me] 


| 


Can, only be touch'd by the witty, 
And beauty may ogle in vain, 


* The way to my heart's thro* my brain, 


Let all whining lovers go hang, 
We wits you, muſt know, 
Have two ſtrings to our bow, e 
To return 'em their darts with a twang, _ 
And return em, &c, [rang 


35 
BLyr HE, blythe, as te- 3 d ſongſters ate, 


More free than? kings, and, happier far, 


As fancy leads I rove, 
As beauty ſtrikes I beauties woo, 
What more can mortal, wiſh to do, 
Than lead a lite of love 
Than lead a life of love, 


For each ſweet nymph freſh tales I find, 
My heart as air ſtill unconfin* d, 
From joy to joy I rove, | 
The charms which daily me gelicht, 
Rene w'd in p. eaſing dreams by night, 
Makes life a life of love. 522 


Should I be bleff a fair 0 find, 

To love like me, for nfs zoclin' d, 
By all ye powers above, ' 

With honour ſtrictly ik purſue, ' - 

And do what mortal man can do, 
To make a lite of love. 


Aſſiſt me, all my pow'rs divine, 


And grant, O, mighty Jove, 


That I may wed lome heavy” nly fair, 
And ſhew the world (what's;very A 


A married life of Ioye. 
— 2 360 — , 
each fault remember, 2 
Forgetting ev Ty:charm, © 7 


The tyrant love diſarm. 
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But when enrag'd I nymber, . 0 
The failings of her mind, 

Love till ſuggeſts her beauty, 
And ſees while reaſon $ ſind. 5 

361 . 

I COU'D never wie ſee, a 

In eyes that won d not look on me, 

I ne'er ſaw nectar on a lip, | 


ang Has the maid who ſeeks my. heart, 
Cheeks of roſe untouch'd;by att, 
I will own the colour true, 


But where my own did'hope to fip, e. 


C 


p When yielding bluſhes aid ge 10 1 


When yielding bluſhes, 


1s her hand ſo ſoft and pam, 

I muſt preſs it, to be ſure, 

Nor can I be certain then, 

Till I grateful preſs again. 

Muſt I with attentive eye 47 

Watch her heaving boſom usb. ER 
I will do ſo-wben I ſee © ; 
That heaving boſom ſigh for me. 5 
— 362 


„ 


FzlkxpsHip is the bond of reaſon, Wh 


But if beauty difapprovey 
Heav'n abſolves all other treaſon, - 
In the heart that's true 10 love. 


The faith which to my friend 1 ſwore, 
As a civil oath I view, 
But to the charms, which I. adore, 
'Tis religion to be true. 
Friendſhip, Sc. 


Then if to ane. I falſe muſt 3 — 
Can I doubt which to prefer; 
A breach of ſocial faith to thee, ; 
Or ſacrilege to love and her. 5 
Friendſhip, Sc. we git 
T 13 
HO cauſe for ſy —.— appears, 
Vet proofs of her lows. are too ſtrong, 
I'm a wretch if I'm ri 
And unworthy of bliſ 


3 if I'm wrong, 


it in my fears, , 
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What heart or h tormeants, fram jealguſy flow; 
Ah! none but chez jes los, the q ealous can know. 
When bleſt wich the Imiles of my . on 
I know not how much I adore / + 0 
Thoſe ſmiles: let another but ſhare, - ; SITES 
And I wonder | priz'd them no more. 
Then whence can I hope à relief from my woe, 


When the falſer ſhe * the fonder I grow, 


GenTLE mai, ab? ohy ſulpe&t me, 


Let me ſerve thee, nen me, | 1 
Gentle maid, Sc. 

Canſt thou truſt and 1 deceive thee, ras v1 
Art thou ſad and ſhall I 1 _—_— a! 

Canſt thou, S4. 163302, 4 f1 


Give 1 ac the nymph who . boaft, 
But 2 and good humqur ta make her a toaſt, 
If ftrait I don 't mind whether lender ort fat, 

Or fix foot or four we'll ne er gquazrel for that, 
Whate'er he: complection yaw. I don't Wy 


If brown it 18 laftiog, more pleabng;if fait, 


And tho” in her cheeks 1 951 -dimples mou d fee 
Let her ſmile, and t daß Mis 1 gr to me. 
dimple to me. 


et her locks be the reddeſt * ever were lad 
And her eyes may þ&—faich.avy;colour but green; 
For in eyes tho” ſo various the. luſtre and hue, 
I ſwear T've no choice only let her haye t wo, 
'Tis true I'd diſpenſe. with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth I own are gentee than black, 
A little round chin too's a { duty I've heard, 


But I only defire—ſhe n Hp Fuel int haye a r 


O nap my love ne'er 1 e me, 166 
I ne'er had known fuch 5 8. 
But think how falſe, how cruel ſh 
To bid me ceaſe to languiſh. 
To bid me hope her hand tog zin, "IF" F 
Breathe on a, flame half periſh'd,_ 9 
And then with cold and fix'd. diſdain, £ 4 


To kill the hope the cheriſh* ond 


ö 
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Not worſe his fate who on vi k. 
That drove a8 winds did blow 
Silent had left the ſhatter!d deck © 
To find a grave below itt: 
Then land was eried, nb more-refigned, 


He glow'd wäth joy toxhear it, F 


Not worſe bis fate his woe to find, | ILY, 
The wreck muſt | Bak e' er near u. ar 
— — 


An 6k 4414 haw haf woe o chang 


The temper of my mind, TIT 
My heart by thee from mirth etrang's, fi 
Becomes like thes unkind. 
By fortune favour'd, clear. any 
I once ambitious was 
And friends 1 had that fann'd the flame, 


And gave my youth applauſe. 85 
And friends, Sc. Eb n 10 131639} 1 
x1} uf) 


70 001 


But now my weakneſs all abuſe, * 
Vet vain their taunti on me: 


Friends, N dem itfeht Id loſe,” ; 29515 7 


To gain one ſtttifevf e 
vet e "ſhovlf no geſpiſe, 
y folly or my NW e. 

If x . in oibets edges, 
IT is thou haſt made me fol - | 


Bat45ys like theſe with cochting * 
J will not long endure, 


J 


Am I deſpis'd, I know the worſt, | m_ | 


And alſo know my cute, 
If falſe her vows, the dare renounce, 
She inſtant ends my pain, 
For oh ! that heart muſt break at once, . 
Which cannot hate Win. 4 
For oh, Se. 


Cars and coat and badge farewell, 
Never more at Chelſea ferry, : 
Shall your Thomas take-a ſpell, * 


4; Then farewell, Sc. 


950 


2 * 
15 
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or 


TBN farerſen my trim built _ a 


4 


þ 
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But to hope and peace a ſtranger, A 75 | 
In the battles beat ] go, 5 


Where expos'd to every danger, 


Some friendly ball ſh21] lay me low. 


Then mayhap as home ward ſteering, 
With the, News my meſs-mates come, 

Even you the ſtory hearing, 113 
With a geh f may. cry poor, Toms. 


To make the motor dean time, . 


Shou'd be our beft endeavour, | 1 


For love we both are in our prime, 
The time is now or never. 
For love, Sc. 


7 A thouſand charms ad you play, : 


No girl more bright or clever, 
Then Jet us both agree to-day, 
To- morrow vill be never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
T burn with love's high fever, 

Pray now be kind, I know you can, 
You muſt not anſwer never. 


Whilſt thus you Chloe turn aſide, | 
You fruſtrate my endeavour, 


That face will fade, come down that pride, 


Your time is now or never,.r 


E're for yourſelf or me too late, 
Say now you're mine for ever, 


I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 


My time is now or never. 


0 —————_ 


— . 
W AFT to her ears, kind gentle oy | 


A hapleſs lover's lay, 


Tell her while ſhe: lays at eaſe, 


I die, I die away, 


This to her tender boſom bear, 
And tell her all my pain, 
And if a ſpark of pity” 8 there, 

Oh ! fan it to a flame. 
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Ix a neighbourly way, with an honeſt n man' 8 fame | 


Unoftending, I hope to ſucceed, 


91 LI 


Aitend if you pleaſe, if you're pleas /d with a name, * ere, where, dear maid, 
MM , , 


Imprimis, let probity lea. 


Be careful to keep on humility*s ide, 
Nor ever loſe gratitude's view pd & 
Obey not the envy of pique nor of pride, 
Nor pitfer from merit its du. 


Be aſſur'd that eſteem is a noble eſtate, 

Let not a fond ſmile make you proud ; 
Nor rail at men merely becauſe they are n 
he not dup'd by the roar of a croud. 


Shun flattery's phraſe, let not promiſe allure, 
Nor dangle for dihners in taſte ; 

forget not old friends, tho' perhaps they are poor, 
Nor make new acquaintance in haſte. 


0h] ſuffer not intereſt, friendſhip. to wean, 
Accept not ſervility's treat, . +, 
Nor ſilently witneſs iniquity's ſcene, 
But open at once on deceit, |, 299 


Remember yourſelf, ſpare the ſhame of your friend 
Nor catry your wit to excels ; » 

With ſpirit the cauſe of the abſent defend, 
And ſhrink not your arm from diſtreſs. 


* 


Oppreſs not the low, nor be high peoples flave, I : 
| | Like dew to the flow'rs is love to mankind ; 


Nor ever deſpair or be vain 
Howe' er intonſiſtent the . g may behave, 
Mediocrity ever maintain 


His views let ambition extend o'er the fate, 
Let avarice gluttonizc wealth z 

do Nabobs I wiſh for, I wou'd not be great, 
l only aſk humbly ſor Health, 


low cheerful, in health, will my latter days paſs, 
Unenvy'd, unenvying i: ve 5 


and practiſe the precepts I give. 
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Wirze, where, dear maid, ſhouldſt thou for- 
Could unhappy Damon fy, . [fake me, 


Kith the friends I have p:ov'd and my fav'rite laſs 
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| And write panegyricks as well as lampoon : A 


To what other fair betake me, t 
Baniſh d from thy love frapght. FS 10 
In thy breaſt m bliſe. zręſides, 
Woe in ev'ry place beſides; Y g 
Could unhappy Damon fly — 4 — cnn 
Should I thence by ſcorn be driv'n, 


For me remains no "other Heav” Ne 23; $644 wad 2 


| TIONS 
Mvar. A che aid of my pen TIM 
To tell what of her were the thoughts uf the men, 


Inſiſted for once I would alter, my tune, 


With candour deſcribing the woman [I fee, . 


And beauty's an object engaging to fight ; 

How kind is my fair-one, whoſe ſtudies confeſs, 
Her aim is at nature's amendme t in dreſs !_ 
Tho? oft in the ſtructure, miſtaken the plan, 


When I hear her ſweet voice in its natural key, 
Her good-humour'd prattle is mufick to me; 


But when for a trifle with anger grown bold, 
Her words are but diſcord, her kiſſes are cold. 


Each ſenſe's employment in woman we find, 
Unleſs affectation, that bane to the fait, 
Unfetters the heart they attempt to enſnate; 
Let nature the ſcience of pleaſing direct; 


A charm ill diſplay'd ſoon becomes a defect. 


e | 
My fair has nature's charms alone, 
From ev'ry art ſhe's free ; 
Her dreſs beſpeaks her inmoſt mind, 
*Tis all fmplicity, 


Without diſguiſe, ſhe loves fincere, 
Nor will ſhe change from me; 
She's conftant, innocent, and true, 


| 


And all fimplicity. 


a 


7 2 


13 7 bs ir! 05 


FRAY thou forſake 


4 » 


TY 
* 4 


When I ſteal from my glaſs, to Myrtilla and tea. 5 
If the eyes ſweet employ to the ſoul give delight, 18 


* 


She ſpoils what ſhe meant ſhould give pleaſure to man 


Her kiſs would ſoon make the dull hermit forego 
is cell and hgh views for that heaven below; 


Nor 


rr 
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Nor can I e'erungratefu! prove 
To one 6 pure as ſhe; 

For ſure no charm can'e'er compare 
ns west ne, 


Near 2 meand'r ring river” 's . 

A beautiful damſel 1 eſpied 

Her ſparkling eyes and graceful mein, 
Made her appear like love's fair queen. 

Her ſparkling eyes, Oe. = 


She ſat beneath a rock Jul by, : 
No creature near ſhe could deicry ; 
To ſcreen her from th ſultry heat, 
She chole the ſecret bleſt retreat, 


But, ah! what adamantine heart, 8 
Could then refuſe love's pointed dart; 
It!. vght I heard the 11K ſay, 
This is the time, make no delay. 
Eager I flew, at his command, 

And took my charmer by the hand; 
The trembling fair was full of fear, 
And ſaid, ** hope no hatm is near?“ 


I gently claſp'd her lovely waiſt, 

And ſwore no mortal was more chatte ; 
Her coral lips I ſoftly preſt, 

And view'd her ſnowy throbbing breaſt, 


The ſmiling god this ſcene ſur vey'd, 

And pierc'd the kind, the blooming maid 
With equal flame our hearts did burn, 
And love for love did each return, 


No ſcornful beauty e'er ſhall boaſt, 
She makes me love in vain 

The man's a fool that once is croſs'd, 
If e er he loves again: 

To whine or pine I ne ver can, 
Nor tell her I muſt die; 

*Tis ſomething ſo beneath a man, 


[n0t I, 


40 do it, no, no; io do it, no, no; to do it no 


OI or > Ee ea er WE i ner 


Sous for Srürtiuks. 


Said ſhe, Child, whatever your fate is hereafter, 


{The doating fwain with folding atmis, fn vat 
May hope the live-long day; 
A ftranger I to Jove's alarms, | 
| Will laugh my time away; 6 
I Of darts, of hearts if e der he prate, © 
Or heave a penſiee ſigh; Wives 
ue I bewail his woeful fate, 
Believe me no not J. Wo 
For me the ſex their toils may ſet, Wich 
To catch the roving: minds Em 
I break through ev'ry cobweb net, The ge 
Nor leave my heart behind: He on! 
Their wiles and ſmiles at once may _ The 
| Andfail their cunning tr 0 
Then muſt I languiſh at their feet? 2 | E al 
Excuſe me, no not I. | F oy 
77 — 8 or in 
A Ew Yah in the * of my grannam, A 
(A worthy good woman as ever broke bread) Of all t 
What lectures ſhe gave, in the morning began 'em, All 
Nor ceas'd till the laid herſelf down on her bed; Mbere's 
She never declin'd what ſhe once ene The 
ö But twiſted, cn ow ſ' 
Perſiſted, Wnen 


Now flatter'd, 
Now ſpatter d, 
And always ſucceeded, by Hook or by 8 


If married, if ſingle, if old, or if ye eng, 


And manag'd my matte*; 
{ Enſnar'd by her 8 I ventur'd to marry, 


In madneſs, in ſadneſs, i in tears, or in laughter, 
But follow my maxims, you cannot do wrong; 
Each paſſion, each tèmper I always could brock; 


When ſcolded, 

+ I moulded, 3 
When heated, Ty 
| Retreated, Joyce 


How f. 
When li- 
He dan 
nd now 
Pray, a 

bit ere 


„ by hook or by crook, 


And tancy'd a wife, by my grandmother's rules, 
Might be taught like a ſpanielto fetch and to carr; 
But ſoon I found out that we both had been " 


dome ſ 


in vaing I ſhow*d-madam the wonderful n 
I coax'd her, 
I box'd her, 
But truly, 
Unruly, 
Wives cannot be govern'd by hook or by pare 
r 3931————— 
WovtD 3 yqu 2 n . 

With tender, pa ſfion, warm deſire, 
Employ each ſoothing art: 
The god of love all force diſdains 

He only leads, in pleaſing chains, _ 
The kind as heart. 
Or all the various ſtates of lite, r 2 "6 4 
Sure wedlock Yr the beſ ,, 
For in a faithful loving wife, 
A man is ſurely bleſſt. 


; a Na 
" E a 


CS Sf F 


4) of all the joys this world can give, | 
dem, All kinds of earthly bliſs, 
bed; Mrbere's none can equal, as I live, 
22 The matrimonial kiſs, s 
ow ſweetly glides the timeaway,” 
Whey fitting by his wife, . 
The happy ſpouſe with joy can ſays 
| Come kiſs me my dear life, 
„o' worldly eares perplex and gall, 
tet, And threaten rude alarms, | i 
The married man forgets them all, 
er, When in his wife's dear arms. 
9" 3 Wot Hybla's fam'd poetic grove, 
006) BY With all it's fabl'd ſweets, e 
an equal thoſe of wedded love, 
Betwixt the lawful ſheets, 
ow joyous is the happy dad, 
ook, How ſwells his heart with glee, 
Vden li tle Poll, or Sall, or Ned, 
— He dandles on his knee! 


ind now to pay me for my long, 
Pray, all your wiſhes j join, 

bit ere the time be very long. 
dome ſweet girl may be mine: 
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O Etrict banks, in a ſummer's night, 
At glowming when the ſheep drave — i 
I met my laſſe, braw and tight, 

Came wading, :barefoot, 2 ber lane: 


Fi My heart grew light, I ran; I flang 


My arms aps het lily nei, i 
And kiſs'd and clap'd her there fou lapg; 
My words they * na mouy Woh 
I ſaid my laſſe, will ye qa 
| To the highland hills, the kurse ole 
Pll baith gi'e thee a cow and ewe, 97 5 
I | When ye come torthe brig of Earn, 1 


At Leith auld meal comes in, ne'er fath, * 


And herrings at the Broomy Lato; 3 
Chear up your heart, my bogy laſs, . 
There's gear to win we ne'er ſaw, _ 


all day when we have wrought enough, EL 


When winter, fiofts, and << * 
Soon as the ſun gaes weſt the loch, 
At night when, you fit down 2 ac 01 
I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play. a 
And thus the weary night 
| Till the tender kid and lamb-time dri 
Our pleaſant fummer back again, _ 


Syne when the trees are in their bloc 

And gowans rent o'er ilka field, 

I'll meet my lafs amany the drootth, Ty 
And lead you to my ſummer. ſhield; 

Ther far frae a' their ' ſcortful din, . 
That make the kindly heart their ſpat; 8 
W'll laugh and kiſs, and dance and f ng, 
And gar the langeſt * ſeem ſhort 

1 — 

N OrT had J Jaugh'd at female pow'r, © 
And lighted Venus chain, 


4 


We 25 4 91 


e 


. 


| | Then chearful ſped each flceting ber, 


Unknown to eating pain: 


| By ftoic rules ſeverely tzught 
To ſcorn bright beauty's charms, 
| Sage wiſdom ſway'd each rifing thought, 
And woo'd me to her army. 
v 
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218 Son ds for GENTLEM IN. 
If frowns and ſighs, and cold diſdain, 


Be meet return for love like mine; 
If cruel Emma ſcofts my pain, 


Till Sylvia, heavenly Sylvia, came, 
Sweet pleaſure play d arounſañ 
Her lucid eyes thot forth a flame 
That hardeſt hearts would wound, 
O charmer, ceaſe that ardent bene, 
Nor rob me of my reſt }/ 


Such lightning from thoſe eyelids zun, | 


It burns my tortur'd breaſt. 


Deluded ſwains, who, vainly proud, 
Aſſume gay freedom's air, 

And boaſtful ſcorn the proſtrate crowd 
That ſigh before the fair! 

If once fair Sylvia you thould meet, 
And view her heav'nly mein 

To love converted, at her feet, 
You'll hug the pleafing chain. 


1 382 — 

P IOUS Selindu goes to pray rs, 
If I but aſk: the favour : % 

And yet the tender fool's in tears, 
When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 


Wou'd I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 

Wou'd the could make of me a ſaint, 
Or Jof her a ſinner. | 

Panus CETALTDT” 
HILLIS, I pray, = a0 I fay ? 
That I did not adore you ? 

1 durſt not ſue, as others do, 
Or talk of love before you. 


Should I make known my flame, mw frown, | 


No tears could e'er appeaſe; you; 
*T ts better I chould filent. die, - - - 
Than talk for 10. diſpleaſe + 0 


384 
SINCE Emmd'eaught my roving eye, 


Since Emma fix'd my wav'ring heart, 
I long to (mile, I (corn to ſigh, 

But nature triumphs over art, 
if fuch the haplefs moments prove, 


AKh who would give his- heart to love? 


5 


And archly wonders why I . 
If ſuch, Cc. 
But ſhould the lovely girl reſent ; 
Oh !—-when't with, and ſigh, and vow, 
Should ſhe with bluſhes ſmile confent, 


And heart for heart, well pleas'd, beftow ; ah 


Should ſuch the bliſsful moments prove, 
Who would not give his heart to love E 


— —— 385 —— | 


7 SHALL I, like an hermit, - Ae 
On a rock, or in a cell, 
Calling home the ſmalleſt part 


That is miſſing of my heart; 

To beſtow it where I may - 

Meet a rival every day? 

If ſhe undervalues me, oy 
What care I how fair ſhe be? 


Were her treſſes angel gold; 

If a ſtranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 

To convert them to a braid, 

And, with a little more ado, 
Work them into bracelets too; 

If the mine be grown ſo free, 
What care I how rich it be? . 


Were her hands as rich a prize 
As her hairs, or precious eyes; 
If the lay them out to take 
Kiſſes for good-manners ſake ; 
And let every lover ſkip | 

From her hand unto her lip; 


If the ſeem not chaſte to me, 


What care I how chaſte be? 


No; ſhe muſt be perfect ſnow, 
In effe& as well as ſhow, 

Warming but as ſnow- balls do, 
Not like fire, by burning too: 


dure it 
To b. 
dhe is t 
To dt 


Happy's 
Warn 
Never n 
Love 


pes Ly 
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But when ſhe by change hath got 

To her heart a ſecond lot; 0 

Then, if others ſhare with me, 

Farewel her, whate'er ſhe be. 

3 — 386 

HEN you meet a lovely creature, | 

Neat in limb and fair in feature, 

Full of kindneſs and good - nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe, 

Happy mortal! to poſſeſs her, 

In your boſom warm and preſs her, 


And be as fond as fond can be. . 


But if one you meet that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, 

Should you act the whining coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er the whit, 
othing's tough enough to bind her; 
den agog when once you find her, 

et her go, and never mind her; 

Heart alive, you” re fairly quit. 
HILST I gaze on Chloe, trembling, 
Straight her eyes mv fate declare; 

hen the ſmiles, I fear diſſembling, 
When ſhe frowns, I then deſpair, 


ealous of ſome rival lover, 

If a wandering look ſhe gives; 
Fain J would reſolve to leave her, 
But can ſooner ceaſe to live. 


by ſhould I conceal my paſſion, 
Or the torments I endure? 

Il diſcloſe my inclination ; _ 
Aweful diſtance yields no cure. 


dure it is not in her nature, 

To be cruel to her flave ; 1 

dhe is too divine a creature, 

To deſtroy what what ſhe can fave. 


Hippy's he whoſe inclination 
Warms but with a gentle heat; 
Never mounts to raging paſſion : 
Love's a tormeat, if too greats 


Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 


r 


8 8 


R 


Pl PY PIETY 
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| | When the ſtorm js once blown o,, 
Soon the ocean quiet: grows; 34 0 


But a conſtant, fiithful lover, 
Seldom meets with W. 
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And dew - drops gliſten'd on the thorn ; 
To hail the god of light and heat; 


Philander, from his downy bed, 
To fair Liſetra's ehamber ſped, . 


[Crying Awake, ſweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valentine. | 


Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 


| Had long unveil'd;her brilliant eyer,.. 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 


She artfully had clos'd again: 
He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like P3;xbus into Thetis lap, | 
And near forgot that his deſign 

Was but to be her' Valentine, 


She, ftarting, cry d—1 am undone; 
Philander, charming youth, be gone | 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love, appear: 


No ſleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes; 


(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe 3) 
To gen'rous thoughts your heart ineline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 
Fair honour govern'd in it's ſtead, 


And both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 
To join two virtuous hearts in one 


Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 


| And, from that hour to life's decline, 


She bleſs'd the day of. Valentine. 
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Wuar various colours deck the bow 
That caſual ftreaks the ſky !- 

What various tints of beauty glow 


Beneath my Chios eye! U3 


Wrtrn bluſhes dy'd 1 cheek of 
When ſky-larks tun'd their.carrols ſweet, : . 
, 1 17 


So af *? 
* 


” 
* - 
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The happy mixture forms the grace 
Which beauty calls her own, 
And in the ſky, or in the face, 
- It's radiance muſt be :known, » 


Heav'n's pictvr'd arch awhile outſpread, 
Attracte the wond'ring' fight; — 

But ſoon the cafual gloom is fled, 
I1:ufive;' from our fight, 


Thus, lovely Cher, "tis with thee, 


Thy beauties now are gay; 


Yet, ere thou read'ſf theſe lines, may flee, 


And vaniſh far away. 
Then let one moral be impreſt 
To laſt till time ſhall face: 
The tints that glow within the went 
Immortalize rhe maid! 


30 — — 
LonG time'my heart had rov'd, 
Inconſtant as the wind; 
Each girl I ſaw, I ſwore I lov'd, 
Till one my heart eonfin'd, 
Till one my heart confin'd. 


The maid was blithe was youu and fair, 


From affectation free, 
The maid was bliche, &c. 
No irpperfe&ion did appear, 
W hile the look'd kind on me, 
No imperfection, &c. 


When her my pain I told, 
And all my grief confefs'd, 
The inſolence of female pride, 
Fer cool diſdain exprefs'd, 
Her cool diſdain exprefs'd, 
The beauty I efteem's before, 
Appear'd deformity ; 
The beauty, Sc. 


Each charm I thought a charm no muſs. | 
Each charm, &c. 


She was unkind to me. 
Forbear, fond youth, no more, 
The fex's weaknefs fean ; 
*T was not inconftancy or pride, 
But trial of the man, 


But trial, Sc. 


4 
-| Ang when with the laſſes ſhe frolick'd and play'd 


k 
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When time had prov'd'my flame bacere, . 
She own'd the ſame o mem; 
When time, Sc. 
Not love alone can win the fair, 


But love and conſtaney. 
Not love; & . 


321 

My paſſion, in vain, I attempt to d ele 
T*endeavour to hide it but makes it appear, 

Enraptur'd I gaze when I touch her 1 trembleſfez 


And ſpeak to and hear her, with fault'ring and 


By how many crue] ideas tormented? — 
My blo d's in a ferment, it freezes, it burns : 
This moment I with what the next is repented, 
While love, rage, and 1 rack me by turnt 


— 1 


Nx AR the fide of a 1 there liv'd 8 young 


As beauteous as damſel could be, ſmai 


o lambkin more blithſome than ſhe, 
No lambł in more blithſome than we 
Her eyes were like foes, and her boſom as white 
As ſnow-cover'd mountains are ſeen: 


{ Each charm and 8 could 11 ex 
te of the green, Cll 


Were found in fair 
Were found in fair Kate of the green. 


Young Jockey, who pip'd on the neighb' ring pl 
Oft tempted the fair one abroad, 9 
And ſtill as he play'd her each raviſhing ſtrain, 

A kiſs was the ſhepherd's reward. , 
Then fighing he'd praiſe, in ſoft accents of loxe, 
Her delicate ſhape and her mien, 
And ſwore that no power his paſſion could mare, 
His paſſion for Kate of the green. 


The nymph oft bad hears the deceits of the men 
How cruel their love, ang how baſe, 
And vow'd to her lover, again, and again. 
No ſhepherd ſhou!d work her diſgrace : 
She told him how Suſan was lefr in the lurch, 
How knaviſh young Colin had been, 
Then talk'd of the wedding, the parſon and churc 
o prudent was Kate of the green. \T 


But if 
I could 


With f 
Todriy 
but the 
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h! w 
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be gra 
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What! 
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The ſwain, who in ſilence, had heard all her vows, 
Well pleas'd with the proſpect of bliſs, 

In tranſport, proteſted he'd make her his ſpouſe, 
And ſeal'd her conſent with a kiſs. ; 
Tochurch with their neighbours together they hied 

So pleaſing a fight ſcarce was feen, 
A bridegroom fo happy, ſo pleaſing a bride, 
As Jockey and Kate of the green. 


| rn 
IN a vale, clos'd with woodbines, where grottoes 
i Where rivulets murmur and echos reſound, [ abound, 
I vow'd to the muſes, my time and my care, 5 
Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair. 


As freedom inſpir'd me, I rang'd and I ſung, 

And Dapbne's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But if a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 

I could wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne was near, 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor'd, 

Todrive from my heart the dear nymph I ador'd ; 
but the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 

The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


! whilſt J the beauties of nature purſue, 
till muſt my Daphne's fair image review; 

he graces have choſen with Dapbne to rove, 
ind the muſes are all in alliance with love. +] 


: — | 
ET rakes and libertines reſign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures range! 
ere all the ſex's charms 1 find, 
And ne'er can cool or change. 


vain coquets, and prides conceal, 
What moſt their bearts deſire; 
th pride my paſſion I reveal. 
b] may it ne'er expire, 
ie ſun ſhall ceaſe'to ſpread its light, 
The ſtars their orbits leave "ark 
id fair creation fink in night, 
When J my dear deceive. 


— ———_ 
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! ſweet pretty Moze, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
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Thoſe eyes in your ſace—(O pity my caſe) 
Poor 2 hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath 


Yourlily- white hand is, your lily-white hand is; 
Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail, 
You're ftrait as a wand is, you're ſtraĩt as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is, 
As black as the devil, as blaek as the devil, 


| Your breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 


Or orange from Sewille, or orange from Seville, 
When dreſt in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo friſky 
A kiſs on your cheek tis fo ſoft and ſoſleek [whiſky, 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 


1 grunt and I pine, and I ſob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel, 
No reſt I can take; and aſleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over; nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle 
Or Dermot muſt die, likea pig in a ſty, 
Or ſnuff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 
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My Dolf was the faireſt thing, 

| Her breath diſclos'd the ſweets of ſpring 
And if for ſummer you would ſeek, 

| *T was painted in her eye, her cheek ; 
Her (ſwelling boiom, tempting ripe, 

Of fruitful autumn was the type: 

But, when my tender tale I told, 

I found her heart was winter cold. 


How ſweet in the woodland, with fleet houn dane 
To waken ſhrill echo, and taſte the freſh mornſ[ horn 
But hard is the chace my fond heart muſt purſue, 
For Dapbne, fair Daphne is loſt tomy view, 


Aſſiſt me, chaſte Dian, the nymph to regain, 
More wild than the roebuck and wing'd with diſdain 
In pity o'ertake her, who, wounds as the flies, 


Ad Wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten, 


Tho' Daphne's purſu'd, tis Myrtillo who dies. 
5 | U HASTE 


For ſofter than ſilk and as fair as new milk ſſmitten 


3 
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Hasrx, beav'nly nine! ye muſes, bafte ! 
At doating Strepbon's call, 
And bleſs him with your ſweeteſt taſte, 
To fing of Nancy Wall, 


Tho in the faultleſs form you'll find 


The nameleſs graces all: 
Yet greater beauties deck the mind, 
Ot lovely Nency Wall. 


How elegantly does ſhe move 
Along this my ftic ball! 


And all is grace, and all is love, 


In blooming Nancy Wall, 
Sublimely ſweet, when'er the ſings, 
The melting accen's fall, 2 
And liſt'ning Cupids elap their wings, 
Applauding Naney Wall. 
A ſoul ſo bright, a form fo fair, 
For adoration call; 


 Andreaſon bids us worſhip there, 


And points to Nancy Wall. 


Whilft thus divine, my fears how great, 
My hope how very ſmall ! 

If he alone is bleſt by fate, 
Who merits Nancy Wall. 


Ht. who a virgin 's heart would win, 
By ſoft approaches muſt begin; 

Muſt gently figh, mt geotly figh, - 
And each endeav'ring art muſt try; 
If Cupid's favour'd golden dart, 


Should then transfix her yielding heart, 


Lach gentle look, each ſympathy, 
Shall echo back with ſympathy. 
Shall echo, Se. | 


But what avails a heart to gain, 
Unleſs the conqueſt we maintain 
Implore-we then the heavnly powers, 
How but to keep-th&Eongqueſt ours: 
LA! in! wtiatimurmurs here incline; 
lis Hfymen! Mark the voice divine 


— 


| 
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Know, mortals, I alone can prove, 
| The ſtrong attractive charms to love. 


400 


| For Pbilli: I ſigh, and hourly die, 

Bu: not for a lip, or I languiſhing eye; 
She's fickle and falſe, and there we agree, 
For J am as falſe and as fickle as ſhe: 


We neither believe what either can ſay, 
And neither believing, we neither betray ; 


|'Tis civil to ſwearand to fay things of courſe, 
| | We mean not the taking for better for worſe; 


When preſent we love, when abſent agree, 
I think not of Phillis, nor Phillis of me: 
The legend of love no couple can find, 

So eaſy to part, and ſo eaſily join'd, 
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Fam Kate 1 lov'd but ſhe unkind, 
M humble ſuit would never mind 
But treat me with ſeverity ; 
Tho? oft my cry, 
For you I die, | 
O love again for charity, 


Dear Kate, I ery'd, your taunts forbear, 


A faithful paſſion 1 declare, 
With honeſt truth and verity, 
Then with a ſigh, + 
Begg'd ſhe'd comply, - 
Doing ſo much for charity. 
But J to ſtock or ſtone might preach, 
And liſten full as well would each, 
So great was the diſparity : 
Nor. e'er wou'd (he, 11 $1611 1 
Once grant to me, At bite 
The ſmalleſt grain of charity. . 


Then ſay ye fair, was this not hard, 
That fate ihould play ſo ſmart a Ns Tis 
Where was ſuch n $4 J 
Enrag'd, ſays J, x 
I will not die,. 


I'll on myſelf have charity. aig 2238) Us 
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Truſt me, methinks I hear you fay, 
Much better die another uy \ 


To die for love's a ratity ! 
Let this prevail, 9 
You've heard my tale, 

Then ladies judge wich be 
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F LY ſwift ye miuutes, haſte away 3 
Ve minutes, each a tedious day, 
Glide on and waft me to my love, 
And when ſhe's preſent, never move. 


Soon to my fair one's arms I'd fly, 
In that retreat all care defy, 
Save what to pleaſe her 1 employ, 


And ſure that's far the ſweeteſt joy. 


With her o'er flow'ry hills I'd ſtray, 
With her chace down the ſummer's day, 
And till night's ſhadows bid adieu, 

In dreams the former ſun renew. 


The longeſt life, thus ſpent, would ſeem, 
When'er *twas paſt, ſo ſhort a dream, 
Her image only could recall 

A ſenſe that I had liv'd at all, 


40 
F OLLOW a ſhadow, WU in it flies vou, 


Seem to fly, it will purſue, 


$ court a miſtreſs, ſhe denies you, 


Let her alone, and ſhe ll court yu; 

Let her alone, and ſnhe'Il court you; 

Let her alone, and ſhe'll court you. 
Say, are not women truly then 
Stil'd but ſhadows of us men ? 
Say, Sc. : 


At morn; and ev? "ning 60 are longeſt, 


At noon they're ſhort, or none; 


do men at weakeſt, they are ſtrongeſt, 


But grant us perfect, they're unknown. 
Say, Se. | 


4 TRIS 
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OME hope, thou queen of endleſs ſmiles, 
Whoſe aid the woes of life begulles; 


J . 
4 


With thee I'll rove, with * I'll ret, Y 


Amidſt thy ſweet enchantments hleſt. 


I feel! I feel thy gladſome ray! | : 


Dawn on my ſoul like rifing day; 


My heart no more ſhall feel its care, 
For joyful hope inhabits there. 
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Can lovely Delia ſtill perſiſt 
To fly purſuing love, 
To fly purſuing love ? 

Can the my paſſion ſtill reſiſt, 
And always ſcornful prove? 
And always ſcornful prove ? 


With ſighs and tears I told my tale, 
And did it oft repeat; 
But fighs and tears will not avail, 
She all my hopes defeat. 


Pity my fate, ye pow'rs above, 
Relax the fair one's heart, 

And grant that Delia may in love 
With Corydon bear a part. 
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No more, ye ſwains, no more upbraid, 
A youth, by love unhappy made; 

Your rural ſports are all in vain, : 
To foothe my care, or eaſe my pain. 
Nor ſhade of trees, nor ſweets of flow'rs, 
Can e'er redeem my happy hours 
When eaſe forſakes the tortur'd mind, h 
What pleaſure can a lover find ? 


Vet, if again you wiſh to ſee | 

Your Damon till reſtor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel fair, 

And gain the ſcornful Celia's ear. 
But, oh! forbear with too much art 
To touch that dear relentleſs heart, 
Leſt rivals to my fears ye prove, 
Aad jealouſy ſucceed to love, 


GENTLY 


4 . Ar Sed PS en Ion 2” 3 


3 —ůů * 


— 


224 


. — 07 — 
GernTLY touch the warbling lyre; 
Chloe ſeems inclin'd to reſt; 
Fill her ſou] with ſond define; 5 
Softeſt notes will ſooth her breaſt, 
Pleaſing dreams aſſiſt in love; 
Let them all propitious prove! 


On the moſſy bank the lies; 
Nature's verdant, velvet bed; 
Beauteons flowers meet her eyes, 
Forming pillows for her head; 
Zephyis waft their odours round, 
And indulging whiſpers ſound, 
1 
To eaſe his heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Zocky to young Jenny came; 
But tho” ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her ſpinning-wheel. 


Her mille-white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd her fingers, long and ſmall, 
Unuſbal joy her heart did feel; 

But ſtill the turn'd her ſpinning · wheel. 


Then round about her ſlender waiſt 

He claſp'd his arms, and her embrac'd, 

To kifs her hand he dowa did kneel : 
But yet ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 


With gentle voice the bid him riſe; 

He bieis'd her neck, her lips, and eyes : 
Her fondneſs he could ſcarce conceal ; 
Vet ſtill ſhe turn'd her ſpinning- wheel. 


Till bolder grown, ſo cloſe he prefs'd, 
His wanton thought ſhe quickly guels'd, 
Then puſh'd him from her rock and reel, 
And angry turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 


At laſt when ſhe began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant her for his bride; 
Twas then her love ſhe did reveal, 
And Renz away hee 48437 (dal 


Ar Ft. oh ibe by oe 1. A 
There ves 2 lovely laſs 3 
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My penfion be Eliza's charms! 
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Oh | had I her good wilt, 
How gaily life would paſs !” 
No þold intruding care 
My bliſs ſhould e' er deſtfoy, 
Her ſmiles would gild deſpair, 
And brighten ev'ry joy. 


Like nature's rural ſcene, 
Her artleſs beauties charm 2: 
Likethem with joy ſerene, 
Our wiſhing hearts they warm: 
Her wit, with ſweetneſs crown'd, 
Steals every ſenſe away; 
The liſt'ning ſwains around 
Forget the ſhort'ning day. 


Health, freedom, wealth and eaſe, 
Without her taſteleſs are , 
She gives them power to pleaſe, 
And makes them worth our care 
Is there, ye fates, a bliſs | 
Reſerv'd my future ſhare, 
Indulgent hear my wiſh, 
And grant it all in her. 


TEE patriot i in the Grnots burns, | 
Harangues on ev'ry thing by turns; 


Religion, liberty, and laws, 
His much lov'd country's ſacred cauſe !. 


Ry place or penſion well apply'd, 


The premier gains him on his fide, 


His country's ardent love is ober? 
The ſ-cred cauſe inflames no more. 


Long did my heart ſecure def 

The ſhafts of many a brilliant eye; 
And ſtill it's liberty could boaſt 

At eaſe, while toaſt reign'd after toaſt, 


Now, Hymen, if you wiſh to gain | 
This heart, defended long in vain; 


[4 


2 y place, for oy her faithful arms! 


| 


Tu 
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| Tar pleaſures of a lady? 


1 Lan : g 1 
0 
How falſe, and yet how fair! 
In ev ry charm there lies a dart, 1 4 1 
In ev'ry glance a ſnare, | | 


How they recal the youthful mind. 
From ev'ry glorious aim, | 
Fill the foft breaſt with racks and fears, i | 
And blaſt the buds, of fame | 


Bound in the fetters of the fair, 
In vain we ſtrive to move; 

In vain we form the great reſol e, 
When all the ſoul is love. 

Yet, O bright angel, ſmife on me, 
Your beau ies I adore; Wl 

No other blifs I aſk be , j * 
Nor can the ſkies give more. ; 


—— 


— 


TS — 
T is a maxim I bold, whilft J live to purſue, 
Not a thing to defer, which: ro-day I can do: 
This piece uf good counſe] attend to, I pray, 

For while the ſun ſhines is the time to make hay. 


Attend the dear nymph 'o an arbour or grove, 
ln her ear gently pour the ſoft poiſon of love: 
With k iſſes and prefles your rapture convey, 
For while the ſun ſhines isthe time o make hay, 


If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your plaint, 
Declare your whole ſentiments free from, reſtraint. 
Erforce your petition, and make no delay, 

For while the ſun ſhines js the time to make hay. 


But ſhould you the preſent occaſion let paſs, 
The world may with juſtice proclaim you an aſs: 
Then briſkly attack her, if longer you ſtay, 
The ſun may not ſhine, and you cannot make hay. 
Tayrre ; is one dark 2” d fullen hour, EE 
Which f te decrees wur lives ſhould know, 
Eiſe we ſhould flight th' almighty power, 
Nrap'd in the joys we find below + + 
Tis paſt, dear Cynthia, now let frowns be yy. 
A long, long pennance I have done 
For crimes, alas! to me unknowns 


Sort for Grnrrzurn. 


ö 


| Such fires as play round Strephon's heart, 


la each ſoft hour of ſilent viel Sg be 
Your image in my dream appears; = 


I graſp the ſoul of my delight, 


Slumber in joys, but weke in tears: 

Ah! faithleſs, charming ſaiat, what will you wt 
Let me not think I am, by you 
Lov'd leſs for being t (RET. -- {26 Ig 


* 
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Tel me not 1 ay hg miſpend, 


Tis time loſt to reprove me; 


| Purſue thou thine, I have my end, 


So Cbloris only prize me. 


| Tell me not other's flocks are full, | 


Mine poor, let them deſpiſe thee- 1 


| | Who more abound in milk and _— . 


So Chloris only prize mes 


Tire others eaſier ears with. theſe. 
Unappertaining ſtories 3. . Nc) 

He never feels the world's diſeaſe, 4; 
Who cares not for her glories, 516 


For pity, thou that wiſer art, "irs 
Whoſe thoughts lie wide of mine, 8 , 


| Let me alone with my own heart, 


And I'll ne'er envy thine, 


Nor blame bim, whoe er blames my wit, 
That ſeeks no higher prize, 
Than in unenvy'd ſhades to fit, 
And ſing of Chloris' oyen 
15 — 
Venus, beauteous queen of love, 
In whom the charms and graces blend; 


| Liſten from th' 14alion grove; 


O liſten, and my ſuit befriend! 


For, lo ! the maid upon whoſe cheek. 
Thou deign'ſt thy matchlefs charms to ſhow” fo 
The vermeil bloom, and timple Neck, 

Now defies thy am'rous pow'r. 


Then bid the god of ſoft defires 
Aim at her cryel breaſt a dart; 
Bid him light there his tender fires, 


Ves, 
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'Yes, let the nymph devoted burn, 
Let ber confeſs thy boundleſs reign, 
That dares thy dove-like pow'r to ſpurn, 
Thy pleafing yoke and flow'ry chain. 


41 
Warn I awake with painful ye 
Ere the cock begins to crow; | 
Toffing, tumbling in my bed, 
Aching beart and aching head; 
Pond'ring over human ills, . . 
Cruel bailiffs, taylors bills; "a 
Fluſh and pam thrown up at Joo: 
| When theſe ſorrows ſtrike my view, 
| I cry | 
And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillow-bier. 


But when ſportive ev'ning comets, 
Rout:, ridottos, balls, and drums, 

© Cafincs here, feſtinos there, 4 

Mirtb and paſtime ev'ry where; 

Seated by a ſprightly lafs. 

Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs : 

When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 

Taylors, bailiffe, all forgot, 

Tlavgh 
Careleſs then, what may befal, 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all. 


Then, again, when I peruſe, - 
O'er my tea the mornine news, 
Diſmai tales of plundei'd houfes, 
Wanton wives avd cuckold fpouſes ; 
When JI read of money lent 
At ſixteen and half per cent, 
1 cry 
But if e*re the muffin's gone, 
Simp'ring, enters honeſt Joby, 
Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 
Waiting in a chaiſe and four, 
Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the fairs, 
And laugh 
So may this indulgent throng, 
Who now ſmiling grace my ſong, 


| But join with me in ha ! ha | ha! 
| HxR hair 1s like a'golges clew, 


Her lips carnations drooping dew, 


| Her cheeks like living roſes glow, 


As fancy directs you may now ſport and play, 
| And claſp a new lover with ev'ry new day; 


Six months I have lov'd tis too ſoon to believe 


80 30 more ery oh! oh! la! 
e 1 — mr 
Drawn from Minerva's loom; 


Her breath is a perfume, 


Her brow is like the mountain ſnow, | 
Gilt by the morning beam; 


Her e) es like azure ſtream. 


Adieu! my friend, be me forgot, 
And from thy mind defac'd ; 
But may that happineſs be thine, 

Which I can never taſte. 
Cons, fair Sylvia a, ere wedlock you chooſe | 
That nothing but death can the bondage unlooſe ;; | 


But then ene alone all your beauty obtains, 
And who'd give their freedom to rattle in chains? 
And who'd give, Ce. 


In man, ſo precarious and prone to deceive ; 
Firſt judge well my temper, my humour, and part! 
For joining of hands often ſeparates hearts; 

And would you ſo ſoon be the joke of the plains? 
"Tis madmen alone can be happy in chains, 

"Tis madmen, &c. i 


All Colin is worth, ſhall, ſweet Sylvia, be thine, 
My lambkins, my cottage, my kids, and my k ine, 
But if you reject a propoſal ſo kind, | 


jut whey 
Shall f 


In troth we muſt wait till we're both of a mind, Jean 


And when I perceive no objection remains, 1 
I'll marry, and joyfully rattle my chains, 

I'll marry, &c. bs 2 

T — 49 — Her 

ELL me when, inconſtant rover, Por yet h 

When my nightly plaints ſhall ceaſe ; bat firſt 


When ſhall I, your follies over, 
| Welcome lore, and joy, and peace ? 


Sonos for GentLemen, 
Longeſt nights of dark December, 


Still return of morning bring; 
leafeleſs boughs exclaim remember, 
We mall bloom again in ſpring. 
Tell me when, Sc., 43 47, 4 


Tho' the ſeaman's weeping deer 


1 


Views eaſt winds waft him ver the main; 3 


Hope ſhall brighten in the tear, 
The weſt may waft him back vie. 
Tell me when, Se. 


— eee ee 


At making of the hay 
Her kerchy was of Holland clear, : 
Tied to her bonny brow 3 rm) 


But what is that to you 7 HF bis 2h 240 


er ſtock ings were of kerfey greeo, | 
And tight as ony ſilæk z 
), fic a leg was never ſeen! 

Her kin was white as mille; 

er hair was black as ane could wiſh, 


And ſweet, ſweet was her mou! 
z part! ih! Jeany daſnitily can kiſs; 
But what 16 thar to you? ? 3 
zins? be roſy and lily baith combine 
To make my Feary fai: 
here is nae beniſon like mine, 
5 have amaiſt nae care. | 
1 1 when another ſwain, my, fair, 2 
En hall ay, you re fair to view: 
wi . feany whiſper i in his ear, 
5 Fray what is that to you?“ 
» 


— —  } — — 
WAS not Belindu's face, tho' fair, 
ler arched brow, or auburn hair, 
Her ſweetly graceful mien; 
or yet her Cheeks eternal glow, 


Y Jeany and I have toil'd - 25 FINN 
The live-long ſummer's ih; ; 44, — 
ill we were almoſt ſpoil'd, -/ .-- 5 


| vhiſper'd ſomething an her ea: 


hat firſt diſturb'd my reſt— h no, | 75 


Twas ſomething that's unſeen. 
Longe 


0 y | 


0 J. 


U 


Give ſplendour to a crown in ſhort 


I die for what's unſeen; + 


ou tell me, and you tell me true, 
er ſcarlet lip, her eyes of blue, PH: 


And pleaſes all mankind; PRE 
Whoſe beams divine would gil a court, j 


Þ- T4 ; 


That ſomething is—her mind, 


— — 22 — 


4 Wirz Pþillis I ſought out the woodbine lee, 
And preſs'd the dear maid to my breaſt ; 

1 ſpoke in her ear half the tale of my N 
And I bid her imagine the reſt. 


Lord, Sir! (ſaid the damſel, and. bluſhing ITY 
I know not what *tis, you would ſay : x 


Ik am told that you men with us virgins will joke: "of 


Are you now, or in earneſt, or play? 


In earneſt, my dear, (I with rapture replied ;} 
Your bliſs ſkall I ſeek throughout life: 

Permit me to-morrow to call you my bride, 
And you'll fee, how I boaſt of my wife, 


The damſel conſented, the bargain was made! 

Our life is the picture of love; 
| And I ſtill bleſs the moment I got the dear maid” 
To conſent in the woodbine alcove, WHEN 


'Tis that, whoſe peerleſs myHickecharms *. 11 
2 | Give me a thouſand fond alarmg, / Tx 


9 by ſweets her fairy form that deck, AP 
he grace that maulds her taper neck, if ae 

| Her boſom ſoft and ſheen, i ont 

Thar proudly mocks December's ſnow, 5 pl * pt 

Not all my heart could winwah'! no; 2 0 


Ihe velvet of the ſkin :* 
The force of theſe full weil Elenowg'' fn t 
But theſe diſturb not mea U ß 
I ſigh for what's unſeen: is 2 Von 
| What tho' her charms are heavenly Wich, = 
| The endleſs ſource, of ſweet delight, 5 
The envy of a — ba 1 
The vulgar ſee them and, adore, n xl 
My boſom bleeds for ſomething more, t 
, 'The ſomething: that? , Uunſeen. Fo 5 


N 


74 


” 


— 


— —e—t j — Ä — 


— — —— . - 2 oo, 
. x... "200 pal eg Sn, IE AE — — — — 


x, 
et 


* 

; 8 
* 
— 


—— — - 
— — — — —  — — 
. 
o 


I feel my hear: I can'ttelt how; + 
When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 
On Sunday I can — | 
What can I do on working- dave? 
I leave my work on her to gaze. 


What ſhall I ſay? at ſermons 1 
Forget the text, when Me/ly's by. _ 


Good maſter curate, teach me how - 


To mind your preaching. and my plough | 


And if for this you'll raiſe a ſpell, 
A good fat een thank Mts well, 
7 HY we love, and why ve Fate, 
Is not granted us to know.: 


Rand m chance, or wilfol fate, 
Guides the ſhaft from woe} bow,” 


If on me Zelinde frown, 
'Tis madneſs all ia me to eee whe 
Since her will is not her W © 
Why ſhoule 1 eee 2 


If I for Zelinda de, e oe) ha 
Deaf to poor Mizellas cries, 
Aſk not me the re:ſon why, 
Seek the ridd'e in the ſk. es. 


WIrn Phoebus I of en N =? 
To feaſt on the charms of the og 
The fraerance to'fmeil of the roſe, 
Or liſten to hear the birds ſing : 
When linnets exalted their ſtrains, 
The muſic enchanted my ear; 
My eyes too were bleſe d on the plains, 
Witb various ſweet blooms of _ years 


When Chlze ſhone ſmiling ſo 5% 
1 there fix d the ſcene of delights 
My thought ſhe engroſs'd all the day, 
Il ſaw her in dreams all the night: 
Still muſing on Chioe I walk'd, 
My harveſt no more in my thought : 


Wurrn May miles tar her cow, 


: 1 


r 


for muſic, and ſweetneſs; ànd eaſe, 


? 


Wits Phoebe, wherever T go; 
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[Of nothing but Chloe T aa; adeinh 
8 | Her ſmiles were the harveſt I rg i 


No longer the roſes look d gay ; 


Were loſt, if my Jove.was away: 


II tun'd to ber beau, ies my lays, . 
I I ftudy'd each art that could move; 4 

$he took the kind tribute of praiſe, .. + 
1: And paid it with fondneſs and love. 


© — 


| Center ew ry charm and grace; 
Jure never nymph. was half ſo fairs 


Not the idle, giddy, vain, 
Nor the wanton Hirting train, 


| Dig my cautious heart enſnare? 


Not their artful ſubtile wiltes, © © 
Nor their ſoft deluding ſmiles, 


SS Charming Fanny tag there. 


; f = 
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The gay ones thus ſing of my love: 5 
On her cheek what a delicate glow! 
Hark ! ſhe ſpeaks like à ſeraph above. 


| See her eyes how defightful they ſeem ! 
Brighter far than the brighteſt, of ſpars! 


When they deign on poor mortals to beam; 


ore heaven they rival the ſtars! 


The red coral imported from far, 


The rich balſam the honey-bee ſlips, 
It were folly for us to compare 
To the colour and taſte of her lips! 


That ſhe merits theſe praiſes, I own; 


That her form is compleatly deſign'd, bs 


[Win, I think, be refuted by none; 


DD x —U—ÜLÜäj 


No longer the warblers could pieaſe; 15 1 hn 


11 b 
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Was be her charms my f thoughts emplyys.. 
2 All i is rapture, all is 3oyz fi 
* When ſhe ſpeaks, how ſweet to bear; r 
17 graceful, and ſincere; Tut 
In her lovely ſhape and face, V E201 


Rut ſhe wants the rare gifts of the mind,” Whi 


Nor fic 


I'll ſea 


Whoſe 
Andth 
"Tis ti 
And ſ. 
What 
If zou”t 


I; pur 
As p 
f nox1 


N vai 
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What are eyes, lips, or cheeks, or a mien! 
What is all that the ſchools can ;rapart « 
What's the fi neſt complexion e'er ſeen ! 
If the graces are not in the heart! 


Lovely Phebe, henceforward be vie, 

ah! pr'ythee coquette it no more, 
Or your ſhepherd will ſurely deſpiſe, 

Tho' the fops of the town may adore. 

— 428 — 

I Have rambled, IownR, whole years up & devon 
And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful nymph of the town; 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my life 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 


ut amn am'd of my fears that have oft broke my reſt, 
And wearied with roving, both cloy'd and unbleſt; 


Jil try to be happy the reſt of my life, 

And venture, tho late, yet at laſt on A wife, 

Then farewel the jilt, and the fooliſh, and bold, 
I quit you with pleaſure before I grow old; 

One girl of my heart I will take 10 for life, 

And enough, of all conſcience, I hold, is one wife, 


Ill ſearch- the town over this fair-one to find, 


Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor vain, nor uaking ; 


Whoſe wit and good humour may hold out for life; 
And then, if ſhe'il have me, I'll make her my wife. 


'Tis time that the follies of life had an end, 
And ſ. oa, nay this inſtant, I'm ready to mend: 
What wonder thete'll be at ſo alter'd a life! 
If you're wiſe, you, like me, will reſolve on a wife. 
] — 429 — — 
F pure the ſprings of he fountain, 
As purely the river, will flow, 
f noxious the ſtream from the mountain, 
It poiſons the valle 7 below: 
So of vice, or of virtue poſſeſt, 
The throne makes the nation, 
Thro' ev'ry gradation, 
Or wretched, or bleſt. 
— — 430 
N vain I ſeek to calm to reſt 
he beart that flutters in my breaſt 


— 
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N Is tuneful 
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I feel my ſoul with fears oppreſs'd, 
Yet know not whence they flow: 

How anxious is the lover's fate ! 

Ten thouſand doubts perplex his ſtate : 

Fond hopes of future blifs create 

But certain preſent woe. 

X __— 

numbers let me tell 
The inward joys | find, 

Now, freed from care, I know full well 
My lov'd Prudentia's kind! 


Her charms, nor leſs her virtue, ſhew 
Each beauty of the mind; 

And few among the ſex 1 know, 
poſſeſs a heart ſo kind, 


Bale adulation's fawning ſons,” 
The droſs of all mankind, 


| While in her thoughts diſcerament runs, 


Will never find her kind, 


Once, happy, in a bleſt abode, 
With her, and ſuch, conſign'd, 


on fancy's pleaſing wings I rode, 


And found my charmer kind. 


Can ſordid wealth or grandeur bring 
Thoſe pleaſures of the mind, 
Which flaw from that delightful ſpring, 

A fair-one true and kind ? 


2 


In friendſhip's ſocial band, 'tis true, 


A tund of joys I find; 
But what are ſuch, when plac'd in view, 
_ thoſe of gobler kind ! 


$3 


Ir wine and muſic have the pow'r 
To eaſe the ſiekneſs of the ſoul, 


Let Phoebus every firing explore, 


And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl, 


| Let them their friendly aid employ. 


To make my Chloe abſence light, 

And ſeek ſor pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The ſorrows of this live-long night, 
x | 


But | 


250 
But the to-morrow will return; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy myrtles ſt:ew, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in ſtate. 
Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow's bleſſings own 
The darling loves ſhall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thine alone, 


Is Lincoln Fields there lives a laſs, 
Who for a beauty fain would paſs, 
And once I thought her ſo, alas! 
But now the caſe is alter'd ; 
For ſhe to me has prov'd unkind, 
Her vows were nothing more than wind 
And now, ye gods! no charms J find 
In pretty Betſy Norton. , 


A lady's maid, oh! ſhe would be, 

To make her lady's flops and tea, 

Or elſe to dreſs her rough toupee, 
With all the ſkill ſhe can, Sir: 

Now Jobn the footman, is her ſwain, 

And him ſhe never will give pain; 

Vet me ſhe treats with cold diſcain; 
Ah! cruel Betſy Norton. 


Though oft together we have ſtray'd, 
And many times have toy'd ard pl:y'd; 
But, oh ! thou falſe, deceiving maid, 
To love, and then to ſight me! 
Was ever ſuch a trick 2s this, 
To rob me of ſuch heav'aly bliſs, 
That I experienced from each kiſs 
Of the ſweet Betſy Norton, 


But now, my deareſt girl, farewel, 

No more my tender tale ]'ll tell, 

But where yon go I with you well, 

My little dainty d2XCY. 

May you enjoy conteat of mind, 

And ev'ry other bleſſing find; 

Put fince you are tv me unkind, 
Adieu, ſweet Betſy Norton. 
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I See it, Mira, know i it well, 

That love has reach'd your 'beart; | 
For what your tongue denies to tell, 
' Your willing eyes impart. 


When Damon wreſtles on the green, 


Vour looks your paſſion prove, 
For in your eyes is plainly ſeen 
The partial joy of love, 


When Sukey gave ber lil y band 
To Damon of the vale, 


Did not your cneeks turn pale? 
Ceaſe then, dear maid, to teize the youth, 
But plainly own your flame; 
For love confiſts of honeſt truth, 
And will itſelf procl- . 


Yield not thus thy mind to woe; 
Look behind the clouds of anguiſh, 
Cheating beams of comfort glow. 


Let enliv'ning Hope elate thee, 
Hope that points to fairer ſkies 
Think the tranßent ills that wait thee, 
Are but bleſſings in diſguiſe ., 


Be not by diftreſs dejeQed; 1 
Shrink not from affliction's hand: 


Fal ſehood is from truth detected 
By the kind enchantrefs wand. 


Sage inſtructreſs, ſhe ſhall train thee 


Steady virtue teach thy heart; 


Eadleſs bleſſings to impart 
436 


| Love's a pleaſing noble paſſion, 


Kindly ſent us from above, 
And tno' growing out of faſhion, 
What can equal artleſs love? 


CR — . 


— — 


Say, could you then your fears command ? 


LoveLy maid, now ceaſe to languiſh, | 


Sharp, bur ſhort-liv'd pains, await thee | 
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What tho? moderns diſregard it, 

like them will never prove: 
Diſſiulation II diſcard it; 

Nooght can pleaſe like artleſs love, 


'ken a lover ſues for favour, 

And with oaths would pity Move, 
Truſt not, Delia, ſuch behaviour, 

'Tis devoid of artleſs loye. 


is deſign'd, but to deceive you, 

When he ſwears to pow'rs above; 
H your peace he would bereave you, 

Think not, then, *tis artleſs love, 


When a lover mildly proffers 

You his hand his truth to prove, 
den, you may accept his offers, 
for they come from artleſs love. 


hat on earth can give ſuch pleaſure! 
What ſo ſoon our cares remove! 
hat can be ſo great a treaſure |. 
As ſincere and artleſs love! 


——— 


Ceaſe to wound my tender heart ; 
jr your frowns—you may believe me 
Prove the cauſe of all my ſmart, 


ien! O Sylvia, to reward me; 

With compaſſion view your ſwain 

not cruelly diſcard me; 

Quickly eafe me of my pain. a 

ld you, Sylv.a, would you render 
our advrer greatly bleſt; . 

his heart accept the tender, Rex 
hen you'll ſee his tortur'd breaſt, 


8 


hoſe cheeks with roſes vie; 
tir pleaſing bloom will ſoon be oer, 
ill wither, pine, and die. 


ere that roſy ſeaſon's gone, 
we time's patience try; 


Wh 


o 
»t 
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ET coxtomhs boaſt of painted belles, 
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OVELY nymph ! oh, ceaſe to grieve me; 


powers divine, a lover hear, 
He ſues for Betſey Guy. 


To wiu this fair, this fay*ri.e maid, 

| I'll each endearment try: 

Say, will a faithful heart enchant 
My lovely Betſey Guy. 


As oft with her I croſs the mead, 
See, ſee! (the virgins cry) 

How happy youthful Collin ſeems, 
Since b eſt with Betſey Guy, 


The ſhepherds al! admire the maid, 
The nymphs to pleiſe her try; 

Aſk tor the pride of Chelmer”s banks, 

They point to Betſey Guy. 


Matilda's Polydorę was bleſt; 

Vet not ſo bleſt as I, 

When walking round yon flow' ry mead 
With pretty Betfey Guy. 


Let kings enjoy that pomp and Rate 
For which vain mortals ſigh; 


Content l'd in a deſert live 


With charming Betſey Guy. 

No other bliſs pn earth 1 ſk, 

With her 1'd live and die; 

Ve gods! take all your favours back, 
Or give me Betſey Guy. 1 


Supriz'd my dazzled ſight; ; 
I wiſh'd, I figh'd, view'd ev'ry grace 
With — and delight; 


In ſuch an heav? nly form, I cry'd, 

Sure all perfections mect! 

I thought ner conſtant, free from pride, 
Fair, virtuous, and diſcreet. 


But ſoon my judgment falſe I'find, 
Pride ſwell'd her ſcotnful — 4 
Say, was ſhe conſtant ?—as the wind: 
But wat ſte; not the reſt 7? 7 


o 17 1 
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WIN firſt Vaneſſa's blooming an: 
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Can godlike virtue be her guide, ang powerful charms can they impart, 
Who turns with every wind ? To pleaſe the ſenſe, or eaſe my heart: of 
Or can diſcretion reign, where pride In pity, then, no longer ſtay; ho 
Unbounded ſways the mind? But riſe, my fair, and come away. How 
Can ſhe lay claim to beauty's pow'r — wey———_ ab, 
Whoſe face is all her boaſt 5 ” Tr happy eee, eee The. 
Alas! Vaneſſa is no more: Wr e Ah, 
As Goa as forks hoo bed. | Calm ſtilneſs rules, no zephyrs move, ; 
: The hour is ſoft, and calis to love. Pole! 
Txin thus his arms had caſt ; g 8 . But n 
Around his fleeting fair; But hark! there's muſic, 'tis her voice, A dus 
His fancy'd Juno prov'd, at laft, Tis Delia fings—ye birds rejoice : Ia a p 
Deluſive, empty air | Huſh every breeze, let nothing move, by b 
F x For deareſt Delia ſings of love us 
| 440 —— E 0 Could 
Wer the dear cauſe of all my pain Come, let the ſoft enchanting ſcene, But © 
Is abſent from my ſight, Theſe many walks for ever green; My lit 
Muſic, and books, and friends, in vain Let this light-excluding grove 
Attempt to give delight. Incline my fair to hear of love. TI 
So, tho' a thouſand ſtars by night Cupid is jealous of his pow'r ; I 
Heav'n', canopy adorn, O come then, this is Hymen's hour: Ve 
Tf the fair moon's ſupet1or light f Delia does my claim approve, V 
Be wanting, ſtill we mourn. | This is the hour for joy and love. Soor 
— 44) | | 1 . T. 
WIV ſleeps my ſoul ! My love, ariſe! Tao Flavia. to Pa defire ] me 
Heav'n now wakes with all its eyes; 1 * Mi hs an no: Ries * eturn ; In 
— reer Yet ſtill with undiminiſh'd fire, Bene 
Os eee elory aw You wiſh to fee me burn. G. 
Awake to hear thy lover's lay; : We 1 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away, Averſe my anguiſh to remove, ＋ 
The ſilent moon full. orb'd now reigns, eee. _ asg mung Ipiti 
And filver ſhews the hills and plains, 3 1 , Ev 
That tragrant yield their rich perfume ACC On OO Io In ra 
Conſpiring, all invite to come; But you and Thall ne*er agree, W 
Then why, my love, is this delay! So, gentle nymph, adieu; In all 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. Since you no pleaſure have for me. To 
The flowers ſend forth their choiceſt ſweets, I'll have no pain for you, since 
No ſun diſturbs with ſultry heats; F . LS OO. F In 
Theſe, alone, are hours to prove | Arewe!] all the joys which of late I poſſeſt ble 3 
All the joys of peace and love. When with Sylwvia's bright preſence and fight I Wa The 
No longer, then, my bliſs delay; How ſwift fled the hours, undiſturbed with care, W ©, G. 
But riſe, my fair, and come away. No fears durſt intrude, when along with my falt. Befc 
For, Nancy, when thou arr not near, Her cheeks were like roſes, her ſhape like the ping The n 


Her perſon and action were ſurelj divine; T She 


In vain do all theſe ſweets appear; 


o her perlep alone were not graces confin'd, 
ho — 4 er body, more charmit g! her mind. 


How ſhort-liv'd is beauty! ! how frajl is our Rate! 

ab, who can-foreſee the intentions of fate ! 

The roſes are wither'd, inſipid they lie! 

Ah, who can he ſafe, when ſuch beauty muſt die! 

Poſefſing ber, life would have been worth my care, 

But now 'tis x burden 4'ſcarcely'can bear: 

A dungeon would pleaſe me, poſſeſſing my fair; 

In a palace unhappy, if abſent from her. 

By her looks I was chear'd, and with eager delight 
| Could gaze at her beauty, from morning ti l night, 

But ſince fate was crugl.enough to deprive. | 


My life of ity comfort, why ſhould. I. ſurvive? 2 Hg 


44 3 — 1591 
Tux aa dme Teamg'o'er the moor: | 
I left 3 me 3. 
Ye pow'rs what p ain do I endure, 704 
When 4 deas 2 me! ed 1 5:1 
Soon as tha gugdy.morn Silly 
The beaming day enſuing. 5 '1 
met betimes my lovely 12 
In fit retreat for woolng; q A / 


np ſhade: we hx. |} Fo Fe OREN 

Gazing and chaſtly ſporting, . 

We keiſs'd and promis'd time away, | 
Till night ſpread her black curtain. 

| pitied all beneath the —_— 
Ev'n kings „ben ſhe was pigh or, | 

In raptures I beheld her eyes, ry 
W ich: eould but ill deny me. 


In all my ſoul there s not one place 
To let a tival enter 3 ES 
Since ſhe excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center; 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, * 
Their waves the A'ps ſhall cover, 
On Greenlanit ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſe to _—_ her. 


The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me, 


0433 


Beneath the coolin 


ep 
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| And that my faith is firm and pure, 
| Tho' I left her behind me 
Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 
There, while my being does remain, 
My love more treſh ſhall bloſſom, 
= 446 - 
THINK, my faireſt, how delay, | 
Danger every moment brings, 
Time flies ſwift, and will away, 
Time that's ever on the wing; 
Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, _ 
Lovers late repentance coſt, 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, | 
_ Seize occaſion ere tis loſt. 


28 I ww ears aac 


4 
2 woman that ſeduces all mankind, 


Her very ej es can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
she tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by night we roam for'prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe'her charms, 

For ſuits of love, like law are won by pay, 


| And beauty muſt be fee d into our arms. 


R 


the roſy morn 


. 
Benol5 my love 


I With rufſet mantle ſpread, 


Again the infant tendrils ſhoot 
On ev'ry lawn and mead, ba 
In ey'ry Thrub wife nature view, 


| Her various laws diſplay'd, 
See daifies, cowſlips, violets too | 


In diff*rent ſuits array'd. 


[+ hoary winter once had cropp'd, 
| And chill'd with nipping cold, 
Sols influence revives again 
With rays of burniſh'd gold. 
The early lark that hails the morn, 
See lofty tow'ring flies, 
Hark how he tunes his throat to love, 


And ends the vaulted ſkies, 


3 
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By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arte, 


Th: 


: 


* — * 
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The ſhepherd with his fleecy care, 
With wamon kidlings play, | 

Then ftroaks his dog - poor fellow cries, 
And pa's the head of Tray; "TT | 

Poor Tray is pleas'd and wags his tall 
He knows no other pride, 


Then watch his maſter while he fl A 


Or taddle by bis fide, 


Let us embrace: thoſe ſylvan ſcenes 
And imitate the r bliſs; 

To prove my vows and 2 ſincere, 
I'i1 ſeal them with a kiſs, 

Then bleſs'd with Silvia ſhall I prove, 

Each with, each ardent ſigh, 

And ſpring will twenty times appear, 

More ſweet, if ſhe comply. _ 


BznoLd, from many a hoftile hore, 
And alltbe dangers of the main 
Where billows mount, and tempells roar, 
Vour faithful Tom's return d again; 
Returns, and with bim brings a heart, 
That ne'er from Sally ſhall depart. 


After long toils and treubles paſt,” 
How ſwcet to tread our native foil, 
With conqueſt to return at laſt, 
And deck our ſweethearts with he ten: ! 
No one to beauty ſhould pretend, 
But ſuch as dare its. RO defend. . 


ND has ſhe then fail' a in her. Th 

The beautiful maid I adore! _ 
Shall I never again hear her voice, 

Nor ſee her lov'd form any more. 
Ah Selima, c uel you prove, | 

Yet iure my hard fate you*l] bell; : 
I could no: preſume you would jove, 

Yet pity I hop'd might prevail, 


A moment my ſorrows ſubſide, 
Revenge lialks along in my fight; 
Dreze ſpe&re! how couldtt thou intrude, 
8B egone do the reaims of black ry hts 


* 
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Not for reflection. of his fac 


Since hatred alone I inſpire, 


Death now is my only deſire, 
I give myſelf up to deſpa r. 
| n 
CHLoxis, yourſelfyou ſo excelyis ++ 
When you vouchſafe to breathe my thought, 
That, like a ſpirit, with this ſpell. 


Of my own teaching, lam caught. | 1 48 tu 


The eagle's fate and mine are one; 
Which on the ſhaft that made him 4% 


| Eſpy'd a feat her of his on, 


Wherewith he us d to ſoar ſo bigh. . : 5 i 


Had echo, with ſo ſweet a grate, 
Narcifſus*- loudcomplatntsreturn'd 3/ 
8 


But of his voice, the boy had burn d. 
— 45—— {494k TY 


| CORINNA coft me, many: play. 


2 et o! 28 5 


Ere J her heart could gain, 


But ſhe ten thoufaud more ſhould Hehrr 55 nde 
To take that heart again. iα,,˖j¾ĩvd | 
Deſpair I thought the greateſt dee M 
but to my coſt I find 5 
Corinna's conſtanty ſtijl worſe, lie 201 11550 
Moſt cruel when tod kind. oe ras 
How blind then does e 1 5 1 8 & 


Ho ill ivide 1 the joy ʒ 


Who does at,firf}, his lovers farve, 76 is . 0 
And then with plenty cloy.! 


430 or 3 181 Of 
C — 453 oi 4 * 
UPID, inſtruct an amorous ſWain Na 
Some way to tell the nymph his pain, 5 
To common youths unknown; TR 
To talk of ſiahs, and flames, 4d darte, Wy 
Of bleeding wounds, and burning hearts, | 
Are methods vulgar grown. "A 


What need'ſt thou tell! (the god deny) of) 


| That love the ſhepherd cannot hide, Af | 


The nymph will quickly find; _,_ 


Life henceforth i is not worth my ea 121 0 


But 


en 
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When Pbœbus does his beams diſpy, ©» 
fo tell men gravely that 'tis da, 4 
Is to ſuppoſe them plind,. 


CHLOE briſk and gay abpbeus, T 

On put poſe to invite; TFT. { IX 

„ va, when T preſs her, ſhe, in tears," 3 
Denies her ſole delight. _ ce ol 


\ 16 Whit Celia, ſeeming ſhy and TA | 6.5 

«6 | To all ber favours grants * 2 att 

And ſecretly receives that j Joy» + | PE 
Which others think ſhe wants, * 


With either fair agree e IV6; 
For Celia will be kind to all 1 
But Chloe won 't to mp. el ot EH gs 


— 455 — 
CyxrHra frowns, whene el ty woo 1 S 


Yet ſhe's vex'd if Tei ve over ;_ | 5 


Much ſhe fears T hou] 4 dn ber, 
0 But much. more to loſe. her: ver. 
py Thus in doubting e refuſes, . 
4 1 And not winaing, thus ſhe loſes; ; 


Prythee, Cynthia, look behind youh: % 
Age and wrinkles will — . 1 b. 

Then, too late, defire will find' yu. 
When the power does forſake you. 


Think, oh | thin, the ſad 5:1" 
To be paſt} yet with fruition,” lads los =) So 


; —— 456 
a Bourss clouds anditempeſty ih 
1 Ve rains in torrents pour, 


To quench this raging flame, 
Let awful thunder roll, 
And dreadful Boreas how), 

When I repeat her name, 
May Sol forget to riſe, 1 1 
5 Nor viſit more the ſkies, 0 
of} Till Lucinda find: 1 
* In vain ſhall I implore + 


EST 


My love her peaceful mind, 


] would, but: fear. never hal, n ted 1: 


—— —„— ß —— — 


Kind heav'n to reſtore, : . 


5 — 5 — 
1 OUNG Arabella, mam 1's care, 


And ripe to be a; bride; ; 


Had charms a monateh: 5 A 
with, pride, „ es 24 roles 7 


But beauty mixt 
And ſtill to blaſt that harpineſs, N 


Her pride each lover cool'd; _ 13 


The number of her Haves was leſs, | - 
And leſs the tyrant rul e. 


Her ſiſter Charlotte, tho not blefs dy 
With beauty's potent 


And bore away the belle: 


K nights, Earls, and Dukes, like ſuramer-ſties, 


Around tbe sides flug as 5 3 31 


| They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies,” 
As men are apt to dg, 
Fond Celadon addreſe d the fair, 7: % tige 

Re ſol ed no time tm loſe volt lil N. 


A youth with-ſuch/s ſhape — ai, 


What female could refuſe!! 
5 1 all the reſt, 1 45 


His artleſs flame alone; goon > AN 
The blufhing maid confeſs'd the ame, ; 
The prieſt ſoon made of ir N 


Poor Arabella ver d to Rd 
Her ſiſter made a wife, 
Pretends to rail at all elke 3 
And praiſe a fingle life. 8 
Ye virgihs, Charlotte's plan purfue, 5 
Shun Arabella's fate, 
Accept the mam that's re 7e 1150! 
Before it is too lates 12 F 
— = A 
P HOEBUS, meaner themes Inqaiaing, 1 
To the lyriſt's call repair, 
And the ftrings to rapture' ſtraining, 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh fair. 


Chiefs throughout the land. victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſpare, 


Were not, gallant, were not glorioue, 
Till commanded by the fair, 


| ſpell; ! dF 
The virtues of the mind poſſe bo 1 l 


Tis 4 
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All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But ag-borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as pafſlbn, 5 
But if you for truth declare. . 

Worth and manhbot are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh fair. 


D 1. 
You tell me my Chloe 1nconftant is grown, 
That her roſes and lilies ate not all ber own 
Well let it be ſo, tis the ſame thing to me, 
For trifles like theſe:we-will ne'er diſagree, 
Or, from: art ot from nature I care not I vow, .' 


While peace and good ee BY mile on as drow 
Or from art, SW. 


I remember the time whit my cle was known, 
Superior to moſt, and infetior+0-none,' | * 
Beauty like flowers on a hot ſummer's day, 

No ſooner in,bloom but it falls to decay: 
And though ſhe be falſe, while to me itsunknown , 


” * 
4 
9 
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SHEPHERDS, - Ihave loſt my _ 
Rave you: ſeen my Anna? | 

Pride of ev'ry ſhady-grove, _ | 
Upon the banks of Banne. . 

I for her my home for look,, | 
Near yon miſty mountain; ; 

Left my flock, my pipe, my croolc, 
Greenwood ade and fountain. 


Never ſhall i ſee them mer 
Until her returning; 
All the joys of life are o er, 12 
From gladneſs chang'd to mourning, 4 
Whither is my charmer flown; 
Shepherds, tell. me whither? _ 
Ah ! woe for me, perhaps ſhe's gone, 
For ever, end for ever. 
8 461 
Wuari is Cbloe to me, or Lydia the fair? 
Their bzauties wich thine, 1 cannot ne ages 


% 
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What's Lydia's clear ſkin, or Chloe bright 47 
W en Delia is near, their charms 1 deſpiſe. 


You ſay I'm inconflant, and fain would perſw ade, 


I profeſs the fare paſſion to ey'ry maid; _ 
The fault is your own, would you leave your reſert 
Each fair J d relinguiſh, thy love to deſerve. 


T*other day, now for inſtance, you vow'd in the pron 


| 


I'll keep, kiſs, add love her, for what ſhe has dohe. | 


80 tis impoſſible to ſay, I 2 


You'd meet your fond ſhepherd. and lift to his love; I'y 
My paſſions wound high, your promiſe you fail'd, 
Chance brought the young Chee, & Chloe prevail'd, Bu 
Laſt Thurſday at wake, you declar don the green, | 
| You'd dance with your Maped. as ſoon as "twat Va 
But before I arriv'd, yow choſe to depart, een, q 
I gave Lydia my hand, but thou hadſt __ —_— * i 
But Delia is haughty, and "Delia | is coy "Woe cou 
'And Delia ere long, my flame will e ; all ten 
Then conſider ye fair, while love ye deride, nt 
The ſlaves you enſoare, may be [reed by your pi Ib foie 
2 — — 
Wav upon the 002 beach, So * 
Can count the hum'r rous fats chat! 1% e 40 my lictl 
Or diſtinctly reckon ech 3 1 
| Tranſparent orb that that ſtuds the LIES 7 ö 5 # ; - 
; ? Ut inlte 


As their multitude-betray, 
And fruſtrate all attempts to tell 5 


2 1 
# we 13y 1 


HIL 


74 TEE 


How much 1 love, I love ſo wall, : And n 
— — 463 — — et me h. 

Ox thy banks, gentle Steur when I breath'd theſdl] All th 
To Chloe's ſweet accents attentive ſat mute; {flute he ſhep 
To her voice with what tranſport I ſwell'd dhe ., The f. 
Or return'd dying mesſures in echoes again; strain nd Fe 
Little Cupid beat time, and the graces around Sings t 
Taught with even diviſions to vary. the ſound. 6 
From my Chloe remov'd, when I bid it complain. a. plit 


Or warble ſmooth numbers to ſooth love-fick pain, 
How much alter'd it ſeems, as the riſing notes los 
Or the ſoft falling trains, how inſipidly tow! 

[ will play them no more—for *tis her her voice alor 
Muſt enrapture my ſoul to enliven its tone, 


————— 


e 

AS ever poor fellow ſo plagu'd with a vixe 

'ou've choſe a wrong parſon for playing your tricks 

So pack up your alls and bet 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a riot; 

blood muſt I ſtand prating with you here ail day? 


love; I've got other matters to mind z = 

a, May hap you may think me an aſs; 

I'd, But to the contrary you'll find: 

N A fine piece of wo'k by the maſs! 

2 — 46353 — — a | 

bac VailsT other men fing of thei: goddeſſes bright, 

7 52 Vho darken the day, and enlivep the night: 

„ ire of a woman, but ſuch fleſh and blood! 

oe touch of her finger would do your heart good, 
u ten times a day to her chamber I come 

or oteil her my paſſion, but can't, I'm ſtruck dumb; 

kid, foith, I'm ſtruck dumb with love and ſurprize, 

Padmy tongue falls aſleep at the ſight of her eyes. 

1 9 Fer little dog Pompey't my rival ] fee, 


he ſmiles uphn him though ſhe frowns upon me; 


ut inſtead of your lap- dog, take me to your arms. 

HILE the bee flies from bloſſom to blaſum. and 
And my Jeſy looks buxom and gay; | [fips, 
et me hang on her neck, and taſte from her lips, 


heſaff All the ſweets of an April dag. 

flute be ſhepherd bis flock, the ruſtic his plough, 

e The f-rmer with joy views his hay, © 7. 
wh Ind Feſſy, my charmer, when milking her cow, 


dings the ſweets-of an April day. 
ke ſnow- drops with innocent ſweetneſs array'd, 


ain. W Ar plithſome and chearful as May. 

pail! y ey, the pride of all the gay mead, 

— Sing the ſweet of an April day. 8 
* f 

e alonemember, dear 7%, and uſe well your pow'r, 


Your roſe-buds then pluck while you may; 
Ind guiltleſs enjoy all the ſweets of this hour, 
For youth's but an April day, 
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n? | WhrarT ex 
wns Madge don't provoke me, but mind what I ſay | This ſweet treaſure 


rudging away: [on, 


{ 


. 


Wh ! then my deer Charlotte abuſe not your charms, 


Buch her carriage and elegant wit; 


quiſite pleaſure! 


From me they ſh Al never 
Sever ; 
In thee, in thee, 
| My charmer I fee; 
Pl figh, and careſs thee, 
Fl kiſs thee, and preſs thee, bs 
Thus, thus, to my boſom, for ever and ever, 


468 


4 


Wien Placinda's beauties appear, 


How enchanting then is her air! 

Such a fine ſhape and fize, 

Such lips, teeth, and eyes! | 
30 many pointed darts who'can bear! 


Then her temper, ſo good, and ſo ſweets 


ö 


Whate'er ſhe does or ſays 
We all in tranſports gaze, 
Like young ſquires in the opera-pits -- 
But to cut off all hopes of retreat, 
There's Elixa to captivate; 
The mighty Hercules 
With two ſuch foes as theſe _ 
Muſt have look'd for a total defeat, 
p 46 a ad a 


Ww Fanny blooming fair 
Firſt caught my raviſh'd fight, 

Pleas'd with her ſhape and air, 

I felt a ftranee delight; 

Whilſt eagerly I gaz d, 

' Admiring ev'ry part, 

And ev'ry feature prais'dy- 1 - 

She ftole into my heart. 

In her bewitching eye 

Ten thouſand loves appeat 5 © 

There Cupid baſking Hed, 0 N 

His thafts are hoarded*there, - 


1 


ON 


> 
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Her blooming cheeks are dy'd 
With colour all their own, 
Excelling far the pride 
Of roſes newly blown, 


Her well-turn'd limbs confeſs 
The lucky hand of Jove; 
Her features all expreſs 
The beauteous queen of love; 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the breaſt 
Of that too-charming maid 
Riſe, ſuing to be preſt ? 


Venus round Fanny's waiſt, 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 
There guardian Cupids grace, 
And dance the cirele round. 
How happy muſt he be 
Who ſhall her zone unloſe ! 
That bliſs to all, but me, 
May heaven and ſhe refuſe! 


Cour thou roſy dimpled boy, 
Source of every heart-felt joy; 
Leave the bliſsful bow'rs awhile, 
Paphos, and the Cyprian iſle ; 

Viſit Britains rocky ore, | 
Britons, too, thy pow“ adore 
Britons, hardy, hold and free, 
Own thy laws, and yield to thee 3 
Source of every heart-fe}: joy, 
Come, thau roſy dimpied boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 


This is thine and Hymen's day; : 

Bid her thy ſoft bandage wear, 

Bid her for love's rites grepare; 
Let the nymphs, with many a flow'r, 
Neck the ſacred nuptial bow'r, 
Thither lead the lovely fair, 
And let Hymen, too, be there: 
This is thine and Mymen's day; 


| Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 
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| Only while we love we live, 

Love alone can pleaſure give; 
Pow*r, and pomp, and tinſel ſtate, 
Idle pageants of the great; ö, 

Crowns and ſcepters, env+'d things, 
And the pride of eaſtern kings, 

Are bur child ſh, em. ty toys, 
When compar'o to love's ſweet joys. 
Love alone can pleaſure give 

Only while we loye we live. 


Cor. thou 3 iriful boy, 
What have I done to excite thy hate? 
Oh! ever arm'd with cruelty, 
Thus to precip1'ate my fate. 


I ſaw, I lov' d, I am undone, 
She at each viſit ſeems more coy, 
You urchin ! ſneering at my moan, 
Half promiſe bliſs, and half deny. 


The wound you give, admits no cure, 

Till time has thaw'd her frozen heart, 

Jenny can life or death enſure, | 
Jenny ! my ſoul's far dearer part. 


With equal force once twang the bow, 
Trans fix the chai mer. let her bleed; 

The ſeeds of love ſecurely ſow, 

And clear the ſoilof ev'ry weed. 


Were I, thro' ſome fierce tyrant's hate, 


Condemn'd to racks, the ſmiling fair 


2 Could blunt tbe keeneſt datt of fate, 


And from the dying chace deſpair, * 
If pray'rs and tears are ſtill in vain, © 


Or ſhrink, tho' all thy thunders roar, ' 


tf I muſt die, the ſtroke begin, 
For I'm a man unus'd to fear; 
By Jenny's hand wreck all thy ſpleen, | 


| I die content, t».die- by her. 3 


. 


Think not (proud chit) I dread your pow LE h 
| Know, that to truckle I-diſdain,' 


Ore! 
And 
Leſs glo 

From 


With li 
But c 
How m. 
How 


SLEEI 
Quit, 


To form 
Who 


dee whe 
For t} 
hither, 
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Praite 
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More 
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Lo ſun-! 
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Whoſe 
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der! ite wakes ! Sabina wakes! 
and now the ſun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the mozn, that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 


With light united day they give, 
But different fates e'er night fulfil: 
How many by his warmth will live! 
How many will her coldneſs kill! 


SLEEP thou balm of human woe, 
Quit, O quit my charming maid 
To ſome wretched mortal go, 
Who may want thy lenient aid, 


ee where anguiſh and deſpair 


For thy kind aſſiſtance criesz 
kither, Neep, with ſpeed repair, 
And relieve their weary'd eyes, 


bus, kind god of ſoft repoſe, 

Praiſed ſhall thou ever be; 

hen they wake, by ſongs of thoſe, 
While they ſleep, with voice of me. 


£ nn 4M 
DWEET are the charms of her I love, 
More fragrant than the damaſk role, 
oſt as the down of turtle dove, 
Gentle as winds when Zephyr blows, 
efelhing as deſcending rains 
Lo ſun- burnt climes and thirſty plains, 


[rue as the needle to the pole, 
Or as the dial to the lun, _ 
onitant as glid:ng waters roll, 
Whoſe ſwelling tides obey the moon z 
tom every other chartner free, 
ly life and love ſhall follow thee, 


he lamb the flow'ry thyme deyours, 
The dam the tender kid purſues, 
weet Philomel, in ſhady bowers 

Of verdant ſpring, her notes renews 3 
| follow what they moſt admire, | 

il purſue my ſoul's defire, 


_— 


Nature muſt change her beauteous face, 
And vary as the ſeaſons riſe; 

As winter to the ſpring gives place, 
Summer th' aproach of autumn flies: 


No change on love the ſeafons bring, 


Love only knows perpetual ſpring. 


Devouring time, with ſtealing pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow; 


| 4nd marble towers, and walls of braſs, 


In his rude march he levely ow: 


gut time, deitroying far and wide, 


Cove from the ſoul can ne er divides 


Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove, 
And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the bleſt above; 
Where, knowa to all his kindred train, 
ie fiads a laſting teſt from pain, | 


Love, and his ſiſter faiz, the ſoul, 
Twinebvrn, together came: 
Love will the un:verſe controul, 
When dying ſeaſons loſe their name; 
Divine abodes ſhall own his pow'r, 
When time and death ſhall be no more. 


TS. ee 
SWEET bud! to Leura's boſom go, 
And live beneath her exe; 
There, in the ſun of beauty blow, 
Or taſte of heaven and die, 


Sweet earneſt of the blooming year | 
Whoſe dawning beauties ſpeak 
The budding bluſh of ſummer near, 

The ſummer on her cheek ! 


|Beſt emblem of the nymph I love, 


Reſembling beauty's morn, 
To Laura's boſom haſte, and prove 
Ons roſe without a thorn. 
— 476 — 
TH E Nluggiſh morn, as yet undreſt, 
If Y Phillis broke from out her eaſt, 
As if ſhe'd made her choice to run 


With Venus, uſner to che ſun: 
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The trees like yeomen of ber guard, 
And ſerving more for pomp than ward, 
Bank'd oa each fide with loyal duty, 
Wave branches to incloſe her beauty. 


The waken'd earth ip odours riſe, 
To be her morning ſacrifice ; 

The flowers, call'd out of their beds, 
Start and raiſe up their drowſy heads; 
And he that for their colour ſeeks, 
May find it vaulting in her cheeks, 
Where roſes mix no civil war 
Between her York and Larcaſter, 


Theſe miracles had crampt the ſun, 
Who thinking that bis kingdom's won, 
Powders with light his frizzl d locks, 
To ſee what faint his luſtre mocks: 


The trembling leaves through which he play'd, 


D3ppling the walk with light and ſhade, 
Like lattice windows give the ſpy 


Room but to peep with half an eye. 


But what religious palſy's this, 

Which makes the boughs diveſt their bliſs, 
And that hey might her foutiteps ſtra w, 
Dro» their leaves with ſhiv'ring awe. 


Phillis perceives (and left her ſtay 


Would wed December unto May) 


Withdrew ber beams, yet made no night, 


But left the ſun her cuiate light. 


4 — 


Tre ſummer was o'er, my flocks were all ſhorn, 
My meadows were mow'd, & I'd hous'd all my corn; 


Fair Pbillida's cottage was juſt in my view, 
A wooing I went—lI had zought elſe to do. 


On Flora's ſoft ſofa together we ſat, 


Aud ſpent ſome long bours in amorous chat; 


I told her | Jov'd her, and hop'd the lov'd too, 


Then kiſs'd her fweet lips—I had nonght elſe to do. 


She hung down ber head, and with bluſhes reply'd, 
I'll love you, but firſt you muſt make me your bride; 


Without beſitati on, 1 made her a vow 


— P 


To the village in queſt of a prieſt did we roam, 


By fortune's decree the grave don was at home; 
I gave him a fee to make one of us two, 
He marry'd us then—he had nought elſe to do. 


Nor taſted the ſorrows of thoſe who repeat; 


With Phebus the toil of the day we begin, 


Our cares thus domeſtick, we'l] eager purſue, 


n a — — 478 — 
T'was in that ſeaſon of the year, 
Whea all things gay and ſweet appear, 


That Colin with the morning ray, 


Aroſe and ſung his rural lay, 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales wish Nanny rung, 
While Roſlin Caſtle heard the ſwain, 
And echv'd back the chearful ſtrain, 


Awake, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing; 
Awake and join the vocal throng, 
Who hail the morning with a ſong ! 


| To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay; 


Oh! bid her taſte and come away, 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 


| And add new graces to the morn, 


O hark ! my love, on ev'ry ſpray, 

Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong, 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes, 
And love my rifing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul wich ſweet alarms, 


O come, my love, thy Colin's lay 
With rapture calls, O come away ! 
Come while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 


To make her my wife had novght elſe to do. 


Our neighbours all round us we love, and 'tis true 
Each other befide—when we've nought elle to do. 


I ſepherd my flock, while the fits down to ſpis; 


And ever willlove=when we've nought elle to 


Around that modeſt brow of thine ; Arou 


)! hit 
That b 
hoſe 
And cl 


E'er ſince we've been happy, with peace & content, Ooo 
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)! hither haſte, and with thee bring 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring; 
hoſe graces that divinely ſhine, | 
And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of mine. 


| 4 — 
Ooos my life, ſearch England over, 
And you match her in her ſtation; 
I'll be bouna to fly the nation: 
Ind be ſure as well I love her, 


Do but feel my heart a beating, 

Still her pretty name repeating, 

Here's the work tis always at, 

Pity, pa ty, pat, pit, pat. 

When ſhe makes the mufic tinkle, 
What on yearth can ſweeter be? 

Then her lictle eyes ſoiw'nkle 
'Tis a feaſt to hear and ſee, 


80o—— 

OH! where ſhall I wander? how ſhall I reveal? 
How conquer my ſhame, or my paſſion e. Inceal? 
Tho' ſhe's not to blame, yet unhappy, I prove 

All the jealouſies, fears, and the tortures of love: 
Myproud heart to ſubdue, in vain has each maid 
The various allurements of beauty diſplay'd; 

"till blytheſome and free, have I travers'd the plain 
Nor found in their ſmiles ei her pleaſure or pain, 


But now all the charms of indiff*rence are o'er, 
Quite vanquiſh'd by love, I can triumph no more ; 
But penſive and ſad I fteal forth to the grove, 

While my flocks on the mountains aeglefully rove: 
But why this delay to unboſom my grief, 

Where only my anguiſh can hope for relief? 

And ah! would my Florida ſmile, I foreſee 

Such ſweets in her bondage, twere pain to be free. 
Tt — 

Now the ſn w-drops lifts their heads, 

Cowſlips riſe from golden beds, 

Silver lilies paint the grove, 

Welcome May, and love, © 


Now the bee, on filver wings, 
Plow'ry ſpoils unweary d brings, 


Spoils that nymphs and ſwains approve, 
Soft as May and ſweet as love. 


Whilſt a-down the ſlopy hill, 
Trickles ſoft the purling rill, 
Balmy ſcents pertume the grove, 
May unbends the ſoul to love. 


Long the clay-cold maid denies, 
Nor regards her ſhepherd's ſighs; 
Now your fond petitions move, 
May's the ſeaſon form'd for love, 


On the fair that deck our iſle, 

Let each grace and virtue ſmile, 

And our happy ſhepherds prove 

Days of eaſe and nights of lose. 

32 — — 


Nor, Celia, that I juſter am, 


Or truer then the reſt; 
For I would change each hour, like them, 
Were it my intereſt, - 


But 1 am fix'd alone to thee 


By every thought I have 
That ſhou:d you now my heart ſet free, 
*T would be again your flave, 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear felf I fiod; 

For the whole ſex can but afford 
The handſome, and the kind. 


Not to my virtue, but thy power, 
This conſtancy is due, i | 
Whea change itſe}f can give no more 
"Tis eaſy to be true. 
M ; 433 — — 
Y, muſe inſpire me to impart - 
In humble ardent firain, 
To tell the anguiſh of my heart 
To her that gives me pain. 


|*Tis Delia is the lovely maid z 


Alas! thou charming fair, 
Behold thy Damon ſc eks thy aid, 
T0 eaſe his pain and care, 

> f 
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For thou alone can give relief, 
Or anguiſh moſt ſevere ; 
Thy matghleſs charms are all my grief, 

Uutil you prove ſincere. 
Tell thee, Charmion, could I time retrieve, 
And could again begin to love and live, 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt off ring give; 
I know my eyes would lead my heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my oaths and yows renew 
But, to be plain, I never would be true, 


For by our weak and weary truth, I find, 
Love heats to centre in a point aflign'd, 

But runs with joy the circle of the mind: 
Then let us never chain what ſhould be free, 
But for the relief of either ſex agree; | 
Since women love to change, and ſo do we. 


Ir the quick ſpirit of your eye, 
Now languiſh, and anon muſt die; 
It every ſweet and every grace 
Muſt fly from that forſaken face 
Then, Celia, let us reap our joys, 
Ere time ſuch goodly fi uit deſtroys, 


Or if that golden fleece muſt grow 

For ever free from aged ſnow ; 

If thoſe bright ſuns muſt know no ſhade, 
Nor your freſh beauty ever fade; 

Then, Celia, fear not to beſtow 

What ſtill being gather'd, ſtill muſt grow, 


Thus either time his ſickle brings 
In vain, or elſe in vain his wings. 


LT the declining damiſ roſe, 
With env10us grief look pale; 

The ſummer bloom more freely grows 
In Fanny he dale. 


Is there a {yet that decks the field, 
Or ſcents the morning gale, 

Can ſuch a vernal fragrance yield, 

As Fanny of the dale? 
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The painted bells, at court rever d, 
Look lifeleſs, cold, and ſtale: 

How faint their beauties, when compar'd 
With Fanny of the dale, 


The willow binds Paftora's brows, 
Her fond advances fail: 


For Damon pours his warmeſt yows 


To Fanny of the dale. 


Might honeſt truth, at laſt, lucreed, 
And artleſs love prevail; 

Thrice happy cou'd he tune his reed 
With Fanny of the dale! 


ET poets tell of ſhape and air, 

Of taces, beauteous, lovely, fair, 

There's nought on earth that can compare 
With half the charms of Nelly. 

The lily, nor the roſe ſo ſweet, 

So fair, ſo fragrant, nor ſo neat; 

Nought 1n creation's ſo compleat 
As is my lovely Nelly. 


{How happy will that mortal be, 


His days will paſs from mis'ry free, 

Whom gracious heaven ſhall bleſs with thee, 
My ever blooming Nelly. 

Then, whilſt thoſe charms adorn your face, 


[With ev'ry blooming, youthful grace, 
When old-age comes, 


Remember beauty never flays, 
my Nelly. 


Then take a lover to your arms, 


{Whom vigorous, you'hful ſpirit warms, 
Who's worthy to poſſeſs thoſe charms 


Which now adorn my Nelly. 


If ſuch a ſwain you eber can find, 
Poſleſs'd of ſuch a form and mind, 
He is by heaven itſelf defign'd 

To bleſs my charming Nelly, 


{That ſearch was vain you ſoon would prove; 
For ſhould you tho' the whole world cove, 
{You'd find none worthy of the love 


Of charming, beauteous Nelly, 
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Late when love! 4 to fight, 
Phillis ſmil'd, as well ſhe might; 

Now, ſaid ſhe, our throne may tremble, 
Men our province now invade, 
Men take up our royal trade; 

Men, e'en men, do now diffemble, 
ln the duſt our empire's laid. 


Tutor's by the wiſe and grave, 
Loth I was to be a ſlave; 
Miſtreſs ſounded arbitary ? 
$01 choſe to hide my flame, 
tiendſhip, a diſcreeter name; 
But ſhe ſcoras one jot to vary; 
be will love, or nothing, claim. 


Be a lover, or pretend, 


ther than the warmeſt friend; GP 
q Friendſhip of another kind is | | 


dweediſh coin of groſs allay, 

| cart-load will ſcarce defray 3 

Loce, one grain is worth-the Indies, 
Only love is current 2 1 


M Y Sylvia is the blitheſt laſs 
hat ever trod the downy graſs, 
Or grac'd the rural plain 

Her modeſt air, and gentle mien, 

More ſweet, more fair, than beauty's m__ 5 
Are prais'd by ev'ry ſwain. 


Her ſparkling eyes, like diamonds bright; 
ach winning charm does there unite 
With features fair and gay; 
Her voice is ſofter than the thruſh, 
hat ſweetly warbles on the buſh, 
And hails return of day. | 


Her breath exceeds the balmy gales, 
hoſe fragrance ſweetens all the vales, 
Where ſweets with ſweets combine 
er cheeks the roſes far excel, 

duch virtues in her boſom dwell, 

As makes her all divine, 
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| | Each riſing morn I preſs'd the fair 
To liſten to my fervent prayer, 
A pray'r devoid of art: 


And Sylvia, now, in triumph reigns 
The goddeſs of my heart. 
— PC 


| 
My Nancy quits the rural plain, 
And kindly ſeeks her faithful ſwain; 
Who, midſt the din of war's alarms. 
His much-lov'd country calls to arms. 


Of old, when heroes ſally'd forth, 
To reſcue innocence and worth, 

The fair-one's image in the heart, 
Could vigour to their nerves impacts 


Then what ſuperior laurels, now, 
Muſt grace the happy ſoldier" s brow 
Bleſt with her preſence in the field, 
To whom alone his heart can yield! 


3 m——ro————_ 


My, roving heart has oft, with pride, 


Diſſolv'd love's filken chains; 
The wanton deity defy'd, _ 
| And ſcorn'd his ſharpeſt pains, 


But from thy form, reſiſtleſe, ſtream 
Such charms as muft controul 


| In thee the faireſt features beam, 


The nobleſt, brighteſt ſoul, 


Pleas'd in thy converſe all the day, 
Life's ſand unheeded runs; | 
With thee I'd hail the rifing ray, 
And talk down ſummer's ſuns. 


Our loves congenial ſtill the ſame, 
With equal force ſhall ſhine, 

No cloy'd deſires ſhall damp the flame 
Which nn will refine, 


| WhrNn cblbe we 5, 
We ſwear we ſhall an; 


1 3 


With pleaſing ſmiles ſhe ſooth'd my paint 3 


2—— 


* 


243 


244 Soncs ſor GENTLEMEN. 


. Ln 4 


Her eyes do our hearts fo inthrall ; | Y «49 3 nn 
But 'tis for her pelf, IE gods that round fair Celia wait, 
And not for her ſelf; | From her bright eyes to bring our fate, 

"Tis all-attifice, artifice all. I Bear to the nymph my ſofteſt ſighs, 


And tell her, her adorer dies; 

But if tnat won't her pity move, 

And ſhe, proud thing, diſdains to love, 
Then let her know, *tis alla hy e, 

For haughty Strephon fcorns to die, 


The maidens are coy, | 
They'll piſh! and they'll fie! 
And ſwear if you're rude, they will call; 
But whiſper ſo low, | 
You may eaſily know, 
*Tis all artifice, artifice all. 


My dear, the wives cry, 
If ever you die, 
To marry again I ne'er ſhall; 
But in leſs than a year, 


| —— 
Ye gentle gales that fan the air, 
And wanton in the ſhady grove, 
Oh ! whiſper to my abſent fair, 
My ſecret pain and endleſs love, 


Will make it appear, When at the ſultry heat of day | 
Tis all artifice, ar:ifice all, | She'll ſeek ſome ſhady cool retreat, 

In maters of ſtate, Throw ſpicy odours in her way, 

And party debate, | And ſcatter roſes at her feet. 

For church and for juſtice we bawl And when ſhe ſees their colours fade, 
But If you'll attend. And al! their pi1de neglected lie, 
You'll find in the end, - FLEE £ Let that inſtru the charming maid, - - 

Tis all artifice, artifice all. | That ſweets not gather'd timely die, 
The non-cons will rant And whe" ſhe Jays her down to reſt, 

In their palpite, and cant, I Let ſome auſpicious virgin ſhew 

And the honeſt conformiſts will maul; Who *tis that love's Camilla beſt, 
oye BT | | And what for her I'd undergo. 
They |'ft up their eyes; | | | | 

3 k . | | | 405 — 

Tis all artifice, artifice all, Yes, Falvis in like Lans fair, 
The lawyers, you know, © | Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and air; 
To Weftminfter go. . | But ſtill, to perfect every grace, 

And plead for theit fees in the ball; She wents—the ſmile upon her face. 


For their clients they'll wrangle, 


Aud make ſuch a jangle! ** 
* g f And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 
Tis all artifice, artifice all, A ee mark'd Minerua's rien; 
The wretch that attends, 8 5 But ſmiles diſtinguiſh'd beauty's queen. 
And on courtiers depends, | 
His fortune he'll find to be ſmall; 
For their actions declare, 
Their words are but ait; 
Tis all anifi ce, artifice all. 


The crown majeſtic Juno u ore, 


Her train was form'd of (miles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleſt doves, 

And from her zone the nymph may find 
'»Tis beauty's province to be kind, 


Ther 


Then ſmile, my fair; and all whoſe aim 
Aſpires to paint the yy ta dame, 

Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

Shall take their forms from you alone. 


| — 496 — 
YouNG Polly was the blitheſt maid 
That tript it o'er the plain 
But now to cruel grief's betray'd, 
By Damon's cold diſdain. ; 
And till of late, was always free 
To ling the charms of liberty. 


Each love-taught ſhepherd ftrove to tell 
His paſſion 1a the glade, 

And vow'd her beauty did excel 
Bright Yenus, faireſt maid, 

But Polly ſtill continu'd free 

To ſing the charms of liberty: | 

Till Damon, with with his fleecy care, 
By chance paſs'd by that way; 

She ſaw—ſhe lov'd—Ah ! hapleſs fair, 
No longer is ſhe gay ; 

Nor can ſhe boaſt of being free 

To ſing the charms of liberty, 


For now, dejected and forlorn, 
The nymph is left to rove 3 
With Philomel, at eve and morn, 
To moan her hopeleis love. 
And Polly, now, no longer free, 
Laments the loſs of liberty, 


| 497 | 
You ſay ſhe's fair; 'tis no ſuch matter, 


'Tis not her glaſs, but you that flatter 
And few that beauty e'er can ſpy, 
Which ftrikes the partial lover's eye. 


Phebe, my council pray approve 3 

Thank heav'n for a good man's love: 

All markets will not pay your price, 

$ ſtrike the bargain in a trice, 
E nymphs, who to the throne of love 
With hearts ſubmiſſive bowiz 
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Who hope the mutual bliſs to prove, 
That crowns the nuptial vows: | 
| Thro' caution's glaſs, by reaſons lent, 
| Oh! view your lovers clearly, 


Nor think to wed, till that preſent 


The man that loves you dearly, 


Still blind to wiſdom's ray, the rake 
No ſocial bliſs allows; 

And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing ſpouſe : 

Nor truſt the fop, tho' piteous fighs 
Proclaim you've touch'd him nearly; 


Nor can he love you dearly. 


But when with ev'ry manly grace, 

A youth of ſoul refin'd, 1 
Who, doating on your form and face, 
| Think brighter ſtill your mind: 
When ſuch ſhall for the favour ſue, 
Oh! yield your hand fincerely; 


+ {And you'll love him, aiid-he'll love you, 


To life's laſt moment, dearly, 


War, cruel creature, why ſo beat 
To vex a tender heart? 

To gold and title you relent, 

Love throws in vain his dart. 


| Let glitt'ring fools in courts be great, 

For pay let armies move; BY 
Reauty ſhou'd have no other bait, 
But gentle vows and love, 


If on thoſe endleſs charms you lay 
The value that's their due; 

| Kings are themſelves too poor to pay, 
| A thouſand worlds too few. | 


| But if a paſſivn without vice, 


Without diſguiſe or art, 


Ab, Celia! if true love's your price, 
} Behold it in my heart, 


| Y3 


His own ſweet charms too much he'l! prize, 
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Wbilſt thus in icea my paſſion I fed, 


500 
W as love a ſweet paſſion, how bleſt Moule Ibe; 
No mortal could &er be ſo happy as me 


But O it torments me, it tortures my breaſt; -— 
It rifles my ſenſzs, It robs me of reſt! - 5 


Long time I've been captive to CHloe's bright eyes; 
Her bloom and her beauty firſt gave the ſurprize: 
But ſoon as 1 found, by the pride of her heart. 
That her bloom and her beauty were govern'd by art, 


J then took my leave of this prodigal dame, 

And ftrove all I could to extiagviſh the flame; 
But ſtitl on my th. ughts her ſweet converſe remains: 
So love 1s a burden, and heavy the chains. 


Then hear, O ye youths, and this ma im purſue ; 
Let bezuty ne er ſway you, not pride e er ſubdue: 
But place your affections where vi tue remains; 
Then love will be plesſing, and eaſy the chains. 


50¹ a 


Wurd 2 1 ſe; as] tripp'd o'er the green, ; 
Fair, blooming, artleſs, any} kind, 
Fond iove in her eves, wit and jenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty joy n'd. 
With ſudden amazement I flood, 
Faſt rivetted down to the place; 
Her delicaie thape, eaſy motion 1 view'd, 
And wand'red oer every grace, ES York 
Ye gods! what luxurianre of beauty Fer: 
What raptures muſt dweil in her arms! 
On her lips I could feaft, on her breaſt I could die. 
O! Fanny how ſweet are thy charms ! ! | | 


| 


Soft rar ſports my ſenſes invade; 
Young Damon ſ epp*d'up, with the 3 he fled, 
And left me to kifs the dear ſhade, 


Waar fate attends the bluſhing roſe, 
How ſwift it's beauty ſhes ! 
Sweet ſcents at morn it does diſcloſe, 


| 
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O think dear Julia, on thy chants, 
They, like the roſe, will fade; 

Then hafte, enchantrefs, io my arms, 
Thou ſweet and lovely mad. 


Thy beauty, like a fragrant flow r, 
juſt emblem of the pets 5 

Whoſe 1ong 1 ſpace is but an hour, 
Ere all it's jp: endor> cloſe. 


Then h-fte, dear Julia, haſte: away 
Unto, thai happy lend, 
Where joy and mirth reign all the day, 
And Cupid bears command. 
ä EE ramen 
Wovrp you obtain the gentle tair, 
| Aſſume a French, fantaſtic air; 
Oft, when ine gen'rous Briton fails, 


A foppiſh foreigner prevails, 


You muſt teach her to dance, 
As the mode is in France, | 

And make the beſt uſe of your feet; 
Cock your hat with a grace, ö 
All be brazen vour face, 


And dreſs moſt aff-Qedly neat. 


Then bow down like a beau, 
Hop and turn out your toe, 

Lead Miſs by the hand, and leer at her; 
Draw your glove with an air, 
At your, whiie flockings ſtare, 

And fimper, and ogle, and flatter, 


Walk the figu- le of eight, 

With your rump ſtiff and ftraight, 
Then turn her with delicate eaſe 

Bow again v 1y low, 
Your good=breeging to ew, 
and Migy you'll perfectly pleaſe, 


If theſe ſteps you purſue, 

You. will ſoon bring her too, 
And rifle he child of her charms; 
Her poor heart will heave high, 

And ſhe'll languiſh and ſigh, 


; Ere eve it faces and dies. 


And caper quite into your arms. 


And 


Wou 


To ev*1 
That C. 


Beneath 
Till 
Then f 
And 
But ney 
Unleſs 1 


Ow 
I trod 


We all to conquering beauty bow, 
It's pleaſing power admire 

But I ne'er knew a face till now, 
That cou'd like yours inſpire 2 

Now I may ſay I've met with one 
Amazes all mankind | 

And, like men gazing on the ſun, . 
With too much ligh: am blind, 


Soft as the tender mvoing ſighs, 
When longing lovers meet; 
Like the divining prophets wiſe, 
Like new- blown roles ſweet; 
Modeſt, yet gay; refery'd, yet free; 
Each happy night a bride : - 
A mien like awful majeſty, 
And yet no ſpark of pride, 


The patriarch, to win a wife, 
Chaſte, beautiful and young, 

Serv'd fourteen years a painful life, 
And never thought it long: 

Ah! were you to reward ſuch care, 
And life ſo long would ſtay, 

Not fourteen, but four hundred years, 
Would ſeem but as one * | | 


Go gentle breeze, that fans the grove, 
And waft in ſighs a lover's woes; 

or through the blooming garden rove, 
And lodge within the damaſk roſe; 

To ev'ry bluſhing fold made knowa, 

That Colin's fighs exceed thy own. 


Beneath her crimſon foliage lie, 
Till on my Del a's boſom bleſt; 
Then from thy ſilken covert fly, 


And plead my cauſe within ber breaſt, | 


But never leave that frozen part, 

Unleſs ood. me Delia's heart. 

06 — —— 
OW bütbe, within my native · wild, 
Itrod each paſſi ng day ! 


| 


| 


| 


| 
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When Sylviana fondly ſmil* d, 
And iov'd her ſh.pherd's lay. | 
The furze, the brake, the rugged hill, 
The wild heath's yellow broom, 
Wich her wou'd all my wiſhes fill; 
My heart nc'er felt a gloom. 


Bot now, remote fiom her 1 love, 


The faireſt paſtures fade; 
I ſeek the ſolitary grove, 
And turn it's winding ſhades 


| | Whe: re gay imagination toys, 


To chear my penſive mind; 
With pleaſing hopes my boſom j Joys, 
And paints the maiden kind, 


| Hos H, ye birds, your amorous tales, 


Purling rills in filence move! 
Softly breathe, ye gent'e gales, 
Leſt ye wake my flumb'ring love. 


O the joy beyond expreſſion, 
That enchanting form to own! 
Then to hear the ſoft confeſſion, 
That her heart is mine alone. 
508 
Dear Sylvia, hear thy faithful ſwain, 
And eaſe his tortur'e breaſt; 
Ah, hear an artleſs youth complain, 
And ſet his heart to reſt ! 


That virtue which illumes thy mind, 
That ſenſe devoid of art; 
That innocence with ſweetneſs joyn'd, 
| Does captivate his heart, 


Thou dear invader of my breaſt, 
How long muſt I repine ! 

How long with grief be ſore oppreſs' d, 
Ere I can call thee mine! 


O deign to hear the vows I ſwear, 
Ard all my fears remove 


Relieve me, then, from ſad deſpair, 


And bleſs me. with thy love. 


* 


* 
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The northern winds ſhall ceaſe to blow, his Nanny's poultry oats I gave, The he 
And dark ſhall be the ſkies ; I'm ſure they always had the beſt; Ir 3 
The purling ſtreams ſhall ceaſe to flow, Within this week her pidgeons have zut m 
And Sol forget to riſe; Eat up a peck of peaſe at leaſt ; Pe 
N th ds ſhall | Her little pigeons kils, but ſhe 
2 „ oy pv 6 * Will never take a kiſs from me. * 
If e'er my vows prove infiacere, Muſt Robin always Nanny woo, But 5 
708 I forſake m love. And Nanny ſtill on Robin frown; 
* 7 From 
Alas, phor wretch ! what ſhall I do, 
509 If Nanny does nct love me ſoon! ee 
Duo ever fad or nymph adore, phe 4 chief ky 0 he'll brings . 
As 1 ungrateful Nanny do ? ang me in her 2 Of'r 


Was ever ſhepherd's heart ſo fore, 

Or ever broken heart ſo true ? | 
My cheeks are ſwell'd with tears, but ſhe. 
Has never wet a cheek for me, | 


If Nanny call's, did e'er I tay, 


Doxs the languid ſoul complain, 
{ Virtuous love ſhall chaſe the pain; 
Or if love vou'd truth attend, | 
Honour thou'd be virtue's friends 


Glory is not half ſo fair 5 


- a 


] feel I 
My 1 
And 1n 
But i 


If I wo 


Or linger when ſhe bid me run? As bright virtue's riſing ſtar; I wil 
She only had the word to ſay, Female truth, with ſenſe combin'd, And at 
And ali ſhe wiſh'd was quickly done, Wins and claims the gen'raus mind. For a 
I alway think of her, but ſhe — 511 — 
Does ne'er beſtow a thought on me. Says my uncle, I pray now diſcover. Ours 
| | What has been the cauſe of your woes, 
To let her cows my elover taſte, b | That you pine and you whine like a lover? pow. / 
Have I not roſe by break of day I've ſec Afolly Ban of md? Unit. 
Did ever Nanny's heifers faſt, i YR \ 4 Were I 
If Robin in his barn had hay! O nephew! your grief i is but folly, And 
Tho' to my fialds they welcome were, To town you may find better prog; Both b. 
I ne'er was welcome yet to her. Half a crown there will get you Molly, He'd 
| | | } A Molly much better than Mogg. When . 
7 Nanny loft a ſheep, The ſchool-boy's delight i is a play, = ; 
chearfully d1y give her two; The ſchool-maſter's joy is to flog; ” 
And I her lambs did ſafely keep A fop's the delight of a lad R To be f 
Within my folds in froſt and ſnow » P p 1 And 
y — But mine is in ſweet Molly M 
y ogg · 
Have they not there from cold been free? R 
But Nanny (till is cold to me. Will o Wiſp leads the trav'ler a-gadding 
: ' Thro' ditch, and thro' quagmire and bog z owe, 
When Nanny to the well did come, But no light can e'er ſet me a=madding, T'zccep 
*T was I that did her pitchers fill; But the eyes of my ſweet Molly Mogg. deornin 
Full as they were, I brought them home, For guineas in other men's breeches I yield 


Her corn I carried to the mill; 
My back did bear the'ſack, but he 
Will never bear a Ggh of me. 


Your gameſters will paum and will cog; 
But 1 envy them none of their riches, 
| So I paum my ſweet A Maggs. 


The heart that's half . is ranging, © 
It here and there leaps like a frog; 11 * 
But my heart can never be changing. 
'Tis ſo fixed on ſweet Molly Mogg. 


| know that by wits tis recited, --- 

That women, at beft, are aclogz zj 
But I'm not ſo eafily trighted 

From loving my ſweet Molly aer. 6 


A letter when I am inditing, 
Comes Cupid, and gives me a jog, © 
And 1 fi J all my paper with writing 
Of nothing but ſweet Moll) Mogg. 


I feel I'm in love to diſtraction, 
My ſenſes are loſt in a fog ; 
And in nothing can find ſatisfaQtion, 
But in thoughts of my ſweet oy Mogg. 


If I would not give up the three g graces, : 
I wiſh I were hang'd like a dog, 

And at court all the drawing room faces, 
For a glance at my ſweet Molly Mogg. 


For thoſe faces want nature and ſpirit, 
And ſeem as cut out of a log; 
Juno, Venus, and Pallas's merrit 
Unite in my ſweet Molly ne, 0 9 35 

Were Virgil alive with his Phillis, 
And writing another Felague, 

Both bis Phillis and fair Amaryllis | 
He'd give tor my ſweet Milly Mogg. 599510 


When Molly comes up with the liquor, 
Then je:louſy ſets me a-gog; 
To be ſure ſhe's a bit for the vicar, 
And fo I ſhall loſe. AE ly Mogg. 
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& * 


Sweetest of pretty maids, let Cupid incline thee 
T>ccept of a faithful heart which now Irefign thee 
Seorning all ſelfiſh ends, regar ileſs of money, 
lt yields only to the girl that's gen'rous and bonny. 
Take me, Jenny, 
Let me win ou, a 
Whilſt I'm ia the humour; 
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I implore you, „ 
I. adore you, 
What can mortal do more; 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo ſhyly, 
Ther's my hand, and ther's my heart, which never 
will beguile thee. 


Bright are thy lovely eyes, thy ſweet lips delighting, 
Well poliſh'd thy iv'ry neck, thy round arms inviting; 
Oft at the milk-white churn with rapture I've ſeen 
But oh ! how | figh's, & wiſh'ꝗ my own arms [them, 
Take me Jenny. c. [between them ' 


I've tore of ſheep my love, and goats on the mou ntain 
And water to brew good ale, fm yon chryſtal foun- 
| I've, too, a pretty cot. with garden and land to 'r,[rain 
But all will be d04b!y \weet, if you 2 5 a hand tot. 
Take me Jenny. 
Le! me win you, 
While Pm in the humour; 
J 1mplore you, 
I adore you, 
What can mortal do more; 
Kiſs upon't, kiſs upon't, turn not ſo fbyly, 
Ther's my hand, and ther's my heart, which never 
with beguile thee, 
— ——_— —— 1 
Say not, Olinda, I defpiſe ; 
The faded glories of your face, 
The languid-yigour of vour eyes, 
And that once-lov'd embrace, 


In vain, in vain, my conſtant heart 
On aged wings attempts o meet, 

With wonted ſpeed, thoſe flames you dart, 
It faints, and flutters at your feet, 


I blame not pour decay of power, | 
You may have pointed beauties kill 

Tho' me, alas! they wound no more; 
You cannot hurt what cannot feel. 


On vouthful climes your beams diſplay, 
Thete you may cheriſh with your heat, 
And riſe the ſun to gild their day, 
To me, benighted, when you ſet. 
Ds oy SWAIN, 
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an —— 

Swalx, 

Perjur'd Celia loves another; 

# In his arms I ſaw her lying, 

} Panting, kifling trembling, dying; 

1 There the fair deceiver ſwore,  «— 

} All ſhe did to you before, | 


Oh! ſaid you, when ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant creature leaves me, 
Is waters back ſhall fly, 

And leave their oozy channels dry ; 'E 
Turn, ye waters, leave your ſhore, 
Perjur'd Celia loves no more. 


15 — 
"Tis not my Patty? s ſparkling eyes, 
Her air, her eaſy grace, 
Her thrilling accents, that I prize, 
Or yet her blooming face. 


Such charms as theſe in others ſhine, 
Whoſe beauty's all they boaſt ; 

But when that beauty does decline, 
Their greateſt power is loſt, 


But lovely Patty's wit refin d, 
Her ſenſe, good-nature, eaſe, | 

Divine perfections of the mind, 
And firm deſire to pleaſe: 


*Tis theſe that raiſe the maiden's fame, 
That pomp defre and love, - 
And kindle in my breaſt a flame 
That time can ne'er remove, 


— — 16 — — 
Takx, oh ! take thoſe lips away, 
That ſo ſweetly were forſworn; 
And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 
Lights that do miſlead the morn. 
Put my k iſſes give again, 
Seals of love, tho' ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, oh ! hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears; 

On whoſe tops the pinks that grow, 
Are like thoſe that April wears. 


$14 
thy hopeleſs pafſion ſmother, 


| 


| 


| 


| 


; 
| 
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But from my tender bleeding heart, 

Withdraw the arrow, eaſe the ſmart; 
Offend no more great angry Jet, 4 
But pity, ſince you cannot love? 


— 517 
Tur nobleſt heart, like pureſt gold, 
Reſiſts impreſſions whilſt ” tis cold; 

But melted down in love's bright flame, 
Soft and complying to the teſt, 

It takes the image firſt impreſt, 

And bears ic in the faithſul breaſt, 

Through circling years the ſame. 


8 the nation, Se: find me a tak, 
That's loving, engaging, and prey; 


| She freely into my affection ſhall paſs, 


As ſure as there's fools in the city. 


And if ſhe proves kind, Sir, why I ſhall prove true 


And juſtly efteem der my treaſure; 
But ſhould ſhe be ſcornful, what then ſhall I do? 
Why, faith, PI diſmiſs her with pleaſure, 


— — — 1 


Tur trav'llers, that through deſerts ride 


By conduct of ſome friendly ſtar; 
When clouds obſcure their truſty guide, 
Out of their courſe muft wander far: 


So I, with penfive care and pain, 


In abſence ſtill muſt ſtray z 
Till you, my ſtar, thine out again, 
And light me on my way, 
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Tis done, I've rais'd a rural bow? r 
Deep in the twilight ſhade: 
There blooms full many a lovely flow' 13 
Ah! wou'd they never fade. 


Come, then, my Lucy, hafte away, 
And nature's manſion view; 3 

Screen'd from the ſun's too piercing rays 
Each flower does for you, 


At you! 
Tod 
You ſat 
I hea 


Ah! le 
But t 
Repay t 
With 


Tis k 
That 
Time 1 
And 1 


Made m 
Unto 
Ind did 
The] 


proceed. 
My te 
| though 
By w] 
hen tt 
Great 
| thouſ; 
And f 


then re 
By cu 
raiſing 
And a 


Lo draw 
I drew 
And bro; 
As if 
When I 
Aud t. 


The ene! 
And 1! 


ſent to 
Theſe 


true 


At your command, they ſhepherd ſtrove 
To deck the mady green: £ 
You ſaid the ſpot was form'd for love; 
I heard, and bleſt the ſcene. 


Ah! let it not be bleſt in vain ; 
But there reward my truth: 
Repay thy conſtant Harry's pain 

With innocence and tuth. 


"Tis now, fince I fat down before 
That fooliſh fort, a heart, 

Time ſtrangely ſpent) a year and _ 
And til] I did my part. 


Made my approaches, from her hand 
Unto her lip did riſe, 

Ind did already underſtand ._ 

The language of her eyes. 


Proceeded on with no leſs art, 

My tongue was engineer 

| thought to undermine the heart, 

By whiſp' ing in the ear. 

hen this did nothing, I brought down 
Great cannon oaths and ſhot . 

| thouſand thouſand in the town, 

And ſtill it yielded not, 


then reſolv'd to ſtarve the place, 
By cuiting off all kiſſes, 

raiſing and gazing on her face, 
And all ſuch little bliſſes. 


To draw her out, and from her ſtrength, 
| drew all batteries in; 
ind brought myſelf to lie, at length, 
As if no fiege had been. 


When I had done what man could do, 
Aud thought the place my own, 

Ihe enemy lay quiet too, 

And ſmil'd at al! was done, 


ſent to know from whence and where 
Theſe hopes, and this relief? 


A 


- 
6ꝶꝙ6OLwF — — 


| 


i 
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A ſpy inform d, honour was there, 
And did comiind i in chief, 


Let's loſe ne time, but leave her; 
That giant upon air will live, 
And hold it out for ever. 


To ſuch a place or camp remove 
As will no ſiege abide: 


- {I hate a fool that ſtarves her love 


Oaly to feed her pride, 


22 —— 
T Houghtleſs of all, bur love and you, 
From place to place I range, 
But ill no happineſs I know, 
No pleaſure by the change. 


The plain, the ſhady grove, 
Alike to me, no pleaſure yield, 
When abſent from my love, 


Yet if my Delia but appears, 
How chang'd is all the ſcene ! 

Nature a gayer livery wears; 
And I forgot my pain. 


+} The murm'cing ſtream, the fruitful field, 


The plain, the ſhady grove, 
Alike to me, al pleaſure yield, 
When bleſt with her J love. 


| Cour my faiteſt, learn of me, 


Learn to give and take the bliſs; 


Come, my love, here's none but we; 


III inftru thee how to kiſs, 


Why turn from me that dear face? 
Why that bluſh, and downcaſt ese? 
Come, come, meet my fond embrace, 
And the mutual rapture try, 
Throw thy lovely twining arms 
Round my neck, or round my waiſt; 
And whilſt I devour thy e, 
Let me cloſely be embrac'd: 


| 


The murm'ring, ftream, the fruitful field, 
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March, march, (quoth I) the wore ſtraight give, 


ns Soncs for GenTLEMEN. 


Then when ſoft ideas riſe, 

And the gay defires grow ſtrong 
Let them ſfparkie in thy eyes, 

Let them murmur from thy tongue. 


To my breaſt with rapture clivg, 
Look with tranſport on my face; 
Kiſs me, preſs mc, ev'ry thing 
To endear the fond embraces, 


Ev'ry tender name of love, 
In ſoft whiſpers let me hear; 
And let ſpeaking nature prove 
Ev'ry extacy ſincere. 
Cer A, too late you wou'd regent : 
The offering all your ſtore, 
Is now but like a pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the blifs too late, 
You hinder me of one 1 lov'd, 
To give me one I hate, 


I thought you innocent as fair, 
Wunea firſt my court I made; 

But when falſhoods plain appear, 
My love no longer flay'd. 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
Whoſe worth you firſt geface, 

Is melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the braſs, 


O! fince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Beiore the love is gone? 


N 2 — 
Cox, deateſt Nancy ! bleſs my eyes, 
And ſtop the flowing tear; 
In you alone the magic lies, 
To animate and chear. 


Not half ſo ſweet the flow'rs diſplay 
Their variegated hue; 


— 


| 


Not all the bloom of ſmiling May 2 
Can charm ſo much as you. | Col 
Where'er you tread, the warblers ſweet 1 1 
Melodious fill the grove; | 4 Fe 

| And ſmiling nature ſeems to greet In 

z The preſence of my love. | la "ob 
But blaſted ev'ry flow'r appears, een * ; 
When you forſake theſe plains; up 
No grove the feather'd ſtongſter chears, b a 
In ſweet mel}ifluous ſtrains. Nor ti 
Come, deareſt Nancy ! come and ftay! _ 
From you, my joys ariſe ; what) 

Your face gives brightneſs to the day, | 
And luftre to the ſkies. 5 From | 
For you I ſigh, and waſte my prime; * | 
Ihen haite, and let us prove, 15 
That rolling years, and fleeting time, 88 
| Are tar too ſhort for love. Com 
VYPRIAN goddeſs, take the lyre, While 
Attune yourſelf each trembling ftring ; The 
My judgment guide, my fancy fire,, The gc 
| With lovely Rachel s charms 1 ſing. The 
Let o:hers boaſt a beauteous face, 'Tis tr; 
A ſhape, a neck, a graceful airg 'Tis 
Good-ſenſe and prudence give her grace, | 0 coul 
Theſe make her more than blooming fair, Like 


Benevolence, that heav'n born puw'r, 
Her words and all her actions guide; 

"Tis this that claims each leiſure nour, 
This conſtitutes her only price. 


Ye fair-ones hence a truth confeſs, 
No charms with virtue can compare; 
Be cautious when the beaux adreſs, © 
When miſery ſues, his ſorrows ſhare, _ 


Then, like my Rachel, vou will be 
Beyond the reach o: flat'ery's lore 5 

Inconffancy will bend the knee, 

And wond'ring infidels adore. 


\ 


— — My Ar 
Come, my Sy/via come and bleſs 
This ſpot, which | have toil'd to dreſs 
jn all that chkrms the gazer's eye, 

jn er'ry tint that wears a dye. 


Jn peace we'll dwell, and placid eaſe, 
We'll do whatever each ſhall pleaſe; 
Free as the ſeas our ſenſes roll, 

And ſpeak a Soundleſs, fluent ſoul, 


Nor time ſhall waft our love away, 
Swift as the thresds of life decay; 
Eich gale that flirts the hours along, 


* 


Shall bring freſh wreathes to deck our ſong. 


From virtue's ſweets, that never eloy; 

From rural ſcenes, extatic joy! ] 

Or turn the mind- inſtructing page, 

And Jearn to live a good old age. | 

Come Phoebus, and tune thy ſoft lyre ; 
Ye muſes, come join in the ſung ; 

While Celia the theme ſhall inſpire, 
The faireſt of all the gay throng 

The goddeſs of virtue and grace, 
The queen of all beauty and charms; 

'Tis tranſport to gaze on her face, 
'Tis heaven to reſt in her arms, 


0 could I charm Pluto's dull ears, 
Like Orpheus ol old, with my lay, 
Or with Milton ſoar up to the ſpheres, 
] then might her merits diſplay : 
While her cbarms I attempt to rehearſe, 
A field ſo unbounded doth rife, 
The ſubject's too great for my verſe, 
I fink, and am loſt with ſurprize, 
Urania, my boſom inſpire, _ 


My genius enlarge it's degrees, 


* 


To the height that my theme doth require, 


Tho' Jam not the criticks to pleaſe, 


'Tis Celia, the theme of my train 


. 


Whoſe plaudits I only can prizes © 
ould I but her favor obtain,” * © 
let envy my ſonnets deſpiſe, 
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| WHERE the blithe 
Dear Chloe there I've kiſs'd thy lips, 


' 


Thy Chloe“ pleaſure ſtill increaſe : 


* 
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ANN bluſhes when 1 woo her, 
And, with kindly-chiding eyes, 
Faintly ſays I ſhall uhdo her, | 
Faintly, O forbear, ſhe cries ; 


But her breaſts when I am preſſing, 


When to her's my lips I join, 


; Warm'd, ſhe ſeems to taſte the blefling, 


And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 
OVELY maid! fair beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my bliſs deny; 


| | Ceaſe, my tender love, to chide; 


Why ſo cruel, Daphne, why ? 


| Kindly to my with incline, — 


Why will Daphne faithleſs prove? 
Know my ſoul is wholly thine, _ 
And my heart is form'd for love. 


| Why, thus Night a faithful ſwain, 


Who to love was ever true; 


4 Why thus give that boſom pain, 


Which ſo long hath figh'd for you? , | 5 


bee her honey ſipe, 
In cowſlip dale, in vi'let ſhade; 


While no rude eye my bliſs ſurvey'd. 
Kiſs, love! (you cry'd 5) more kiſſes give; 


O could our bloom for ever live, 
I'd never bid my Damon ceeſe. | 

The tongue that ſpoke your ſhepherd bleſs'd: 
What mortal could refiſt ſuch charms! 


Thy boſom to my heart I preſe' d, 
And, panting, dy'd in Chloe's arms, 


2 | 
Wrrn Phills how oft . I ſtray' d, 
O' et hill, dale, and in the green groove! 
How pleas'd to attend the ſweet mai?! 
To tell her how fondly I lose. 
Z 8 1600998 e rtf ns e , 


— 


252 Soxcs for GenTLEMEN. 
| Not all the bloom of ſmiling May 


Then when ſoft ideas riſe, 

And the gay deſires grow ſtrong; 
Let them ſparkie in thy eyes, 

Let them murmur from thy tongue. 


To my breaſt with rapture clivg, 
Look with tranſport on my face; 
Kiſs me, preſs mc, ev'ry thing 
To endear the fond embrace. 


Ev'ry tender name of love, 
In ſoft whiſpers let me hear; 
And llet ſpeaking nature prove 
Ev'ry extacy ſincere. 


24 — 
Cx LIA, too late you wou'd regent: 
The offering all your ſtore, 
Is now but like a pardon ſent 
To one that's dead before, 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the blifs too late, 
You hinder me of one 1 lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent as fair, 
Wrea firſt my court I made; 

But when falſhoods plain appear, 
My love no longer flay'd. 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
W hoſe worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd medais down, 
And giving us the braſs, 


O! fince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 

Why cannot women grant the joy, 
Beiore the love is gone? 


2 — — 
Com E, deareſt Nancy dleſs my eyes, 
And ſtop the flowing tear z 
In you alone the magic lies, 
To animate and chear, 


Not half ſo ſweet the flow'rs difplay 
Their variegated hue ; 


| 


| 


Can charm ſo much as you. 


Where'er you tread, the warblers ſweet 
Melodious fill the grove; 
And ſmiling nature ſeems to greet 


But blaſted ev'ry flow'r appears, 
When you forſake theſe plains; 

No grove the feather'd ſtongſter chears, 
In ſweet mellifluous ftrains. 


Come, deareſt Nancy! come and ftey! 

From yeu my joys ariſe ; 

Your face gives brightnefs | to the days 

And luſtte to the ſkies. | 

For you I figh, and waſte my prime 
Ihen haſte, and let us prove, 

That rolling years, and fleeting time, 
Are tar too ſhort for love. 


526 — 


Cyprian goddeſs, take the lyre, 


Attune youtſclt each trembling ſtring ; 
My judgment guide, my fancy fire, 
With lovely Rachel s charms 1 fing, 


Let o:hers boaſt a beauteous face, 

A ſhape, a neck, a graceful air; 
Good- ſenſe and predence give her grace, 
Theſe make her more than blooming fair, 


Benevolence, that heav'n born puw'r, 
Her words and all her actions guide; 

"Tis this that claims each leiſure hour, 
This conſtitutes her only price, 


Ye fair-ones hence a truth confeſs, 
No charms with virtue can compare; 

Be cautious when the beaux adreſs. 
When miſery ſues, his ſorrows ſhare. 


Then, like my Rachel, vou will be 
Beyond the reach o: flat'ery's lore z 
Inconfancy will bend the knee, 


7 Ard wond'ring infidels adore, 


\ 


The preſence of my love, | 8 
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Come, my Sylvia come and bleſs 
This ſpot, which J have toil'd to dreſs 
In all that ehurms the gazer's eye, 

jo er'ry tint that wears a dye. 


In peace we'll dwell, and placid eaſe, 
We'll do whatever each fhal} pleaſe; 
Free as the ſeas our ſenſes roll, 

And ſpeak'a Boundleſs, fluent ſou], 


Nor time ſhall waft our love away, 

Swift as the thre2ds of life decay; 

Eich gale that flirts the hours along, 
Shall bring freſh wreathes to deck our ſong, 


From virtue's ſweets, that never cloy 
From rural ſcenes, extatic joy! 
Or turn the mind - inſtructing page, 
And learn to live a good old age. 
— 28 — 
Come Phoebus, and tune thy ſoft lyre ; 
Ye muſes, come join in the ſung ; 
While Celia the theme ſhall inſpire, 
The faireſt of all the gay throng 
The goddeſs of virtue and grace, 
The queen of all beauty and charms; 
'Tis tranſport to gaze on her face, 
'Tis heaven to reſt in her arms, 


0 could I charm Pluto's dull ears, 
Like Orpheus of old, with my lay, 
Or with Milton ſoar up to the ſpheres, 
] then might her merits diſplay : 
While her cbarms I attempt to rehearſe, 
A field fo unbounded doth rife, 
The ſubject's too great for my verſe, 
I fink, and am loſt with ſurprize, 
Urania, my boſom inſpire, | 
My genius enlarge it's degrees, 
To the height that my theme doth require, 
Tho' Jam not the criticks to pleaſe. 
'Tis Celia, the theme of my ſtrain, 
Whoſe plaudits I only can prise. 
ould I but her favor obtain,” * 
let envy my ſonnets deſpiſe, 
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ANN bluſhes when 1 woo her, 
And, with kindly-chiding eyes, 

Faintly ſays I ſhall uhdo her, 
Faintly, O forbear, ſhe cries z 


| But her breaſts when I am preſſing, 


When to her's my lips I join, 


Warm'd, ſhe ſeems to taſte the bleſſing, 


And her kiſſes anſwer mine. 
LoveLy maid! fair beauty's pride, 
Do not thus my bliſs deny; 
Ceaſe, my tender love, to chide; 

Why ſo cruel, Daphne, why ? 


| Kindly to my wiſh inctine,, . 


Why will Daphne faithleſs prove? 


Know my ſoul is wholly thine, _ 


if 


And my heart is form'd for love. 

Why, thus light a faithful ſwain, 
Who to love was ever true; 

Why thus give that boſom pain, 

Which ſo long hath ſigh'd for you? 


1 
WHERE the blithe * honey ſipe, 
In cowſlip dale, in vi'let ſhade; 
Dear Chloe there I've kiſs'd thy lips, 
While no rude eye my bliſs ſurvey d. 


Kiſs, love! (you cry'd ;) more kiſſes give; 
Thy Cbioe's pleaſure ſtill increaſe : 
O could our bloom for ever live, , 

I'd never bid my Damon ceefſe. 
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The tongue that ſpoke your ſhepherd bleſs'd: 


What mortal could refiſt ſuch. charms! 
Thy boſom to my heart I preſs#'d, —_ 
And, panting, dy'd in Cblce's arms, 
Wr Pi; $32 | 
ITH Pills how oft bave I ſtray'd, 
O'er hill, dale, and in the green grovel 
How pleas'd to attend the ſweet maid! 
To tell her how fondly I love. 


Nenn a8 %;) 


{| 
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My Phillis ſuch charms does impart, 
Lach beauties diſplay to the view 
From me the has ſtolen a heart; 
A heart that will ever prove true. 


She lends a kind ear to my tale; 
With ſmile ſhe my toil does reward; 
And when I my paſſion reveal, | 
Her looks fully ſpeak her regard. 


What mortal more happy can be! 
What cares can my boſom alarm ! 
WhilR Phillis, dear girl, is ſo free; 
Poſſeſſing each power to charm. 
But ſhould the e er ſlight her fond ſwain, 
And leave me her loſs to deplore, 
Then, Lethe, relieve me from pain, 
And let me not think of her more. 
Not think of her more did I ſay ? 
How vain ſuch an effort would prove ! 
For, long as I live, I each day 


Muſt think of her charms, and ſtill love, 


3 | 
Wms on forbidden fruit I gaze, 
And look my heart away, 
Behold my ftar of Yenus blaze, 
And riſe upon the day : 
Fair as the purple-bluſhing hours, 
That paint the morning eye; 
Or cheek of evening after - how te, 
That fluſh the weſtern ſky. 
I ſend a figh with ev'ry glance, 
And drop a ſofter tear; 
Hard fate, no farther to advance, 
And yet to be ſo near: 
So Moſes, from fair Pyſga's height, 
The land of Canaan ey dz 
Survey d the region of delight, 
He ſaw; came down and dy'd-. 
HEN bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mein; 
Ae blithe as ſummer's morning gay, 


| Averſe to freedom, love and play, 


| None other beauties ftrike mine eye, 


The lilies droop, the roſes die. 
But when, diſclaiming art, the fair 


I | Aﬀſumes a ſoft engaging air; 
| Mild as the op*ning morn of May, 
| | Familiar, friendly, free and gay: 
The ſcene improves, where'er ſhe goes, 
| More ſweetly ſmile the pink and roſe, 


oO lovely maid ! propitious hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd infincere; 


Pity a wild illuſive flame, - 
That varies objects fill the ſame 8 


And let heir very changes prove 
The never-vary'd force of love, 
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Warren gentle Harriot firſt I ſaw, 
| | Struck with a reverential awe, 


I felt my boſom mov'd: 


Her eaſy ſhape, her charming face: 
| | She ſmil'd, and talk'd with ſo much grace; 


I gaz'd, admir'd, and lov'd, 


| Up to the buſy town I flew, 


And wander'd all it's pleaſures thro', 
In hopes to eaſe my care: 


The buſy town but mocks my pain, 


It's gayeft pleaſures all are vain, 
For Harriet haunts me there. 


The labours of the learned ſage, 

The comic elamour of the ſtage, 
By turns my time employ; | 

I reliſh not the ſage's lore, 

The ftage's humours pleaſe no more, 
For Harriot's all my joy. 


Sometimes I try'd the jovial throng, 

Sometimes the female train among, 
To chace her form away : 

The jovial throng, is noiſy, rude, 

Nor other females dare intrude, 
Where Harrivt beate the ſway. 


» & 
— , 


hen me 

And 

bere's n 
And 


ten.fine 

Alou 
rt who c 
And 
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nee, then, nor art nor learning can, 
Nor company of maid or man, 
for want of thee atone; * 
) come, with all thy conqu' ring charms, 
) come, and take me to thy arms, 
For thou art all in one, | 
HE lily, and the bluſhing roſe, 
To many give delight; ; 
ut not a flow'r on earth that grows, 
Is half ſo bright a ſight, 
As lovely women, 
Charming women, 
Pleaſing, teizing, 
Heav'nly women. 


ny what makes cowards brave and bol 
Or what gave poets birth; TD 
what makes people fond of gold, | 
Or pleaſure dwell on earth? . - 
| But lovely women, &c, 
ſhen men are ſore oppreſs'd with grief, | 
And roam in ſearch of peace; 
here's nought can give ſuch ſure relief, 
And make their torments ceaſe. 
Such pow'r have women, &c, 
en. ſince the fair give ſuch delight, 
Aloud reſound their praiſe; . 
u who can view the glorious fight, 
And not their voices raiſe, 
To lovely women, &c, 


0 ſpeale my muſe, ſweet Charlerte's praiſe, 
And all her charms explore; 

" far beyond thy feeble lays, 

On themes like theſe ſo ſoar! 


ter is ev'ry grace combin'd, 
Diveſted of all art 3 | 
ngel's form, with ſenſe refin'd, 
Tocaptivate the heart ! 


mper open, mild and free, 
Abeart replete with truth 3 . 


ok dn HATS 
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In her we ev'ry virtue fee, | 
Reſplendent with her youth. 
Thrice happy he who gains the maid, 
For wedlock to incline z 
But happier I, could it be ſaid . 
That heav'n had ſtamę'd her mine? 


| Tnov ſetting ſun, 3 fair 


To take the cool and ev' ning air, 
With joy 1 hail thy lateſt 1 
That ſhew me where my Chlis ſtrays. 
O, let no clouds obſcure the ſkies, 
Or noxious exhalations riſe ! 


* 


But may ſweet flow'rs uprear their heads, 


ae roſes bloſſom, where the treads, 


Let ev'ry tenant of the grove, _ 
Remind her youthful heart of love; 
And ev'ry breeze convey a fi 

And whiſper tis for her I die. 


O!] ſweet, tormenting love, I feel 


2 Thy wound, which reaſon cannot heal: 


Thy fire, conceal'd within my breaft, 
Deprives my flutt'ring heart of reſt, 
At ev'ry glance of Chloe's eye, 
My boaſted reſolution flies : 

And ſtili I'm diffident to name 

My inward racks, and ſecret flames 


While Philomela ſad complains, 
And pours out all her plaintive trainsz. 


7 


' [I likewiſe mourn, in lays fincere' 


As ever reach'd a female ear. 


| Thou fon of Venus, hear my pray r. 


And with thy dart tranefix my fair 

With her fond ſwain, O ! make her prove 
The laſting bliſs of ardent love. | 
| 539 

How happy mould I be with either, 
Were t'other dear charmer away; 


rol, Ce. 


But while you thus teize me t , 
To neither a word will Iſayz Tol de 
2 | 


WHEN 
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W Hen the nymphs were contending for beauty & 
Bright Sylvia ſtood foremoſt in right of her claim; 
At court the was envy'd, and toaſted at White's; 
At court ſhe was envy'd, and toaſted at White's. 
But now ſhall I whiſper the fair-one's ſad caſe ; 
A cruel diſeaſe has deſtroy'd her ſweet face; 
Her vermillion is chang'd to a dull ſettled red, 
And all her gay graces of beauty are fled x 
And all, Se. 


Take heed, all ye fair, leſt you biomed 5 in vain; 
For Sylvia, tho' altered from pre ty to plain, 

Is now more engaging, ſince reaſon took place, 
Than when ſhe polleſs'd the per fections of face 
Shan when, Oc. 


Convinc'd, ſhe no more can coquette it, and teaze, 
Inſtead of tormenting, ſhe ſtudies to pleaſe; 
Makes truth and diſcre'ion the guide of her life; 
'Tho' ſpoil'd for a toaſt, ſhe" s well form'd for a wife. 
Tho' ſpoil'd, &c. 


—_ 4 — 
Warn Fefſy ſmil'd, her lovely look 
My wand'ring heart a pris 'ner took, 
And bound it with ſo ftrong a chain, 
I ne'er expect it back again. 


Then, Je, treat a captive true 
With gentle uſage—'tis its due: 

It pants for thee alone: 
Then take it kindly to thy breaſt, 
And give the weary wand”rer reſt, 

And keep it near thy own, 


-. 


— — 42 ——— 
Wurd I beheld you all divine, | 
And fondly thought your paſyon true 
I, Chloe, call'd you only mine, 
And lov'd no other nymph but you, 
How could I think a face ſo fair, 

Cou'd now fo falſe ard fickle prove; 
That you who did ſo often ſwear, 

Would ever break the bonds of love? 


But I no longer feel your chain, 
Nor you poſſeſs your woated pow'r ; 


| Now, now, Q ye gods! let me fly to your arms, 


But bid adieu, in plaintive notes, 


To rage {poor bird) a victim ell, 


| 


Where Celia is, no ſordid gloom, 


Soxncs for GENTLEMEN, 
[fame, | No longer I a ſlave remain, 


A Cbloe's captive as be fore: 
But go, and other hearts beguile, 


So. and ſome other conqueſt find ! The 
"Tis you that ſhow a flatt'ring ſmile, 
"Tis you can kill while yet you're kind, Fair 
W — — 43 — — 
HEN firſt thy ſoft lips I but civilly p: reſts But 
| Eliza, how great was my bliſs! 
The fatal contagion ran quick to my breaſt; Now 
J loft my poor heart with a kiſs, ; | 
And now, whenſupremely thus bleſt with your fight. Whe 
I ſcarce cau my tranſports reftrain ; | 
I wiſh, and I pant, to repeat the delight; Whit 
And kiſs you again and again. 4 
In raptures I wiſh to enjoy all thoſe charms; 21 


Still ſtealing from favour to favour—- 


And kiſs you for ever and ever. 


44 — — 
Wars Celia hants ok rural Jay, 
What tranſports fire my breaſt,  —__ 
W hene'er the ftrikes the trembling og, 
Methinks I'm more than bleſt, 
Methinks, Sc. | 


Or ſlow pac'd tear can dwell; 
Czlia can charm all theſe away, 
And care itſelf expel, 


As once the grove the fair one trod, 
And tun'd the Sylvan ſtrain. 

A lark to imitate her ſtrove, 
But ſtrove, alas! in vain, 


Her mattin ſong the ceas'd to fing, 
Or hail the riſtng down; 


To ev'ry mead and lawn, 


To think imvain the try'd ; 
Then ſtretch'd a wing, and dropp'd the ſpray, 
Forſook the ſkies and died. 


rays 


O 80% Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes; 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn bray, 
And thick'd it over wi' raſhes, 
Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd yes treen, 
And thought I ne' er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa panky een 
They gar my fancy falter. 


Now Beſſy's hair's like a lint tap; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phebus ſtarts frac Tbetis' lap, 
The hill with rays adorning 3 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waiſt and feet fri' genty; 
With ilk a grace ſhe can command, 
Her lips, O vow! they're dainty. 
And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like di'mones glances; 
She's a' ſae clean, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances; 
Blythe as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming, tight and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſac graceſu* flill; 
O Fove! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 
Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, © 
Ye unco fair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between ye twa, 
Ye are fic bonny laſſesz 
Wae's me, for baith I cannot get, 
To ane by law we're ſtentedz 
Then I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented, - 
0 546 
H! could the various pow*r of ſound 
Point out a lover's anguiſh z 


Then wou'd the notes with life rebound, 


Then would they ſprightly languiſh : 
Vell may the ſprightly fife declare 

Hope, and the ſofter lute deſpair, 
Now let notes with life rebound⸗ 

Now let them ſweetly languiſh. 


m et. 
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| [Thus with my heart, when Delia ſmiles, 


Soon it exults with pleaſure, 
ut when ſhe frowns obediens ſtill, 

I ſeek a ſofter meaſure : | 
h! would yeu with me ſympathize, 


. Watch but the motions of her eyes, 
5847 — 


Or thy ſex the faireſt, 


{Daphne come my deareſt | | 


See the opening ſpring invites ! 


[Earthly ſweets abounding, 
| [Leafy woods ſurrounding, 


Blooming and beauteous to the ſight, 


Call us forth to new delight, 


| Hark, how ſoftly cooing, © 
Yon male turtle wooing, 


Strives to charm the female dove! 


She no coyneſs feigning, 
Human arts diſdaining, 


Warn'd by-her example, 
Give my dear, a ſample, 
Of my heavenly joys in view! 
That lov'd form reſigning, 
Show a heart inclining,. 
To be kind and true. 


teſt thing 
Mild are her looks like opening ſpring, 


But then her wit's ſo very ſmall, 
That all her charms appear to lie, 
Like glaring colours on a wall, 
And erke 00 farther than the eye. 
Our eyes luxuriouſly ſhe 
Our ears are abſent from the feaſt, 


| One ſenſe is ſurfeited with ſweets, 


Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt, 


| So have I ſeen, with aſpect bright, 


And taudry pride, a tulip ſwell, 


Dee 
Ty * HE 


* 


| Whiſpers thus II love love, 


848 — 
|| SELINDA, ſure's the brigh 
That decks the earth, or breathes out air; 


And like the blooming ſummer fair, y 
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ORS AK EN my pipe and my crook, 

Why will you ſolicit my lay ? | 
No longer I fit by the brook, 
And carol my ſorrows away: 
Say, Laura, what theme ſhall I chuſe ? 
Your praiſes I muſt not proclaim 
And friendſhip's too cold for my mule, 
And love I'm forbidden to name, 


For I'm but a poor ſimple ſwain, 


And my cottage, tho” neat on the plain, 
Is cover'd with thatch, and that's all; 
And Laura is blooming and young, 
Ah! would that I roo were the ſame ; 
My heart thea might hint to my tongue 
What now I'm forbidden'to name. 


Yet deny'd my fond wiſh to impart, 

My wiſhes from you ſhall not ſwerve, 
That the ſhepherd who ſues for your heart, 
By his own may your, virtues deſerve ; 
Wich the charms which no time can deſtroy, 
With the worth which no breath can defame, 
May you taſte of that permanent joy, 
Which now I'm forbidden to name. 

7 7 — 
Ext the primroſe or cowſlip could blow 

You ſaid that you'd ſurely be here; | 
You care aot, and yet you ſhould know 
The firſt of the May is now near. 

The cuckow has utter d her train, 

The thruth is now heard on each ſpray, 
And the nightingaleſeems to complain, 
Astho' you, my dear ſwain, were away. 


What's theſp ing if you keep from my ſight, 
What the ſweets of the field and the grove! 


2 9 ns pr rr 


Whole flocks and whoſe herds are but ſmall | 


ln modeſt concealment ſhe peeps on the days 
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| You know how it is to be kind, 


— =— 
3 
„ 


8 | While the ſons of debauch to indulgence give way 


Let us, my dear Stella, the garden ſurvey, 


I | The gay gaudy tulip obſerve as you walk, 


* 


No muſic can five me delight, 
But the muſic cf Colin and love: 
Let winter return when it will, 
Let ſnow and let troſt too prevail, 
If Colin muſt keep from me (till, 
Why ſhould April perfume thus the ay 


But vows you have ſaid are not wind, 
Come and make the fond ſeaſon more 827 


Who's heart you have ſtolen away: 
On wiogs, love this meſſage conveys, 
The ſeaſon non haſtes to its prime; 
can hear, and take no delays, 
Fe:ch up what yu ve loſt of the time. 
SERENE i is the morn, a lark leaves bis neft, 
And ſings a ſalute to the dawn; 
The ſun with his ſplendor embroiders the eaſt, 
And brightens the dew on the lawn: 


And ſlumber the prime of their hours, 


And make our remarks on the flow'rs, 


How flaunting the gloſs of its veſt; 
How proud, and have ſtately it ſtands on its ful 
In beauty's diverſity dreſt : 
From the roſe, the car nation, the pink and the clove 
What odours inceſſantly ipring ! 
The ſouth wafts a richer perfume to the grove, 
As he bruſhes the leaves with his wing, 


Apart from the reſt, in her purple array, 


The violet numbly retreats; 


Yet none can excel her in ſweets: 


Jo humble, that (though with unparallel'd grace 
She might e*en a palace adorn) | 

Che oft” in the hedge hides her innocent face, 
And grows at the foot of the thorn, 


Sy beauty, my fair one, is doubly refin'd, 
When modeſty heightens her charms; | 

When meekneſs, like thine, adds a gem to her mind, 
We long to be lock'd in her arms. 

Tho' Venus herſelf from her throne ſhould deſcend, 
And the graces await at her call 

To thee the gay world would with preference bend, 
And hall thee the vi'let of all. | 

WHEN Streben the rover fich Phillis addrefs'd | 
He took her to wake and to fair; | 

He bought her gay ribbons to wear at her breaſt, 
And thus whiſper'd the nymph in the ear, 

Tomy paſſion be kind, gentle pity beſtow, 

But the maiden's reply to young Strephon was no, 

Lud don't you, lud don't you keep teazing me ſo. 


The youth, who ſuch coyneſs had oftentimes ſeen, 
Ne'er heeded the maiden's reply; 


ft, "Wl But returning one eve from the dance on the green, 
. Hereſolv'd t'other effort to try. 

: $0 he kiſs'd and he preſs'd, crying pity beſtow, 
e way But the maiden reply'd pray have done Strephon do 


Lud don't you keep teazing me ſo, 
Oppoſition like this ſo his paſſion enhanc'd, 

That without her he ſwore he ſhould die, 
Then an offer of marriage he f. irly advanc'd, 

And ſhe ſaid in a month ſhe'd comply: 
But he bexg'd her to church the next morning to go, 
dhe bluſhing aſſented, the reaſon I trow 
Was to keep him from teazing her ſo, + 


Galk 


e clove 


Now ſummer ES dull winter recedes, 
Primroſes and vi lets adorn ev'ry hill, 

The lads and the laſſes trip o'er the green meads, 
Or fit by meanders flow murmuring rill. [ grove, 


Vhilt the up-land, the low-land, the wood- land the 


PasTORAL 


| Gay Florimel gathers each odorous flow'r 


While Colin with Phillis rep>trs to the bow'r 
| To exchange a ſweet kils, or to plight a fond yow 


lo deck witha chaplet her ſwain's youthful brow. 


| Whilſt the up-land, Sc. 55 
Fair Daphne at morn bids adieu to her cot, 


And iecks the cool grot, or ſecluded alcove; 
| Her Damon ſhe greets at the critical ſpot, 

His heart that leaps for joy at the ſight of his love. 
Whilſt the up-land, &c. OT 


When Phebus forſakes this low region of clay, 

And ſinks in ſoft rapture on Thetis fair breaſt; 
For the weariſome labour of rigorous day 

Balmy ſleep has an adequate portion of reft, 
Whilſt the up-land, &c. | | 
WIREV winter o'erſhadows the ſcene, 

And no longer the hyaciaths blow; 
Chill frott nips the leaf on the green, 
And the rivulet ceaſes to flow, 


Till reviv'd by the breathings of ſpring, 


All nature looks ſmiling and gay; 
The warblers in extaſy ſing, 
And own the ſoft impulſe of May. 


The lambkins now ſportin the vale, 
By the ſtream that meanders along; 
The wood-pidgeon tells its ſoft tale, 
While melody echoes the ſong. 
What pain from thy coldneſs I've known, 
When your frowns did my paſſion reprove; 
Now you ſmile, May's ſoft raptures I'll own, 
And bleſs the ſweet ſeaſon of love. 
How blithly all the live long day, 
The feather'd warblers ſing; 
On ev*ry buſh they chaunt their lay, 
Or tri!l on ſoaring wing. 
"Tis joy that fills the vocal race, 
All unconfin'd and free ; 


And valley re-echoes ſweet carols of love, « | 


We'll bleſs the roof from place to 2 


How ſweet is liberty! YMPHS 


Nyw PHS and ſhepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the ſweets of May; 

Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns 2 | | 
Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and ſhepherds come away. 


PR: —. — — 
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H ITHER, Pbæbus, tuin thine eyes, 
Nor longer hide the day; 
Give light and glory to the ſun, 
And blooming youth to May. 


Spring implores thy gentle atd, 
To riſe in lis ry gay; 

While no rude blaſt ſhall pierce the glade, 
Or cool the warmth of May. £ 


Flora too, invokes the pow'r 
Of thy reviving ray, 
To ſcatter roſes ev ry hour, 
And ſcent the breath of May, 


Come and give to nature grace, 
To beauty quick convey 

That lovely excellence of face, | 
That bluſh, which charms the May. 


10 
1 N fpring. my dear ſhepherss, your flow'rets are gay, 
They breathe all their ſweets in the ſun-fhine of May 
But hang down their heads when December is near, 
The winter of life is like that of the year. 


The larks and the linnets that chant o'er the plains, 
AN, all are in love while the ſummer remains; 
Their fweethearts in autumn no longer are dear, 
The winter of life is like that of the year, 


Tie fraſon for love, is when youth's in its prime, 
Ye lads and ye lafſes, make uſe of your time; 
The froſt of old age will too quickly appear, 

Fhe winter of life is like that of the year, 


11 — 
Is rofy bloom of ripen'd years, 
To cach fogd ſhepherd known, 


PASTORAL Sonos. 
| | Young Priſcy, wanton «2 the air, 
| This Kiety ſaw, but yet dear truth. 


| And virtue—prudence' chaplet wove, 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 


They take what nature's gifts afford, 


The hamlet rul'd alone; 
Each riſing paſſion ſway d; 


To crown the brilliant maid. 


Ah! happy more than happy fair, 
Difcretion ſway'd alone 
But warring love conſum'd her care, 
And pluck'd off wiſdom's crown : 
What Priſcy was, ſee Kitty is,, 
The roſe of each muſt fade; 
When virtue once deſerts her ſeat, 
Undone's the unhappy maid. 
12 5 
Ir thofe who live in ſhepherd's bow r, 
Preſs not the gay and ſtately bed; 
The new mown hay and breathing flow'r, 
A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread; 


Sooth not their taſte with wanton art: 


And take it with a chearful heart. 


If thoſe who drain the ſhepherd's bowl, 

No high and ſparkling wines can boaſt 3 
| With wholeſome cups they chear the ſoul, 
And crown them with the village toaſt, 


If thoſe who join in ſhepherd's ſport, 

| Dancing on the daify'd ground, 
Have not the ſplendor of a court, 

Yet love adorns the merry round, 


| 1 —  —_——— 
Hall. Windſor! crown'd with lofty towers, 

Where nature wantons at her will; 

Decks ev'ry vale with fruits and flow'rs, 
With waving trees adorn the hill: 

Like Mars with Venus in his arms, & 
Like his thy ſtrength, like her's thy charmy 

Like his thy ſtrength, &c. | 

When o'er thy plains I ſtretch mine eyes, 


| Plear'd with thy proſpeQ unconſin dz 


A tho 


Exch ri 
And 
The gr 
Viel. 
Fair F. 
And de 


The fity 
With 
Its glitt 
Gree! 
With w 
In vario! 
From hi] 
Thy! 
And, vie 
Tranſ 
While en 


And prai 


\ tho 


A thouſand ſcenes before me riſe, 
A thouſand beauties charm my mind: 
Tho different each, yet each agrees, 
Nor this, nor that, but all things pleaſe. 


Thus Strephon views his lovely fair, 
From charm to charm in raptures loſt; 
Yet not her face, her ſhape, nor air, 
Nor yet her eyes tranſport him moſt : 
But 'tis the heavenly finiſh'd Whole, 
With matchleſs grace delights his ſoul, 


——— nn 


14 
Hall. Greenwich ! erown d with ſweet delight, 


Throughout thy parks diſplay' dz 
There nature's laviſh charms invite 
Each youth and blooming maid ; 
To tade the joys of rural ſhade, 
Where nought but love and mirth invades, 
Waere nought, Ec. 


Thy ranging groves of lofty trees, 
With ſpreading ſhades repel 
The heat of Phebus ſultry rays. 
There feather'd ſongſters dwell, 
In peaſir g emblems of i true love, 
Melodious warbling through the grove, 


Exch rifing hill new proſpects yields, 
And captivates the mind; 13 

The grazing flocks, the pleaſant fields, 
Yield raptures unconfin'd ; | 

Tait Flora paints the verdant "ſcene, 

And decks with fragrant ſweets the green. 


The filver Thames glides gently by, 
With peace and plenty crown'd; 
I's glitt', ing ſurface chear the eye, 
Green ofiers mantling round; 
Wich wanton wavings as it gcet, 
In various forms new beauty ſhews, 


From hi}l to dale, from dale to grove, 
Thy ſplendors thine around; 

And, viewing each, we fully prove, 
Tranſporting joys abound: _ 

While extacy inſpires the ſoul, © 

And praiſing one, we praiſe the whole, 
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| 


: The flocks as they careleſsly feed, | 


With ribbons and roſes her lambkins are crown'd, 


|| More lovely, more pleafingly gay: 


A 15. — — 
How chearful along the gay mead 
The daiſy and cowſlip appear, 


Rejoice in the ſpring of the year. 


The myrtles that ſhade the gay bow'rs, 
The herbage that ſprings from the ſod, 
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and ſweet flow! u, 
All riſe to the praiſe of my god. 


Shall man, the great maſter of all, 
The only inſenſible prove, 

Forbid it, fair gratitude's call, 
Forbid it devotion and love. 


The Lord, who ſuch wonders could raiſe, 
And till can deſtroy with a nod, 
My lips ſhall inceſſantly praiſe, 
My ſoul ſhall be wrapt _ God. 
16 
„Tis the birth-day of Phille, hark how the birds 
Their notes are remarkably ſweet ; [fing, 
The villagers brought all the honours of ſpring, | 
And ſcatter their pride at her feet, | 


A while they reſpectfully ſtand, 
Then o'er the green lawn with a frolic they bound, 
But firſt rake a Kiſs from her hand. 


'Mongft ſhepherds i in all the gay round of the year, 
This—this is their principal day; 
It gave Phillis birth—and pray what can appear 


Hark—h3rk ! how the tabor enliv'ns the ſcene. 
Ye {ads with your laſſes advance; 

Tis charming to ſport on a daiſy-dreſt green, 
And Phillis ſhail lead up the dance. 


The ſun—(and he ſhines in his brighteſt array 
As it on this feſtival proud) 

In order to give us a beautiful day 
Has baniſh'd each travelling cloud: 

The | rieft paſs'd *long, and my ſhepherdeſs ſigh'd, 
Sweet Phillis) I knew what ſhe meant— 

We ſtole from the paſtimes -I made her my bride, - 


Her ſigh was the figh of content. DECREPID 


( — 2 . — — U —— — 
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_ gSoon the fair Narciſſus dies, 


__ 1 
DecrepiD winter limps away ! 
Now youthful ſpring, all trim and gay, 
Comes tripping o'er the ſunny plain, 
With health and pleaſure in her train: 
She comes; and lo! where'er the treads, 


Soft cowſlips lift their velvet heads, 


With faow-drops white, and vi'leis blue, 
And flow'rs of every leaf and hue, 

Hail ! ſmiling ſeaſon, woo'd by thee, 
Town has no longer charms for me; 
Sated with folly, ſmoak, and noiſe, 

I pant for calmer, purer joys, | 

Lead me, fome rural genius, where, 

The wanton, cool, and balmy air, | 
Freſh breathing from bill, mead and grove, 
Inſpires feftivity and love. 

Thrice happy man, whoſe friendly fate, 
Affords a pleaſant country ſeat ; 

Secure retirement, and defence, 

From bus'nefs, and impertinence, 

There, he may ſtreteh beneath the ſhade, 
For eaſe and contemplation made, 

And, neither ſpy nor whiſp'rer near, 


Enjoy the beauties of the year. 


18 — 
Ev Rv nymph and ſhepherd, bring 
Tributes tothe queen of May; 
Rifle for her brows the ſpring; 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay, 
Make her as the ſeaſon gay. 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour; 
Teach her then, from ev'ry flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting hour, 


Now the fair Narciſſus blows, 
With his ſweetneſs now delights; 
By his fide, the maiden roſe 
With her artleſs bluſh invites, 
With her, Sc. 
_ ſo fragrant, and — gay, 
Is the blooming queen o ; 
Such, ſo fragrant, &c. ** 


Every paſſion wiſely moving, 


| Soon he droops his languid head; 
From the roſe her purple flies, 
None inviting to her bed, 
None, &c, | 
uch, = now ſo —_— gays 
Soon ſhali be the 2 3 
Such, tho' now, Se. N 


Tho? thou art a rural queen, 


| By the ſuffrage of the ſwaine, 


Beauty, like the vernal green, 

In thy ſhrine not long remains, 

In thy, &c. | | 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves thy love and truth ; 
Bleſs, then, quickly bleſs the youth, 
Who deſerves, & Es | 

10 —ññññññ— 


H APPT hours all Den 
When retir'd from crowds and noiſe, 
Happy is that filent dwelling, | 
Fill'd with ſelf- poſſeſſiag joys. 
Happy is that contented creature, 
Who with feweſt things is pleas d, 
And conſults the voice of nature, 
When of roving fancy's eas” 


5 


Juſt as reaſon turns the ſcale, 
Every ſtate of lite improving. 
That no anxious thoughts prevail. 


| Happy man who thus poſſeſſes, 


Life with ſome companion dearz 
Joy imparted ftill increaſes, 
Briefs when told ſoon diſappear. 


2O — 


H appy the man whoſe wiſh and care 


A few paternal acres bound, 8 
Content to breath his native air | 
In his own ground; "mi 
Whoſe herds with mille, whoſe field with bread, i Hi, * 
Whoſe flocks ſupply him with attire; 10 2 @ 
Whoſe trees in ſummer yield him ſhade, And fte 


In winter fires 


B'efs'd, who can unconcer='dly find 

Hours, days, and years, ſlide ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
| Quiet by day, 
Sound ſeep by night, Rudy and eaſe 

Together mix'd, ſweet recreation, 
And innocence, which moſt doth pleaſe, 

With meditation. 


Thus let me live, unſeen, unknown ; 
Thus unlamented ler me die | 
Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 
| Tell where I lie, 
| 21 a 
Awake my charmer, my Roſalind wake, + 
Thy ſhepherd, thy Paridel i here; 4 
Come ſhake off thy Number, thou queen of my heart, 
And let me thy beauties ſevere: 
Thy deareſt companions of mirth are all up, 
Lo! yonder they trip o'er the plain; 
Oh! come, or they Il chide the negleR of thy vow, 
And never believe thee again. 


0h! come, while the birds are all whiſtling around, 
And teaching ſoft echo to fing : 
While morning profuſe of unparallel'd ſweets, | 
Drops ſpice on the zephyr's wing: | 
Oh! now, while the ſun at thy window peeps in, 
And ſhoots his bold rays at thine eyes 
Oh! now, while thy ſhepherd, thy Paride!'s here, 
Ariſe, my dear Roſalind, riſe, 
| 22 
S Amoret and Phillis ſat 
One evening on the plain, 
ind ſaw the charming Strepbom wait 
To tell the nymph his pain; 
The threat ning danger to remove, 
He whiſper'd in her ear, 6 
h! Ph;llis, if you would not. love 
The ſhepherd, do not hear. 


one ever had ſo ſtrange an art, 
His paſſion to conv ex 


ito a lining virgin? heart, 


3 
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Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give 
Occafion for your fate, 
In vain, ſaid ſbe, in vain I ſtrive. 
Alas! tis now too late. 
bh 


3 : 
| AGAIN the balmy zephyr blows, 


Freſh verdure decks the grove, 
Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love. 


Ye gentle warblers, hither fly, 

And ſhun the noon-tide heat; — 
My ſhrubs a cooling ſhade ſupply, 

My groves a ſafe retreat, 


Here freely hop from ſpray to ſpray, 
Or weave the molly neſt; 

Here cove and ſing the live long day, 
At night here ſweetly teſt. 


| Amidſt this cool tranſlucent rill, 


That trickle down the glade, 
Here bathe your p umes, here drink your fill, 
And revel in the ſhade, 
No ſchool-boy rude, to miſchief prone, 
E'er ſhews his ruddy face, 
Or twange his bow, or hurls a tone, 
In this ſequeſter*d place. 
Hither the vocal thruſk repairs, 
Secure the linnet fings. * 
The goldfinch dreads no ſlimy ſnares 
To clog her painted wings, 


Sad Philomd ! ah quit thy haunt, 


Yon diſtant woods among, * 
And round my friendly grotto chaunt 

Thy ſweetly-plantive long. | 
Let not the harmleſs red-breaſt fear, 

Domeſtic bird, to come | 


And ſeele a ſure aſylum here, 


With one that loves his home. 


| My trees for you, ye artleſs tribe, 


Shall ſtore of fruit preſerve; 


And ſteal her ſoul away 3 ?: K 4 


Oh, let me thus your friendſhip bribe?! 
| Come feed without reſerve, = 8 


% - 
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> 
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For you theſe cherries 1 protect, En | So paſs the beauties of 1 prime, 
To you theſe plumbs belong; That e' en in blooming die; 
Sweet is the fruit that you have pick'd, Jo, ſhrinking at the blaſt of time, 
But ſweeter far your ſong. | The treach'rous graces fly. Re. e 
Let, then, this league betwixt us made, Let thoſe, my Stella, Night the ſtrain, a 
Our mutual intereſts guard; b Who fear to find it true! | "OP 
Mine be the gift of fruit and ſhades, Each fair of tranfient beanty vain, - 
Your ſongs be my, reward. — And youth as tranſient too! | 
F 24 With charms that win beyond the ſight, 
WAKE, my fair, the morning ſprings, And hold the willing heart, 
Tie dew-erops glance around, My Stella ſhall await their ſlight, 
The heifer lows, the black-vird fing, Nor ſigh when they depart. 


{; 
The echoing vales reſound. Still graces ſhall remain behind, 


The ſimple ſweets would Stella taſte, And beauties ſtill controul ; 
That breathing morning yields, The graces of the poliſh'd mind, 
The frsgrance of the flow'ry waſte, And beauties of-ahe ſou... 
And freſhneſs of the fields! . 
By uplanes, and the green wood fide, Ant whither, alas ! ſhall I ly 3 
We'll t-ke our early way, What clime ſhall I ſeek for relief ? 
And view the vally ſpreading wide, | Since Pbillis no longer is nigh, + 
And op'niug with the day. ; O! how thall I ſmcther my grief? 


The ſweeteff, the faireſt was ſhe, 

So ſweetly ſhe tript o'er the plain; 
But now the ne'er ſmiles upon me, 

She's ſaithleſt—and falſe th her ſwain. 


With Strep bon ſhe's gone far away, 
With him is contented and bleſt; 
While 1 am diſtracted all day, 
And ruin'd for want of my reſt, 
No heed can I take of my ſheep, 


Nor uninſtructive ſhall the ſcene 
Unfold it's charms in vain, 

The fallow brown, the meadow green, 
The mountain and the plain. 


Each de w drop slinl'ning on the thorn, 
And trembling to it's fall, 

Each bluſh that paint the check of _ 
In fancy's ear ſhall call: 


* 


O ye in youth and beauty s pride, They ramble and roam as they pleate, 
Who lightly dance along; | For I can do nothing but weep, 
While laughter frolics at your fide, | Till Pb//is my ſorrows appeaſe, 


And rapture tunes your ſong 3 


| | Dear nymph, hear thy ſhepherd complain, 

What though each grace around you play , Return and ſubdue all my care; | 

Each beauty bloom for you, o longer torment me with pain, 
Warm as the bluſh of rifing day, „ Nor drive me thus into deſpair: 

And ſparkling as the dew; | Thy charms ever ſhall be my pride, | 
The bluſh that glows ſo gaily now, EF Thy ſmiles I will ever admire, + 1 

But glows to diſappear, | [Thea deign for to be but my bride, 
And quiv'ring from the bending bough, a And ſatzsfy all my deſire, = 


Soon breaks the pearly tear! 


— ——— ͤ é— 


— — eee EEE INE IE ITIIIOER — 


| — 26 
Arr, nature loks gay, 
While birds on each ſpray _ 
Re. echo ſweet harmony round; 
The lily and roſe 
Their beauties diſcloſe, 
And daiſies enamel the ground, 


The meadows look green, 
No ſorrows are ſeen, 

Lach garden's enraptur'd with Joy; 3 
Bright murmuring ills, 
That circle the hills, 

Yield pleaſures that never can cloy, 


The ſnowy-fleec'd lambs, 
Beſide of their dams, 

Paſs merrily all the glad day; 
While huſbandmen mo 
By the wonderful beat 

Of Phobus's powerful ray, 


And tho' the ſpring's fled, 
We've ſummer inſtead, . 

With charms that.enliven the ſoul: 
So nothing but mirth 

Inhabits our earth, 

From latitude—nought, . to the pole. 


— — 


Along the banks of Tweed, 

\ bonny laſs, as ever was, 

Came ripping o'er the mead: 

he hearty ſwain, untaught to feign, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd : 

ind full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty maid. - 


Deer laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 

Thou haſtily wand'reſt here? 

y ewes, the cry'd, are ſtraying wide 
Canſt tell me, laddy, where? 

10 town iſe hie, he made reply, 

dome muckle ſport to ſee; 

ut thou' rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee, 


bt — ꝓↄœ 
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15 Jamie gay, gang'd blit he his way, 
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She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 

But lik'd the youth's. intent ; | 
O er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went: 

The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 


And flowers bloom'd around; 
And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 


And joys which lovers crown'd. 


| | And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 


[ (The zenith of his pow'r) 


| When to a ſhade their Neps they made, 


| To paſs the mid- d hour: 
The bonny lad raw'd in his plaid 
fTbe laſs who ſcorn'd tofrown; 
She ſoon fo: got the ewes ſhe —_— 
And he to gang to town, 
—d —_— —— 28 — — 
As 1 late, within the grove, 
Bemoan'd his too ſucceſsleſs love, 
And eas'd (retit'd) his ſecret pain, 
The god of love, who wander'd near, 
Chanc'd his complaint co overhear, 
And thus addreſs'd the ſwain : 


Riſe, filly ſhepherd, riſe, (he cry'd;) 

It ſeems you're eaſily deny'd, 

Becauſe the charming nymph 3 is coy : 
The tongue may learn to ſpeak with art; 


Conſult it in her eve! 


Tis in that mirror of her ſoul, 

The ſecrets of her boſom roll, 

Reveal'd, without diſguiſe, to view; 
For, Dawes take it for a tru h, 

You only are the favour'd youth, 

And Lydia loves but you! 


No more my altars then upbraid, 

Nor thus invoke my need eſs aid! 
Since faithful I have done.my part ; 

Thy own perform with like addreſs, 

| She ſoon ſhall yield, thy arms to bleſs, 

And give thee all her heart!” 

A 


— 


—— — 


But would you know the fair-one's heart, 


Or errant + 
* 
. — 


— 
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So ſpoke, ſincere, the friendly god, 
When ſtreight along the flow'ry road, 

The nymph with larguid beauty mov'd; 
The ſwain with joy the moment ſeiz'd, 
She heard his tender vows well pleas'd, 

And all his wiſh approv'd. 


With grateful pride, and gladſome air, 
To Hymen's ſhrine be led the fair! 

And made the laſting bliſs ſecure. 
Let maids no more falſe coldneſs feign, 
Let faithful ſwains no more complain, 

But boldly aſk a cure! 


As paſſing by a ſhady grove, 
I heard a linnet fing, ' 

Whoſe ſweetly plaintive voice of love 
Proclaim'd the chearful ſpring, 


His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow 
As if he knew no pain; 

Bis downy throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 
It echo'd o'er the plain, 


Ah! happy warbler, (1 reply'd,) 
Contented thus to be; 

*Tis only harmony and love 
Can be compar'd to thee; 


Thus perch'd upon the ſpray ye Rand, 
The monarch of the ſhade; 

And even fp ambrohal ſweets, 
That glow from ev'ry glade. 


Did man poſſeſs but half thy 1, 
How joyful might he be! 

But man ves never form'd for this, 
*Tis only joy for thee, 


Then farewel, pretty bird, (I ſaid,) 
Purſue thy plaintive tale, 
And jet thy 4 accents ſpread 

All o'er ibe fragrant vale, 


—U O 1 4 
Ar noon, on a ſultry ſummei's day, 
Ine brighter lady of the May, 


| As on a ſummer's day, 


Young Cbloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade, 


Each ſlender finger play'd it's part 

With ſuch activity and art, 

As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the moſt decay'd. 


Her fav'rite ſwain by chance came by, 

He ſaw\ no anger in her eye; 

Yet when the bafhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have ſeem'd afraid. 


She let her ivory needle fall, n 

And hurl'd away tbe twiſted hall: 

But ſtraight gave Strephon iuch a call, 
As wou'd have rais'd the dead. 


Dear gentle youth, is't none but thee 
With innocence I dare be free 


By ſo much truth and modeſty 


No nymph was e er betray d. 
Come, lean thy head upon my lap, 


| While thy ſweet cheeks I ftioke and clap, 


Thou may'ſt ſecurely take a nap: 
When he, poor fool! obey'd. 


She ſaw him yawn, and heard him ſnore ; ; 

And found him fa? aſleep all o'er: 

She ſigh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 


Such virtue ſhall rewarded be; 
For this thy dull fidelity, 


I'll truſt thee with my flocks, not me: 


Purſue thy grazing trade. 


{| Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, © 
And watch all nightuby flocks to keep; 


Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd aſleep 
By * miſtaken- maid. 


11 —— 


In the green- wood ſhade I lay, 
The meid ghat 1 lov'd, 
As ber fancy mov'd, 

Came walking forth that way. 


And as ſhe paſſed by, 15 

With a ſcornful glance of her eye, 
What a ſhame, quoth ſhe, | 
For a ſwain muſt it be, 

Like a lazy loon for to lie 


And doſt thou nothing heed 
What Pan, our god, has decreed 
What a prize to-day | _ 
Shall be given away | 
o the ſweeteſt ſnepherd's reed? 


here's not a fingle ſwain - 


Of all this fruitful plain, 
But with hopes and fears, 
Now buſily prepares 
he bonny boon to gain. 


Shall another maiden ſhine 

u brighter array than thine? 
Up, up, dull ſwain, 
Tune thy pipe once again, 

ind make the garland mine, 


alas! my love, I cried, 
hat avails this courtly pride? 
Since thy dear deſert 
Is written in my heart, 
Vbat is all the world beſide ? 


10 me thou art more gay, 

n this homely ruſſet grey, 

Than the nymph of our green, 
So trim and ſo ſheen, ; 

Ir the brighteſt queen of May, 


What tho" my fortune frown, 
Ind deny thee a filken gown 
My own dear maid, 
De content with this ſhade, 
nd a ſhepherd all thy own, 


RISE ſweet meſſenger of morn, 

th thy mild beams our ſkies adorn z 
or long as ſhepherds pipe and play, 
ts, this, ſhall be a holiday. 


— 


— ———— . — 
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See! morn appears; a roſy hue 

. I Steales ſoft o'er yonder orient blue; 
Soon let us meet in trim array, 

And frolic out this holiday. 


As the plowman homeward goes, 
Plodding to the hamlet bound, 

Giant-like his ſhadow grows, 

s Lengthen'd o'er the level ground, 


The fteer along the meadow ſtrays 
Now the furrow'd taſk is done 

And village windows blaze, 
Gliſt'ning to the ſetting ſun, 

| Mark him from behind the hill, 
Streak the purple painted ſæy: 

Can the pencil's mimie ſkill - 
Copy the refulgent dye? 


| Where the riſing foreſt ſpreads. 
Round the time-dec2ying dome 
To their high-built airy beds, 
See the rooks returning home ! 


| As the lark with vary'd tune, 

Carols to the ev*ning loud, 

| Mark the mild, reſplendent moon, 
Breaking (through a parted cloud! 


| Tripping through the ſilken graſs, 
O'er the path-divided dale, 

See the roſe-compleRion'd laſs 

With the well pois'd milking pail. 

| Linnets with unnumber'd notes, 
And the cuckow bird with two, 

Tuning ſweet their mellow throats, 

, | Bids the fitting ſun adieu. 


/ 
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BeneaTra a cooling ſhade 
Young Strephon ſought relief: 

The flow'rs around his head 
Pin'd, conſcious of his grief. 


6 Aa 2 


< 


Fon dy 


— 


— —— 


— — eats. gn rn 


—_—— 
b D LIT; 2 
K ——j˖ç—— — — 


—— 


- - 
dd —_ 
* 


268 Pas rox Al Sox ss. 


Fond, fooliſh wretch, (he cry'd) 
I love and yet deſpair 

Purſue, tho' ſtill deny'd 
By the cool, cruel fair, 


The courtier afks a place; 
The ſailor tempts the ſea z 

The miſer begs increaſe ; 
Love only governs me. 


Not honour, wealth, or fame, 
Can like ſoft tranſports move: 
On earth *tis bliſs ſupreme, 
And he. v'n is but to love. 


$$ — 


Bexrarn a bower of bloom! g May, 
Young Damon all complaining lay, 
Of Chloe's cold diſdain ; 
In vain the flowers adorn'd the mead, 
Neglected lay his crook and reed; 
His flocks forſake the plain, 


Whither, he cries, ye happy hours, 

That gaily frolic'd round theſe bowers, 
Ah! whither take your flight? 

Will Chloe deign no more to hear 

The ardent vous, the ſighs ſincere ? 
That gaye fo much delight, 


Ye rapt'rous joys, that fir'd my breaſt, 
When by no jealous fear oppreſs'd, 
Of happier rival's claim; 
Where are ye fled ! for ever gone, 
Tho' ardours in my bofom burn; 
My paſſion till the ſame. 


The modeſt bluſh, the down- caſt look, 
| Whene'er I of my paſſion ſpoke, 

Did ev'ry fear annoy z 
Chearful I tun'd my pipe all day, 


My flocks delighted, ſought their play; 


All nature ſmil d with joy. 


Deſpair now only racks my mind, 
My Chloe now no more is kind, 
But ſights my ardent vows 3 


The ſmiles ſhe once bebo on me, 
The vows, that conſtant ſhe We uld be, | 
On Colin now beſtows. | 


Careful I'll ſhun my fellow ſwains; | 
Their youthful ſports, their rural games, 
Can yield delight no more: 

Retired to the ſhady grove, 

That has my artleſs tales of love, 

So often echo'd o' er; 


(But now the ſad reverſe muſt know, 
And only echo to my oe, 

Since Cbloe's prov'd untrue z) 

lone I'll ſeek the once-bleſs'd ſhade, 
Where arm in arm we oft have ſtray'd, 
Till death my pains ſubdue. 


—  ———— , 


Brow, ye bleak winds, around my head, 
And ſooth my heart-corroding care, 
Flaſh round my brows, ye lightnings ted, 
And blaſt the laurels planted there! 


But may the maid, where'er ſhe be, 


Think not of my diftreſs nor me. 


| May all the traces of our love 
Be ever blotted from her mind; 


May from her breaſt my vows behing] | 


And no remembrance leave behind 


But may the maid, Cc. 


Oh! may I ne'er behold her more, 
For ſhe has robb'd my ſoul of reſt, 

| Wiſdom's affiſtance is too poor 

To calm the tempeſt in wy breaſt] 

| But may the maid, &. 


Come, death ! 
And with my ſorrows lay me low; 
And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor Jaſting be her woe; 
But may ſhe think, where er ſhe be, 


No more of my diſtreſs 1 nor me, 
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CoMe, thou queen of penſi ve air, 

jn thy ſable· footed car, 

py two mournful turtles drawn; 

Let me meet thee on yon lawn, 

With decent veſtments wrapt around, 
ö And thy brows with cypreſs bound! 
(vickly come, thos ſober dame, 
Ang thy muſing poet claim, 
gear me where thou lov'ſt to rove, 
jn the deep, dark, ſolemn grove 
Where on banks of velvet green, 
Peace with ſilence Rill is ſeen; 


And leiſure at the ſultry noon- 

On flow'ry carpet flings him down, | 
There, ſweet queen ! III fing thy pleaſures 
la enthuſiaſt ie meaſures, 

and ſound thy praiſes thro? the vale, 
Reſponſive to the hollow gale; 

he murm'ring rills ſhall ſpread it round, 
ind grottos the wild notes rebound, 


— 28 — 
OME haſte thee, my Phillis, I pray, 
And let us repair to the grove; s 
Where nightingales, chearful and gay, 
Attune their ſweet accents of love: 
zo ſoft is the ſound of their ſong, 
"Twill ſurely delight you, my fair; 
Then haſte thee, dear charmer, along, 
And ſtraight to the grove let's repair. 


or ſomething I have to impart, 

That labours quite hard in my breaſt; 
o ardent and fierce is the ſmart, 

It robs me of peace and of reſt : 

is love, that fond paſſron, I ſware, 
By all that is honeſt and true 3% 
nc thou art the ſource of my care, 

| fzh and I languiſh for you, 
[hen come, deareſt Phillis, I pray, 
and eaſe all your Doriland's pain; 
In let him be chearful and gay, 
Nor longer implore you in vain, 


9 
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But let honeſt freedom invite, 
For virtye's the path I purſue; 
And may happineſs ever unite 
With thoſe thar are conſtant and true, 


; Fir, O goddeſs! fill my breaſt ; 


Riſe on brighteſt colours dreſt, 
And with thy image make me bleft 
Faireſt of celeſtial birth, 7” Op 
Enliv'ner of the ſons of earth, 


Source of flowing joy and mirth, 
' | Enraptur'd let me hear the ſong, 


Warbl'd from thy ſyren tongue; 
Painting pleaſure ever young. 
Soul of bliſs! O deign to ſmile; 
Thou can'ſt ſable cares beguile, 
And vanquiſh miſery and toil, 


| When diſappointment hovers round, 


When malice vents the poiſon'd ſound, 
Erect thy creſt, and heal my wound. 


'Tis thine, to chear the face of woe, 


To bid the tears forget to flow, 


And, bluR'ring adverſe blaſts to blow, 


When ill-requited lovers pour 
Their wailing tothe midnight hour, 
Thy balm is prevalent to cure, 5 


| Tho? Che fairer than the ſkies, 


With angry frowns ſhould meet our ſighs, 
Thou canſt infure us half our prize. 


O come, bright Hope] poſſeſs my ſoul ; 
For every reign without controul, 

And animate and warm the whole, 
Devoid of thee, all teems with gloom 
Tis thou that giv*ſt to bear each doom, 
In hoary age, and youth's gay blaom, 
With thee on wings ſublime we ſoar, 
To ſeek th' irremeable ſhore'z . © 


And dare futurity explores. _ 
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| Ye: ſhepherds To chearſul and gay, 


Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 
Oh! call the poor Wanderers home, 
Allow me to muſe and to figh,  * 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; ; 
None once was ſo waichful as 1 : 


I have left my dear Philiis behind. 


Now I know what i it is, to have ſtrove 
With the tortyre of doubt and deſire; 
What it is, to admire and to love, 
And to leave her we love and admire, 
Ah! lead fo:ith my flock in the morn, 
And the damps of each ev 'ning. repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 
© I have bade my dear Phillis farewel. 


Since Phillis vouchſaf d me a look, 

I never once dreamt of my vine; 
May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 
If T Knew of a kid that was mine. 


' 


I priz'd every hour that went by, 


Beyond all that had pleas'd me before: : 
But now they are paſt, and I figh; 
And I grieve that I priz's em no more, 


Put why do I langniſh in vain 
Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh ! why did I come from the plain, 
| Where I fed on the ſmiles of my dear 2 d 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 
The pride of that valley, is flown 
Alas ! where with her I have ſtray'd, 
1 could wander with pleaſure, alone. 


When forc'd the ſair nymph to forego, 
What 'anguiſh I felt at my heart! 
Yer I thought, but it might not be ſo, 
+ *Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart, 
She gaz d as I flowly/withirewz * 
The path Tcould:bardly diſcern ; 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 
85 i tought that the bade me return, 
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If he bear but a relique ax ay, 


ws My banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 


The pilgrim that journeys all day, 
To viſit ſome far-diſtant ſhrine, 


Is happy, nor heard to repine. 

Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my de votion, I * 
Soft hope is the relick I bear, 

And my ſolace wherever I go. 


41 — 


Whoſe murmur invites one to lleep ? 
My grottos are ſhaded with trees, 


And my hills are white over with ſheep, But 

I ſeldom. have met with with a loſs, | Sc 
Such a health do my fountains beſtow z Let | 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, * M 
Where the hare- bells and violets graw. _ Can 
Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, U 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound; Wil! 
Not a bsech's more beautiful green, Ih: T 
But a ſweet-briar entwines it around. Dear 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, SC 
More charms thay my catile unfold : Whe 
Not a brook that is limpid ang clear, | If 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. | But 
One would think ſhe might like to retir A 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; Are 
| Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, '' A 
But I haſted and planted it there. The 
Ob how ſudden the jeſſamine ſtrove 3 
e 


With the lilack to render it gay 
Already it calls for my love, = By 
To prune the wild branches aways 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves 


What ſtrains of wild melody flow ? _ 
How the nightingales warble their loves 


From thickets of roſes that blow * . 
And when her bright form ſhall appears Witt 


Each bird, ſhall zarmoniouſly join W 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, 
As may not * fond to eln, | 
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1 have found out A ein for my fair; 0 you that have been of her train, 
] have found where the wooe-pigeons breed: Come and join in my amorous lays; 

But let me that plunder forbear. I could lay down my life for the ſwain 
She will ſay 'twas a barbarous deed : That will fing but a ſong in her praiſe, 


For he ne'er could be true ſhe averr dJ, When he lings, may the nymphs of the town. 
Who could rob a poor bird of its youn Come trooping „and liſten the While; 

And 1 lov'd her the more, when I Iran [Nay on him let not Phillida frown; 
Such tenderneſs falls from her rongue, But I cannot allow her to ſmile, 

] have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold | 


How that pity was due to a dove; For when Paridel tries in the dance 


That i it ever attended the bold, l Any favour with Phillis 10 find, 
And ſhe call'd it the ſiſter of love: O how, with one trivial glance, 
But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, Might the ruin the peace of my mind! 
So much her ſweet accents adore, | ln ringlets ſhe dreſſes his hair, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſay, And his crook is beſtudded around 
Methinks I ſhould love her the more, And his pipe—oh may Phillis beware 
| Of a magic there is in the ſound, 
Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
* Unmov'd when het Corydon ſighs } "Tis his in mock paſſion to glow; 
Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 'Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
Dear regions of ſilence and ſhade ! | And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold: 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe |! Ho the nightingales labour the ftrain, 
Where I could have pleafingly ſtray d, With the notes of his charmer to viez 
If ought, i in her abſence, could pleaſe. | How they vary their accents in vain, 
But where does my Pbillida tray ? „nn 


A And where are her grots and her bow'rs? 
re the groves and the valleys as gay, And pillages every ſweet; 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? Then, ſviting the Co to his lays, 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, He throws it at Phillis's feet. 

And the face of the valleys as fine 3 JO Phillis, he whiſpers, more fair, 
The ſwains may in manners compare, More ſweet than the jefſamin's flow'r! 

But their love is not equal to mine, { What are pinks, in a morn, to compare? 1 
What is eglantine, after a-ſhow'r ? 1 


To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 


2 
ore} Way, will you my —_—_ reprove ? I Then the lily no longer is white; 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? Then the roſe is depri v'd of its bloom; | 
Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, Thea the violets die with deſpite, | 
She is fairer than you can believe. And the woodbines give up their perfume, | 
With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, 
With her wit ſhe engages the free; 5 : And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; = 
With her modeſty pleaſes the brave; | Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, | 
I She is ev 7 way pleaſing to me. Were not Phillis to lend it an car, Let {i | 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 
So Phillis the trophy deſpiſe; 
Let his forehead with Jaurels be crown'd, 
So they ſhine not in Phillis's eyes. 
The language that flows from the heart 

Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 
Vet may ſhe beware of his art, 
Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 


| 4 
| Ys ſhepherds give ear to By lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep ; 
They have nothing to do, but to ſtray; 
I have nothing to do, but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove; 
She was fair and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs, and 1 am undone. 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to foreſee, 
That a nymph fo compleat would be ſought, 
By a ſwain more engaging than me, ; 
Ah ! love ev'ry hope can inſpire: 
It baniſhes wiſdom the while 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 
Seems for ever adorn'd with a ſmile, 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone ; 
Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 
Let reaton inſtruct you to ſhun 
What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how you Joiter in vain 
Amid nymphs of a higher degree: 
It is not for me to explain | 
How fair and how fickle they be, | 


Alas! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes; 
When I eannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe, 
Yet time may diminich the pain: 
The flower, the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me, 


PasTORA 


L So N G 8s 
The ſweets of dew-ſprinled rofe, 


The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
_ Henceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme, 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the ſight, 
But we are nor to find them our own; 
Fate never beſtow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my Phillis had known, 


O ye woods, ſpread your branches apace; 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly | 

I would hide with the beaſts of the chace; 
I would vaniſh from every eye, 


Vet my reed ſhall refound thro” the grove _ 
With the ſame ſad complaint it begun; 
How he ſmil'd, and 1 coula not but love; 


Was faithleſs, and I am undone ! 


OOO 
Tur weſtern ſky was purpled o'er 
With every pleaſing ray, 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heat of day 


When from a hazel's artleſs bower _ 
Soft werbled Strep hon's tongue; 
He bleſt the ſcene, he bleſtithe hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he ſung. 
Les fops with fickle falſhood range 
The paths of wanton love, 5 
Whilſt weeping maids lament their change, 
And ſadden every grove: » 
But endleſs bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair Eſham's dale: 
And every bleſſing find its way 
To Nancy of the vale, | 
"Twas from Awvona's bank, the maid ' 
Diffus'd her lovely beams; CITY 


| | And every ſhining glance diſplay'd 


The Naiad of the ſtreams. | 
Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 
That float on Avon s tide z. 
Bright as the water lily ſprung 
And glittering near its ſides 
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Freſh as the bordering flowers, her bloom, 
Her eye all mild to view; 4 

The little halcyon's azure plume 
Was never half ſo blue. 


Her ſh ape was like the reed, ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtrait, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her bluſhing cheek, 
How charming ſweet they were | 


Far in the winding vale retir'd 
This peerleſs bud I found, 


And ſhadowing rocks and 9 OY conſpir'd 
To fence her beauties round, 


That nature in ſo lone del] 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet! 

Oc fortune to her ſecret cell Ws 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 


Gay lordlings ſought | her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, the cry'd, 
As I will prove to mine. 


'Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good will ; 5 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With him I'll climb the hill, 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth 
claſp'd the conſtant fair; 

To her alone I give my youth, 
And vow my future care. 


And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Qr 1 theſe charms forego, 

The fize:m Lr ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall cęafe to flow. 


— — 


- 
Cour, ſhepherds, we'li follow, the hearſe, 
And ts our Jov'd Corydon laid: 
Tho” ſorrow may blemiſh the verſe, 
Yer let the fad tribute be paid. 
They call'd him the pride of the plain; 
Ia truth, he was gentle and kind; 
He mark'a in his elegant ſtrain, 
The graces that glow din his mind. 
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On purpoſe he planted yon trees, 


That birds in the covert might dwell z 


| He cultur'd the thyme for the bees, 


But never would rifle their cell, 
Ye lambkins that play'ꝗ at his feet, 

Go bleat, and your maſter bemoan; 
His muſic was artleſs and ſweet, 

His manners as mild as your own, 


No verdure ſha!l cover the vale, 
No bloom on the bloſſoms appear; 
The ſweets of the foreſt ſhall fail, 
And winter diſcolour the year, 
No birds in our hedges ſhall fing, 
(Our hedges ſo vocal befoe) 
Since he that ſhould welcome the 38 
Can greet the gay ſeaſon no more. 


His Phillis was fond of his praiſe, 
And poets came round in a 'brong 


| They liſten'd, and envy'd bis lays, 


But which of them equal'd his ſong? 
Ye ſhephercs, hence forwaro be mute, 
For loſt is the paſtoral ſtrain; 5 


So give me my Corydon's flute, 


And thus—>let me break it in twains - 
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| Tur virgin when ſo ten d by May, 


Attends to the village s vows, 
The birds ſweetly bill on the ſpray, 

And poplars embrace with their e N 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador*d for her beauty above; 
We ſhepherds who dwell on the plain, 
Hail May as the mother of love. 


From the weſt as it wantonly blows, 
Fond Zepbyr careſſes the pine. 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine z 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 
That borders the vernal alcove; 


Bend downwards to kiſs the ſoft tide 
For May is the mother of lave, 
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May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array; 
If the lark and the linnet now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ftock-dove recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove; 
And murmuting ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the mother of love, 


'The goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye virgins be ſportive and gay 


Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 


For muſic muſt weicome the day: 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove; 


Let him tell a ſoft tale, and he'll find, | 


_ 


That May is the mother of love. 


For ſafety, my flocks, ſeek the plain, 

Shun the woods, left the wolf ſhould purſue, 
I think of nought but Celemene, 

I cannot give one thought to you. 


Ah me! ſo extreme*s my deſpair, 

My charge I no longer can keep | 
Of myſelf I cannot take care, 

How can Itake care of my ſheep ? 


Secure, though you range o'er the green, 
No refuge I find from my pain; | 

The cruel, unkind Celemene | 
Purſues me throughout with diſdain. 


O' eR moorlands and mountains, rude, barren and 
As wilder'd and wearied J roam, [ bare, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads meo'er lawns to my home: [crown'd, 
Yeilow ſheaves from rich Ceres her cottage had 
Green ruſhes were ſtrew*d on the floor; 


Her caſement ſweet wood bines crept wantonly round 


And deck'd the ſod ſeats at her door. 
We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 


* Freſh fruits, and ſbe cull'd me the beſt, 


Whilſt thrown off mv guard by ſome glances ſhe caſt, 
Love li y ſtole into my breaſt, IS. 
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1 told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 
(Ye virgins, her choice was divine) 

I've rich ones rejected and great ones deny'd, 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine, 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpe& ſo meek, 
So ſimple, yet ſweet were her charms, 

I kiſs'd theripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 


| Now jocund together we tend a few ſheep, | 


And if on the banks, by the ſtream. 
Reclin'd on her beſom | fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtil] ſoftens my dream. 


Together we range o'er the flow riſing bills, 
Delighted with paſtoral views, | 

Or reſt on the rock whence the ſtreamlet diſlils, 
And mark out new themes for my muſe, 

To pomp or proud titles'ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The ae of humble deſcent ; ö 

The cottager Peace is well known for her fire, 


And ſhepherds have nam'd her-—Content, 
- p f 
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Desraining beſide a clear ſtream 
A ſhepherd forſaken was laid; 
And whilſt a falſe nymph was his theme, 
A willow ſupported his head : 
The wind, that blew over the plain, 
To his fighs with a ſigh did reply 
And the brook, in return to his pain, 
Ran meurnfully murmuring bye - 


Alas ! ſilly ſwain that I was, 
Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd; 
When firſt I beheld that Fair face, 
"T were better by far I had dy'd ; 
She talk d, and I bleſs'd the dear tongue; 
When ſhe ſmi d, twas a ple+ſure too great; 
J liſten'd, and cry*d. when the ſnng, | 
Was nightingale ever ſo ſweet? 
How fooliſh was I to believe 


She could doat on ſo lowly a clown 
Or that her fond heart weuld not grieve 


To forſake the ue folks of the town! + 
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To think that a beauty fo gay 
So kind and ſo conſtant would prove, 
To be clad like our maidens in grey, 
Or live in a cottage on love ! 
What tho* I have ſkill to complain, 
Tho' the muſes my temples have crown'd ? 
What tho' when they hear my ſoft train, 
The virgins fit weeping around ? 
Ah Colin! thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy laurel reſign ; 
Thy fair one inclines to a ſwain, 
Whoſe muſic 1s ſweeter than thine, 


And you, my companions fo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear tu accuſe the falſe maid: | 
Tho' through the wide world I ſhould range, 
'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly; 
'Twas hers to be falſe and to change, 
'Tis mine to be conſtant and die. 


lt, whilſt my hard fate I ſuſtain, _ 


In her breaſt and pity is found, 

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the ground ; 

The leſt humble boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with cypreſs and yew 

And when ſhe locks down on the grave, : 
Let her own that her ſhepherd was true. 


Then to her new love set her go, 
And deck her in golden array, 
Be fineſt at e- ery fine ſhow, 
And frolie it all the long day: 
Whilit Coin, torgotten and gone, 
No more ſhall be heard of or ſcen, 
Unleſs when beneath the pale moon 
Bis ghoſt ſhall glide over the green. 
0 


Dian {too0d WE in the ſhade, 
With arms acroſs, and head reclin d; 
Pale looks accus'd the cruei maid, 
And ſighs reliev'd his love-fick mine : 
Qs tuncful pipe all broken lay, * 
Oos, liehe, and actions jerm'd to ſay, 
My Colæe is unkind, | 


— 
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Why ring the woods with warbling throats ? 
Ye larks, ye linnets, ceaſe your ſtrains; 


{| faintly hear in your ſweet notes, 


My Cploe's voice that wakes my pains: 
Yet why ſhould you your ſong forbear ? 
Your mates delight your ſong to n 

But Chloe mine diſdains. 


As thus he melancholy ſtood, 


Dejected as the lonely dove, 
Sweet ſounds broke gently through the wood. 


"Twas not the nightingale that ſung; 


| No, 'tis my Chloe's ſweeter tongue, 


Hark, hark, what ſays my love! 


How fooliſh is the nymph, ſhecries,  - - 
W ho trifles with her lover's pain ! 


Nature ſtill ſpeaks in woman's eyes, 


Our artful] lips were made to feign. 

O Daphnis, Daphnis, *twas my pride, 

Tas not my neart thy love deny'd, 
Come back, dear youth, again. 


As t'other day my hand he ſeiz'd, 


My blood with thrilling motion flew; 
Suddeg I put on looks di ſpleas d. 

And haſty from his hold withdrew, 
"Twas fear alone, thou ſimple ſwain, 
Then had'ſt thou pteſt my hand again, 

My heart had yielded too! 


is true, thy tuneful reed T blam'd, 
That ſwell'd thy lip and rofy cheek 5 


Think not thy ſkill in ſong defam'd, 


That lip ſhould other ple ifures ſeek ; 
Much, much iby muſic I approve z 
Yet break thy pipe, for more I love, 
Much more to hear thee ſpeak. _ 


My heart forebodes that I'm betray'd, 
Daphnis I tear is ever gone; 


Laſt night with Delia's dog he play'd, 


Love, by ſuch trifle firſt comes on. 


No now, dear ſhepherd; come away, 


Mytongue would now my heart obey, 


Ah Chloe, thou art won! a 
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I feel the ſound; my heart-itrings move: - 
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The youth ſtepp'd forth with haſty pace, 
And found where wiſhing Chloe lay 
Shame ſudden liehten'd in her face, 
Confus'd, ſhe knew not what to ſay. 
At laſt in broken words, ſhe cry'd, 
To-morrow you in vain had try'd, 
But I am loſt to-day ! 


ALEX1S Gunn's his fellow ſwains, 
Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains; 


Heaven ſhield us all from Cupid's bow ! 


He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wandering thro? the lonely rocks, 
He novuriſh'd endleſs woe. | 


The nym;hs and ſhepherds round him came, 


His grief ſome pity, others blame, 

The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek ; 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
He vgh'd, but could not ſpeak, 


Clorinda came amongſt the feſt, 

And the too kind concern expreſt 
And aſk'd the reaſon of his woe; 

She aſk'd, but with an ar and mien 

J hat made it eaſily fore ſeen 

She fear'd too much to know, 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardou me, he ſaid, 

White l the crue} truth reveal? 
Which nothing frum my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offead your car, 

But that you bid me tell. 


»Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the plain, 

Poou are the cauſe of all my care; 

Your eyes ten thouſand dange s dart, 

Ten tbuuſand torments vex my hearty 

I lovs and I deſpair, 


Too much Alexis have I heard, 

"Tis what [ thought, tis what I fear'd, 
And yet I pardon you, ſhecry'd ; 
But you ſhall promiſe ne'er again 


He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 
. 2 —— — . 

[ Said on the banks by the fiream 3 

I've pip'd for the ſhepherds too long: 

Oh grant me. ye muſes, a theme, 

Where glory may brighten my ſong ! 

But Pan bies me ſtick to my train, 

Nor leſſons too lofty rehearſe 3 


Ambition befits not a ſwain, 


And Pbillis loves paſtoral verſe, 


The roſe, tho' a beautiful red, 

Looks faded to Phillis's bloom; 

And the breeze from the bean-flower bed 
To ber breath's but a feeble perfume : 
The dew-drop ſo limpid and gay, 

That loote on the violet lies, 

Tho' brighten'd by Pbæbus's ray, 

Wants leſtre, compar'dts her eyes. 


A lily 1 pluck'd in full pride 
Its fairneſs with her's to compare 
And fooliſhly thought (till I cry*g) , 
The flow'ret was equally fair. | 
How, Corydez, could you make? 
Your fault be with ſorrow conteſt; 
You ſaid the white ſwans on the lake 
For ſoftneſs might rival her breaſt. 


While thus I went on in her praiſe, 


My Pbillis paſs'd ſportive along: 
Ye poets, I covet nobays, | 

She ſmil'd—a reward for my ſong ! 
find the god Pan's in the right, 

No fame's like the fair one's applauſe ! 
And Cupid muſt crown with delight 
The ſhepherd that ſings in bis cauſe, 


To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain; | 
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FaREWEL, ye love-enchanting ſhades, 
And ev'ry vernal grove; 
Adieu, ye moſly woods and elades, 
Your paths no more I rove! 


0 orient bluſhes now ariſe, 
To tinge the ſpangled daun; 


lo ſoaring pinions reach the ſkies, 
To hail the infant dawn, 


he ſhepherd now his crook forſakes, 
His pipes and fleecy care; 

lo mattins warble from the brakes, 
Or rend the gloomy air. 


air Phillis, hear the direful truth, 
To natures laws attend 
riumph not o'er thy gen'rous youth, 
Or mourn the fatal end. 

Depend not on thy fading charms, 
Or their united pow'r; 

Reſign them to Amintor's arms, 
And bleſs the happy hour. 


hen ſhall life's ſpring glide on ſerene, 
Nor ruffling tempeits reign; 
do ſhall you prove love's happy queen, 
Ard bleſs a faithful ſwain. : 
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OW, murm'ring river, flow; 
Whilſt on thy borders grow 
Gay Flora's richeſt pride: 
And fince thy bounty feeds 
The neighb'ring verdant meads, 
In ceaſeleſs trinklings glide. 
Upon the whiſp'ring ſtream, 
May faithful lovers dream, 
Whilſt ſings the humming bes: 
Or let th' impaſſion'd ſwain 
Moſt ſweetly there complain, 
Or pipe in tuneful glee. 


Upon thy banks I'll fray, 
To lull my cares away, 
There ſhun the noontide beam i * 
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Fair quiet here I find, 
This toothes my thoughtful mind; 


I thank thee, gentle ſtream. 
; 6 


| Her ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to 4 grove, 


To hide from the heat of the day; 
And Phillis her ſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the ſweet violets lay: 
A voung lambkin, it ſeems, had been ſtole from it's 
(* I'wix: Cupid nd Hymen a plot) dam, 
That Cerydon might, as he ſearch d for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot, 


As thro' the green hedge for his lambkcin he peeps 
He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurprize 

Ve gods, if ſo killing, he cry d, while ſhe ſleeps, 
I'm loi if the opens her eyes; 

To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
I' homeward my lambkin to trace, 

But in vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love held him faſt to the place. 


Ceaſe, *eaſe, preity birds, what a.chirping you keep, 
I think you 100 loud on the ſpray ; | 

Don't you ſce, fooliſh lark, that thechatmer's aſleep, 
You 1} wake her as ſure as tis day. 

How dare thit fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid ! 
Her cheeks he miſtakes tor the roſe: 

Id put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would break her repoſe, 


Then Phi/lis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſais ſhe, you miſtake ; 
[ laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 
Bu: truſt me I've long been awake. 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He plac'd himfelf down by her ſid; 
And mana2'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſlerday made her his bride. 


66 
H air, young ſpring, the earth acorning, 


Drive old winter far away ; 
Call the roſy-finger'd morning, 


Deck the ſun in Fag)aper bay. 
Ed F. 
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Flora, bring thy ſweeteſt treaſure 3 
Zephyrs, waft thy ſofteſt pale ; 

Chant, ye birds, the ſong of pleaſure z 
Echo, tell it thro” the vale. 


Leafleſs, tuneleſs, unendearing, 

Mourn'd the long-deſerted grove ; 

But, ſweet ſpring, at thy appearing, 
All is harmony and love, 
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How ſweet the freſhing gales of ſpring ! 
Each bluſhing morn how gay | 
The tuneful lark begins to ſing, 

As ſoon as dawn of day. 


Then next Aurora's golden ray 

Comes glancing o'er the plains ; 

To hail the warblers plaintive lay, 
And rouze the ſturdy ſwains; 


Who from their cots to toil repair, 
Regardleſs of all rife ; 

Unknowing, and unknown to care, 
Is ſure the ſhepherds life. 


He toils, he carols, all the day; 
At eve, then home he bends 
Charm'd with the bires on every ſpray, 
As to his cottage tends, 


His cottage teems with infants dear, 
That's who'eſome, clean, and neat 
His wife—his bed—his all is there, 
To make his joys compleat, 
Vith theſe he fits a welcome gueſt, 
So happy and ſo gay; 
Till twilight points the hour of reſt, 
They then it's call obey. 
Flair, thou ſource of thought divine! 
A wetful ſolitude be mine: 
Let me, from the world ſecluded, 
Py no glitt'ring joys deluded, 
E 2rtÞiy pleaſures all deſpite, 


Hoping for eternal joys, 


at 4 


Let me wander 6'er the plains, 
Where perpetual ſilence reigns ; 
Whilſt I, at the cloſe of even, 
View the blue beſpangl'd heav'n; 


| Let me then my God adore, 


Mark his works, and own his pow'r. 
When the bluſhing morn has ſpread 


{ Dewy fragrance o'er the mead; 


When the newly-riſen ſun 

Has bis daily taſk begun, 

Teach me then, in tuneful hays, 
To chant my great Creator's praiſe, 


When my peaceful life 1s ſpent, 

Free from care and diſcontent, 

Let me, O my God ! when thou 
Call'ſt me from this world below, 
With hope of heav'nly pleaſures bleſt, 
In gentle ſlumbers fink to reſt, 


Have ye ſeen the morning ſky, 
When the dawn prevails on bigh, 
When, anon, ſome purple ray, 
G:ves a ſample of the day; 
When, anon, the lark on wing, 
Strives to ſoar, and ſtrains to fing ? 


Have ye ſeen th* ethereal blue, 
Gently ſhedding ſilver dew, 


| Spangling o'er the ſilent green, 


While the nightingale, unſeen, 
ro the moon and ftars full bright, 


| Loneſome chants the hymn of night? 


Have ye ſeen the broider'd May, 
All her ſcented blooms diſplay, 
Breezes opening every hour, 
This and that expecting flower, 


While the mingling birds prolong, 


From each buſh, the vernal ſong ? 
Have ye ſeenthe damaſk roſe 


Her unſully'd bluſh diſcloſe ; 
Or the lily's dewy bell, 
In her gloſſy white excel; 
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| ra garden vary'd o'er 
7 With a thouſand glories more? 


By the beauties theſe diſplay, 
Morning, evening, night, or day 3 
By the pleaſures theſe excite, 
E:gleſs ſources of delight! 

Judge by them the joys I find, 
dirce my Roſalind was kind 
Since ſhe did herſelf refign 

To my vows, for ever mine. 


Hark! the birds begin their lay, 
Flowrets deck the robe of May: 

See the little lambicins bound, 
Playfol, o'er the clover-ground; 
While the heifers ſportive low | 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


Now the nymphs and ſwaing advance 
Oer the lawn in per fect dance; 
Carlapds from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the h+ppy ſhepherd's brow z 
While the laſſes, in array, . 
Wait upon the queen of May. 
Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 
Mirth that never wears a frown, 
Health with ſweetneſs all her own 3 
Labour puts on pleaſure's ſmile, 

Ang pale care forgets his toil, 


Ah! what pleaſures ſhepherds know! 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow; 

Love improves each happy hovr, 
Grandzur has not ſuch in ſtore, 

L-arn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence. 


Irak the lovely, the joy of the plain, 


| 
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A paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the plains 

Some envy'd the nymph; but moreenvy'd the ſwain, 
Some ſwore 'twou's be pity their loves to invade 
Thar the lovers alone for each other were made: 


But all, all conſented that none ever knew 
aA nymph yet ſo kind, or a ſhepherd ſo true, 


Love ſaw them with pleaſure, and vow'd to take care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent pair: 
What either did „ ant he bid either to move; 

But they wanted nothing but ever to love: [da, 
Said 'twas all that to pleaſe them his god · head could 


that they ſtill might be kind, and till might be true. 
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IuMoRTA!. powers, convey me Whete 


No tumultuous throngs appear; : 
Far from flatt'ry, far from care, 
Let me breathe the rural air, 


Bear me to ſome ſhady grove, 
Bleſt retreat of peace and love; 
Where, ſecure, the warbling choir 
From the buſy world retire, 


Where nature's beauties deck the ground, 


Thouſand beauteous flowers abound $ 


Still, to make the ſcene more fair, 


Let lovely Delia meet me there. 


Delia's preſence will improve 
The vernal beauty of the grove z 
Giveeach flower a pleaſing dye, 


\ [Brighter azure to the ſky. 


Venus, to complete my joy, 
Hither ſend thy ſportive boy; 
And, in this propitious hour, 
Let my Delia own his power. 


Roſeate health, fair peace, gay pleaſyre, 
Happineſs, and balmy leiſure; 


| When my Delia's heart poſſeſſing, 


Ever b'eſt, and ever bleſſing. 


By Ipbis was lov'd, and loy'd Tphis again; 

She liv'd in the youth, and the youth in the fair; 1 
Their pleaſure was equal, and equal their care; N the barn the tenant cocæ, 
No time or enjoyment their dotags withdrew, | Cloſe to partlet perch'd on high, 
but the longer they liv'd Rill the fonder they grew. {| Bb | 
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Briſk'y crows the ſhepherd's elock ! 
And proclaims the morning nigh, 
Swiftly from the mountain's brow, 
Shadows nurs'd by night retire ;' 
And the peeping ſun-beem, now, 
Paints with gold the village ſpire. | 


Philome! forſakes the thorn, 


Plaintive where ſhe prates at night; 


And the lark, to meet che morn, , 
Soars bevond the ſhephere's fight, 


From the clay-built cottage ridge, 
See the chatt'ring ſwallow ſpring; 
Darting through the one arch'd bridge, 
Quick the dips her dappled wing, 


Trickling through the crevic'd rock, 
See the ſilver ſtream diſtil ä 
Sweet refreſhment for the flock, | 

When 'tis ſun- drove from the hill, 


Plowmen for the promis'd corn, 
Ripening o'er the banks of Tvecd, 

Anxious hear the huntſman's horn, 
Soften'd by the ſhepherd's reed, 


Sweet, oh! ſweet, the warbling throng, 
On the white embloſſom d ſpray! 
All in muſic, mirth and ſong, 
At . dawn of day. 


4 

Ler letter'd bards ſing 10% ſtrains, 
Of Pindus' mount, of Latian plains; 
1 moſt delight, at riſing day, 

Along the Kentiſh lawns to ſtray; 3 


There, whilſt ine birds are wrapt in tune, 


Jo bicathe the ſweets of roſy June. 


Or far about the hills to trace, 

And ſing my country's fertile face; 
Her p ppin-trees in ſilver bloom, 
Her curling hops, ber golden broom 
Of thelter, where at ſultry noon 

The ruſtic ſhuns the heat of June. 


PASTORAL Sox ds. 1 5 
Jof ample orchards, haleſome ſtreams, 


Where fiſhes ſport in ſunny beams; 

Of diſtant meads, where flocks are ſeen, + 
Like argent ſpots on pureſt green, 

Where (while he crops the vernal boon). 
The mower fings of roſy June. 


To ſing of clover's purple dye, 

Grateful to the wond'ring eye; 

Of pea- blown vallies, wheat-clad fields, 
Brighter ſcenes than Tempe yields. 

Ah! how gay, by midnight moon, 

Are ſcenes like theſe in roſy June. 


—ů—— 
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And ſtill to ſing, in Doric ſtrains, 

Of low-roof'd cots, where quiet reigns; 
Of ruftic lads, by honour fram'd, 

Of ſylvan maids, for beauty fam'd, 
Whoſe loves will never cloy ſo ſoon, 
But ever laſt as freſh as June. 


And (more than many a realm can boaſt) 
To ſing our ſea-girt happy coaſt, > 
Where, big with commerce, ev'ry tide | 
The fleets of diſtant nations glide. __ 
To themes like theſe my flute I tune, 
Whilſt roſes deck the month of June. 


— — 


75 
| LAST Midſummer morn, as I ſtray d thro? the ron 


Young Dots I met by the way ; 


I told her, her charms had ſubdu'd me with love, 


And caus'd her awhile for to ſtay, 


Silly Damon, ſhe cry'd, what would you be at? 
Your fooling give over, 1 pray; 

For all your fond wooing, your cooing and chat, 
No longer ſhall make me delay. 


Then I preſs'd her hand cloſe, ſaying, can you de! 
A favour ſo trifling as this? 
But ftill ſhe rejected, and ery'd out, O fye! 
When I eagerly ſtole a ſweet kiſs. | 
With rapture P gaz'd on her delicate charms, | 
(For I could not reſiſt it, I vow) 
Then claſping ber lovingly in my fond arms, 


Said __ I muſt go to my cow. 


Then away o'er the plain together we went, 
Till come to a cool river's fide, 

Where we tarry'd awhile, till I gain'd her conſent | 
For ever to be my true bride, 


Adieu, then ye troubles and plagnes of this life, 
With Dolly I ſure ſhall be bleſt; 
For when that kind Previdence makes her my wife 
We'll lull all our cares into reſt. 
— — 6 — — 


Lo: what dreary, dark ſome morning, 
Uſhers in the riſing day; 

Plæbus, from the weſt returning, 
Dimly gleams a trembling ray. 


Now no more the lark, high-ſoaring, 
Chaunts her ſweetly-t hrilling ſtrain 3 : 
Far away ſhe haſtes, exploring 
Some more hoſpitable plain. 


Flocks of ſparrows, pertly hopping, 
Here and there collect a grain; 

While the ſweet domeſtic robin, 
For the city quits the plain. 

Birds of ev'ry ſong and pinion, 
Own ftern winter's rig1d reign; 3 

And for ſummer's ſoft dominion 

- Silent ſigh, but figh in vain, 


Some in penfſive notes repining, 
On the ſnow - emboſſed ſpray, 
for their abſent partners pining, 

Sigh their little lives away. 


Now no more is heard reſounding, 
Up yon cliff, the buſy mill; 

Winter's frigid arms ſurrounging, 
Lock the ſweetly · tinkling rill. 


Lo! bow all our ſcenes of pleaſure, 
Cloth'd in ſpotleſs liveries lie, 

Where nymphs and ſwaias, in frolick meaſure, 
Tript and ſung ſo merrily. 


Ah! how oft, at eve, reſounding 

Myfick ſtole from yonder hill, 
Which (fick ly fogs apd mitts ſurrounding). 
Now breeds "ous and vapours chill. 
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ut hark l in yonder vale, gay moving, 

Breathes the far · reſounding horn; 

Whilſt the jovial ſportſmen roving, - 
Hail, with ſhouts, the riſing morn, 

N. O more the feſtive train 10 join: 
Adieu! ye rural iports, adieu! 

For what, alas ! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to do! 

Let hearts at eaſe ſuch pleaſures prove, 

But I am all deſpair and love, 


L Ah, well a day! how chang'd am I! 


When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 
So ſoft my firains, the herds hard by 
Stood gazing, and forgot to feedz 
But now my ſtrains no longer move, 
They're diſcord all, deſpair, and loves 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the les; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn'd they ftray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds mours to ſee them rove 3 
They 3ſk the cauſe, I anſwer love. 


| Neglected love firſt taught my eyes 


With tears of anguiſh to o'erfiow 


| 'Tis that which fill's my breaſt with ſighs, 


And tun'd my pipe to notes of woe; 
Love has occafion'd all my ſmart, 
Diſpers'd my flock, and broke my heart, 
— 78 — 


| Now gilded groves, with verdure clad, 


Reflect bright Pyœbus golden beams, 
While his ce eſtial glories flame 
Down the tranſlucent ſilver ſtreams, 


Lo! as Aurora onward moves, 
I 


His fleecy flocks the thepherd ſwain 
Drives from their folds in jovial glee, 
Ard whitens all the verdant plain, 
In yonder gay, enamei'd mead, 
'The ſterliog plumes his golden wings, 


Then tow*'ring up the azure height, 


He mounts ſublime. and ſoaring ſings, 


B b 3 Nymph 
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Nymph of the wave, ſweet Naiad hear, To the haunts of the dest ones ſhe ſtrays; Fac 
While thy clear water's bank atong, She deſpiſes our meads and our flow we | A 
With careleſs ſteps I pleaſing ſtray, She will liſten no more to our lays; All, 2 
And warble forth my youthful ſong. She has left the ſweet ſhade of our bow'rs. Yet D 
Here could I ever, ever rov2, Yet at eve have the nymphs of the plains To 
And quit the world's contentious ſcene Oft join'd our gay dances among, Let's 
What joy, with jnnocence and truth, And the Dryads, in murmuring ſtrains, Our v 
To wrap me in your charming green! Through the woodlands have echo'd our ſong! Ml Our b 
But fate and fortune, adverſe, call, E'en Pan mutt have own'd that our verſe Come 
And ſnatch me to the buſy throng ; 3 | Had exceeded the chief of thegrovt; No 5 
Adieu, then! rural ſweets adieu! E'en with Pan might we dare to rehearſe, For 01 
And ceaſe, thou dear, deluding ſong. | When the theme was Neriſſa and love, Here”: 
W But alas! till the fair one return ) 
V » SS * 7 
No 1 N choiriſla fing, No ſoft muſic ſhall glad the dull ſcene; | 
eauty takes her radient ſphere, 
L g The nympbs and the Dryads thall mourn, | 
ove adorns the {miling ſpring, e Far th FORO h 
eee een | or their goddeſs hat quitted the green, 
: ts Kb * | But ſad Corylas chief ſhall complain | 
Seize the Minutes as they fly, ; B h bl k, b h þ (h_ F F , 
id hours and feſtive 10und z y the d by che THEREON tae {prays 
Ent 5 Sha'l invoke the dear goddeſs again, 
Innocence, with virgin £ye, 4 Wh (, {\ li 8 th = 4 J 
Comes with rurai chaplets crown d. mon as 
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Or ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, | 
Along the margin of each ſtieam, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of foimer love, 
J mourn, and Damon is my theme: 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
Zut Danion there I ſeek in vain. 


Awful virtue keeps her ſtate 
In the cot, or on the throne; 
Liberty enjoys her mate, 
As fair honour holds the zone: 
Love and beauty, on the wing, 
| Sweep the globe, and conquer all; 
N | Poet, hero, fage, and king, 
| At their ſhrine ſubmiſſive fall. | Now to the moſly cave I fly, 
| | Where to my cave I oft have ſung, 
Wel! pleas d the browſing goats to ſpy, 
As o'er the iry ſteep they hung: 
The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 


Where mould honour love to dwell, 
But in freedom's happy iſle? | 
{| Virtue here enjoys a cell 

More than in a tyrant's ſmile 2 


Where ſhould beauty fix her reign, But Damon there I ſerk in vain, 
But on love that pow'r defies ? Now thro' the rambling vale [ paſe, 
Innocence ſhall crewn the ſcene | | h And figh to ſee the weli-known ſhade; 
Where ambition droops and dies, | I weep, and kiſs the bended graſs, 
1180 | Where love and Damon fondly play'ds 
871 Neri a, the young and = fairy | The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 


Far away from her Corylas flies, But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


Though inc Zephyrs float ſoft on the sir, | From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, 
And mild {eatons illumine the iKies z | | Grov es, rere and dee pleaſe no mol 


10 
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—— 
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Fach flow'r in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my loſs deplore: 

All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon Mill I ſeek in vain, 
82 — — 
To ſheepſhear, my boys! pipe and tabor ſtrike up! 
Let's loſe not a moment, but put round the cup! 
Our wood is all hous'd, and our toil now is o'er; - 
Our barn is well tock'd, & we'll dance on the floor. 


Come, neighbours ! with hearts & with voices in tune 


| My heart too fo flutters, I fear it will break: 


No time's like our feſtival ſneepſhear in Jane; 
For only with daylight our frolick ſhall ceaſe : 
Here's liquor and mirth ! and ſucceſs to the fleece 
1 8 : 
'T rr laſs of Pattie's mill. | 
So bonny, blythe, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my ſkill 
Hath ſtole my heart away; 
When tedding of the hay 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her een. 
Her ams white, round, and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dan, 
To age it would give youth | 
To preſs them with his haund: 
Thro' all my fpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, * | 
When I ſuch ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kiſs, 
Without the help of art, 
Like flow'rs that grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, £3 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd: 
Her looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected pride, 
She me to love beguil'd, 
I-wiſh'd her for my bride. 
Oh! had I all the wealth 
Hoptoun's'high mountains fill, 
Inſur'd long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my vil” 
I's promiſe and fuifil, 


\ 
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That none but bonny ſhe, £ 
The laſs of Pattie's mill, ; \ 
Should ſhare the ſame with me; ; 


77 A ]¾—AA: EEE ee ee ECT 
* 


| $4 
Ye nymphs of the plain who once ſaw me ſo gay, 
You aſk why in ſorrow ! ſpend the whole day: 
'Tis love, crvel love, that my peace did betray 3 
Then crown your poor Phillis with willow. 

The bloom which oncegrac'd, hasdeſerted this cheek 
My eyes no more ſparkle, my tongue can ſcarce ſpeak 


— ͤ—u— — — — ——— vb 
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Then crown your poor Phillis with willows 


Ye Jovers ſo true, that attend-on my bier, 

And think that my fortune has prov'd too ſevere; 
Ah !'curb not the ſigh, nor refuſe the kind tear; 

Then ftrew all the place round with willow, 

Erect me a tomb, and engrave on its ſide, 

«© Here lies a poor maiden, whoſe love was deny'd; 
&« She ſtrove to endure it, but could not, and dy d:“ 
Then thade it with cypreſs and willow. 


— — — 


A Swain of love Jefpatring, 
Thus wail'd his cruel fate, 
His grief the ſhepherds ſharing, 
In circles round him fat: _ 
The nymphs in kind compaſſion, 
The luck leſs lover mourn'd3z .. 
All who had ſelt love's paſſion 
A. ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


O friends! your plaints give over, 
Your kind concern forbear, 
Should CÞ/oe but diſcover 
For me you've ſhed a tear, 
Her eyes ſhe arm'd with vengeance, 
Your friendſhip ſoon ſubdue; 
Too late you'd aſk forgiveneſs, 
And for her mercy ſue, 


Her charms ſ.,ch force diſcover, 
Reſiſtance is in vain, 
Spight of yourleif vou'd love her, 
And hug the galling chain; 
Her wit the flame increaſes, 


| And rivets faſt the dart; 


— — — — _ 
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She has ten thouſand graces, 
And cach would gain a hearts. 


But, oh! one more deſerving 
Has tþaw'd ber trc2cn breaſts 
Her heart for him preſerving, 
She's cold to all the ret; 
Their love with joy aboundirg, 
The thought diftratts my brain, 
O cruel maid ! then ſwooning, 


He fell vpon the plain, 


56 


Ha RK ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb! 


Come Lucy, it cries, come away, 
The grave of thy Colin hes room 

To teft ihee beſide his cold clay. 
I come, my dear thepherd, I come; 

Ye friends and companions adieu; 
I h:fe to my Colint dark home, 

To die in his boſom 1o true. 


All mournful the midnight hell rung 
When Lucy, ſad Lucy aroſe, 

And forth to the green turf ſhe ſprung, 
Where Colin's pale aſhes tepoſe: 

All wet with the right's chilling dew, 
Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 

While ſtormy winds over her blew, 
And night-ravens croak'd- all around, 


How long, my lov'd Colin, the cry'd, 
How long muſt thy Lacy colnplain ? 
How Jong ſhall the grave my love hide ? 
How lone et er it join us again? 
For thee thy fond ſhepberdeis liv'd, 
With thee o'er the world would ſhe fly, 
For thee ſhe had forrow'd and fgriev'd, 
For thee, would ſhe lie down and die. 


Alas ! what avails it how dear 
Thy Lacy was once to her ſwain ; 


Her face hike the ]:iy ſo fair, 


Ard eye that give light to the plain, 
The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone, 
That face and thole eyes charm no more, 
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And Lucy forgot and alone 
To death ſhail her Colin deplore. 


While thus ſhe lay ſunk in deſpair, 

And mourn'd to the echo around, 
{lInflam'd all at once grew the air, 
| And thunder thook dreadful the ground & 
hear the kind call and obey, 

Ab Colin! re.eive me he ciy'd! 
| Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 
She huog on his tomb- ſtone and dy'd. 


N the morn as I walk thro' the mead, 
And tread on a carpet of green, 

When I view the ſweet flocks as they feed, 
What equals the beautiful ſcene z 

Thro' the groves do [ paſs with delight, 

| in viewing yon ever-green pine; 

What ſenſations I feel at the fhght 

| Of a proſpect ſo rural and fine! 


Hark! the birds as they perch on the bough 
With meiody pleaſing the ear; 

See the hind from afar with his plough 

i Denoting the time of the year, 

As I ſtray thro' the neighbouring vale, 
Encompaſs'd by mountains ſo high, 

O, what charms do I find in the dale, 
'By the ftream that runs bubbling by! 


At the foct of yon ſrcamore tree 
Sits the ſhepherd a tuning his reed, 
While his lambs frolic round him with glecy 
His ſheep a long fide of him fecd, 
O'er yon beautiful lawn do 1 lee 
The hare with timidity fly; 
How delightful's he muſic to me 
Of the echoing dogs in full cry. 


But what harmony's that which I hear? 
'Tis the bells from yon neigbbouting vil, 

O, how plezfing the ſound to my ear 
By the ſide of this murmuring ri li. 

There” s NO pleaſure to me 2s fo ſweet 


As that which the country gives; 
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{am happy, thank God, at my ſeat, 
Where rural felicity lives, 


WHERE the jeſſam ine ſweetens the bow'r, 
And cowſlips adorn the gay green, 
The roſes, refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 
Contribute to brighten the ſcene ; * 
In a cottage, retir'd, there lives 
Young Colin, and Phobe the fair; 
The bleſſings esch other receives, 
In mutual enjoyments they ſhare? 
And the Jads and the laſſes that dwell on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her ſwain. 


The ſweets of contentment ſupply 
The ſplendor-and grandeur of pride; 
No wants can the ſhepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with bis beautiful bride : 
He wiſhes no greater delight 
Than to tend on his lambkins by day, 
And return to his Phæbe at night, 
His innocent toil to repay; 
And the lads and the laſſes that dwe!l on the plain, 
Sing in praiſe of fair Phoebe, and Colin her ſwain. 


If delighted ber lover appears, 

The fair - one partakes of his bliſs: 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his cares, 

And heals all his pains with a kiſs: 
She deſpiſes the artful deecit 

That is practis'd in city and court 
Thinks happineſs no where compleat 

But where ſhepherds and nymphs do reſort: 
And the lads and the laſſes they die in deſpair, 
Unleſs they're as kind as Phœbe the fair, 


Ye youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
And each innocent fair-one betray, 

No longer be faithleſs iu love, 
The dictates of honour obey : 

Ye nymphs, who with beauty are bleſs'd, 
With virtue improve ev'ry grace; 

The charms of the mind, when poſſeſs'd, 
Will digni ty thoſe of the face; 


1 ; 
| Wy AT 4 or nymph of the grure 


j My flocks, if at random they ſtray, 


| How ſweet was the thruth from the ſpray, 
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Can blame me for dropping a tear, 
Or lamenting, aloud, as I rove, 
Since Phœbe no longer i is here ? 


What wonder, if ſhe's from the plains? 
Her hand they were wont to obey : 
| She rul'd both the ſheep and the Faint. 


| Can I ever forget how we ſtray'd 
To the foot of yon neighbouring bill, 
To the bow'r we had built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill ? 
There, ſweet, by my ſide as ſhe lay, 
And heard the fond ſtories I told, 


1 


Or the bleating of lambs from the fold ? 


How oft” would I ſpy out a charm, | 
| Which before had been hid from my view! 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 

My lips to her lips how they grew } 
How long the ſweet conteſt would laſt! 

Till the hours of retirement and reft 5 
What pleaſures and pain each had paſty 
Who longeſt had lov'd, and who beſt. 


No changes of place, or of time, 

I felt when my fair-one was near 
Alike was each weather and clime, 

Each ſeaſon that checquer'd the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did we melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
If we roſe up to work or to play, 


She was all my fond wiſhes cou'd aſk ; 
She had all the kind gods could impart 5 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 

The deſpair and the envy of art: 
There all that is wortby to prize, 

In all that was lovely was dreit ; 

For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


And ye lads and ye laſſes whom Fymey has join'd, 
I an Like Colin be conſtant, like Phahe be kind, 


And the virtues all lodg'd ia her breafte 
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M V Colin leaves fair * town, 
Its pomp, its pride and noiſe; 

With eager haſte he hies him down, 
To taſte ot rural joys. 

Soon as my much lov'd ſwain's in fight, 
My heart is mad with glee; 

I never know ſuch true delight, 
As when he comes to me. 


How ſweet with him ll gay to rove. 
And range the m<edows wide! 

Not yet leſs ſweet the moon light grove, 
Al: b» the river*s 6de. 

The g»udy ſeaſons paſs away, 
How ſwift, when Czlin's by! 

How ſwif y glides the flow. y ZJay! 
How fa? the ſummers fly! | 


When Colin comes to grace the plains, 
An humble crook he bears; 

He tends the flock hke other ſwains, 
A ſhepherd quite appears 

All in the verdant month of May, 
The rake is all his pride; 

He helos tom:ke the new-mown hay, 
Wiih M:ggy bv his fide. 


»Gainſt yeiiow autumn's milder reigns 
His nckle he prepares; 

He reaps the harveſt oa the plain, 
All p eas'd with rural cares. 

With jocung dance the night 1 is crown'd, 
When all the toil is o'er, 

With him I trip it on the ground, 
With bunny ſwains a ſcore. 


When winter's gieomy months prevail, 
If Calin is bui here, 

His jovi] auvgh ang merry tale 

Te me are muckle cheer, 

The folk bat ct uſe in town to dwell 
A from my envy free; 

For Mig gy ioves the plain too well, 
And Coliꝝ s all to me. 


— — —— — —— 3 — l 
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Wirn Phillis Tl trip o'er the meads, 
And haſten away to the plain, 

Wher: ſhepherds attend with their reeds, 
To welcome my love and her ſwain. 


The lark is exalted in air. 


The linnet ſings perch'd on the ſpray 2 : 
Our lambs ſtand in need of our care, | 
Then let us not lengthen delay. 


What pleaſures 1 feel with my dear, 
While gameſome young lambs are at ſport, 
Exceed the delights of a peer 


That ſhines with ſuch grandeur at court, 


When Co/in and Strephon go by, 
They form a difguiſe for a while; 
They ſee how I'm bleſs*d with a ſigh, 
But envy forbids them to ſmile, 


Let courtiers of liberty prate, 
T'enjoy it take infinite pains 3 
But liberty's primitive tate 
Is only enjoy's on the plains. 
With Phillis I rove to and fro, 
With her my gay minutes ace ſpent 
*T was Phillis firſt taught me to know, 
That happineſs flows from content. 
— 92 —V 
S TRE PH ON aroſe at early dawn, 
And ſought as wont his fleecy care 
His fleecy care, alas! were gone, 
Nor knew-the hapleſs ſhepherd bee 
In vain each hill, in vain each dale, 
Each dell. each break he travers'd round z 


Each pathleſs wood and flow'ry vaie, 


But not one lambkin could be found. 


Cel a, he cry'd, my flocks are fled 
How ſhall I e'er thy grief aſſuage? 
How ſhall I cheer thy drooping head, 
If poverty ſhould mark my age ? 
Said ſhe, my love, misfortupe's dart 
Is pointed, and is ſpent in vain; 
While ] poſſeſsamy ſhepherd's s heart, 


] laugh at ills, and ſmile at pain. Thi 
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ho! ev'ry lambkin devious frray, ,,, - 
And grace our envious neighbours folds, 
ſought can my Celia's ſoul diſmay, = 
While Strephon to her breaft ſhe holds: 
ad he, my warmeſt thanks, O take, 
Hence ſhalt thou be my only care 

thy virtues e'er forſake, 

May heav'n regardleſs hear my pray'r. 


from thy lovely form mine eyes 
Should ſwerve but in the leaſt degree; 
hy dear idea will ariſe, 
And lead the wand'rer back to thee, 
Thus long they hv'd, and long they lov'd, 
As oft Iv'e heard the ftory told ; 
Lind heav'n their fortitude approv'd, 
And amply fill'd the ſhepherd's fold. 
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Sings their ſucceſsful loves; 

hound the ewes and-Jamblins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 

ut my lov'd ſong is then the btoom, 
So fair on Corvden knotus ; 

or ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 

Elſwhere there never grows, 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 
ſo ſhepherd e*er that dwelt on Teveed, 
Could play with half fuch art, 
e ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and Cates all round, 
V: Leader haugbs, and Leader-jide, 
Ch! how } bieſt the ſound, 


let more delightful is the broom, 
So fair on Conoitin knotus; 
or ſure ſo freſh, ſo bright a brocm, 
Liſewhere there never grows. 
lot Tiviot-braes fo green and gay, 
Mav with this broom compare; 
bt Yarrow banks in flyn'ry Afaya 
Nor buſh a bobn 7 ragua.r, 


HEN ſurnmer comes, the ſwains on Taveed, 
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More pleaſing far are Cooden knorwr, 

My peaceful happy home 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes 

At eve among tke brooms | 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where Teveed, and Tiviot, flows; 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 
And my lov'd Coden ky2Ivs. | 

* 

T.orRER day, in — 
When only my Phillis was there, 
I bezg'd ſhe'd attend to my tale, 
l long to unboſom my care. 


With ſmiles, ſweet as Flora's in May. 
She bid me my pleaſures impart. 


T1 aid, (in a faultering way) 


Your eyes have ta'en captive my heart, 


The dance and the tabor I ſhun, 

No reſt on my pillow 1 find; 
Believe me, wherever I tun, 

Your image ſtill dwells in my mind. 


O! ſooth the keen anguiſh F bear, 
I vow'd to be ev:r ſince-e: 
Her hand ſhe preſented to kiſs, 
And brighten'd her bluſh with a tear. 


And now, if my ſheep are ſecure, 
I meet her at eve in the dale, | 
Where the wiſhes that flame may endure, 
She approv'd in the firawberry-vale, 
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Tas pride of ev'ty grove I choſe, 
T'he violet ſweet, and lily fair, 


The dappled pink, and bluſhing roſe, 


To deck my charming Clos hair. 


i At morn the nymph vouchſaf'd to place 


Upon her brow the various wreathe; 
The flow'rs leſs blooming than her face, 

Tae ſcent leſs fragrant than ber breath; 
The Anw?'s the wore along the dae; 

Ang ev'ry nvmph and ſhepherd faid, 


That in her hair they look'4 more 847 


ö 


Iban glowing in their native bed 
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Undreft at ev'ning, when ſhe found 
Their colours luſt, their odours paſt, 
She chang'd her Jook, and on the ground 

Her garland and her eye ſhe caſt, 


That eye dropt ſenſe diſtinct and clear, 

As any muſe's tongue could ſpeak ; 
When from it's lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek, 


Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
Mu love, my life, faid I, explain, 
This change of humour ; pr'ythee, tell, 
That falling tear, what does it mean ? 


She ſigh'd, ſhe ſmil'd; and to the flow'rs 
Pointing the lovely moraliſt ſaid, 

See, frieud, in ſome iey fleeting hours, 
See yonder, what a change is made! 


Ah, me! the blooming pride of May 
And that of beauty are but one; 

At noon both flouriſh bright aud gay, 
Both fade at ev'ning, pa'e and gone. 


At dawn poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
The am'rous youth around her bow'd; 
At night her fatal knell was zung, 
I ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her ſhroud, 


Such as ſhe is, that dy'd to-day, 
Such I, alas! may be ro-morrow 

Go, Damen, bid thy mute deſplay 
The juſtice of my Chloe's torrows 


Tur ſummer gay, delightful ſcene, 
With all it's pleafing charms, 

It's golden groves, and poliſh'd green, 
Will fink in wimte:'s arms. 

Come then, Eliza, let us rcve, 
*Mijdft nature's richeſt ſtore; 

Thoſe bounties ſeize, and teaft like Jove, 
And nature's works explore, 


_ Catch nature's beauties as they rol!, 


While mutual pathous charnt; 
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Content ſhall harmonize the ſoul, 
And ev'ry pain diſarm, 


Then when,ſtern winter ſhakes the world, . 


And rapid lightnings fly, 
When nature's in confuſion hurl'd, 
We'll ev'ry care defy. 
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THe ponderous cloud — black and low, 
And ſail'd majeſtically flow, | 
Red lightnlng ſcorch'd the ground: : 
Tremendous, now, the thunder rolls, 
As if it would have riv'd the poles, 
And torrents pour around, 


f 


No ſhelter nigh, to ſhield my head, 
Along the champaign ſwift 1 fled, _ 
Before the opening ſkies; 


Tin from the weſt a gale aroſe, 
Diſpers'd the cloud, the welkin glows, 


And vernal iweets ariſe, 


Creation ſeem'd as new awake, | 

From every dingle, buch, and brake, 
E'en from the very fod; 

The f-ather'd face their throats eſſay, 

Who ſhall falute, in ſongs moſt gay, 
1 ho wonder-working God. 


Atm d, that thoſe of leaſt eſteem 
Should praite the pow'r alone ſupreme, 
I crav'd to be forgiven ; 
Straight, like the little graceful throng, 
I, in an unaffected ſong, - 
Adreſs'd my voice to heaven. 


| - OB —— 
Tur rooks in the neighb'ring grove. 
For ſhelter cry all the long day; 
heir huts, in the branches above, 
Are cover'd no longer with Mays 
The birds that ſo cheerfuly ſung, 
Are ſilent, or plaintive each tone, 
And as they chirp low to their young, 
The want of their goddeſs bemoane 


| 
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o daiſies on carpets of green. 
ot a ſweet-briar ſprig can be ſeen 


ome flow'rs indeed may be found, 

But theſe neither blooming nor gay; 
The faireſt ſtill ſleep in the ground, 
and wait for the coming of May. 


december perhaps has purJoin? 3 
Her rich, though fantaſtical gear, 


Ard joſtled her out of the year. 

ome ſhepherds, *tis true, may repine 
To ſee their lov'd gardens undreſt, 
ut I while my Phullida's mine, 

Shall always have May in my breaſt, 
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l He lovely Delia ſmiles again! 

That killing frown has left her brow : 
an ſhe forgive my jealous pain, 

Ano give me back my angry vow ? 


we is in April's doubtful day 
Awhile we ſee the tempeſt lour ? 
\non the radiant heav*ns ſurvey, 

And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r, 


he flow'rs that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſh'd by the tranſient rains; 
he vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


he ſprightly birds, that droop'd-no leſs 
Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 
every raptur'd note expreſs 

The joy I feel=whean thou . kind, 


L OUNG Colin was. he na (rain 
hat ever pip'd on flow'ry plain, 

Or danc'd upon the lee: 
he wanton kid, in ameſome round, 
That frolicks o'er the flow'ry ground, 
Was not ſo blithe as he, 


O'er nature's cold boſom are ſpread ; = 


To furniſh freſh wreaths for my bead: 


With envy the months may have join'd, : 
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Beneath the oak, in yonder vale, | 


| You'd think you heard the nightiogale, 


Whene'er he rais'd his voice; 


| 
But, ah! the youth was all deceit, 


His vows, his oaths, were all a cheat, 
And choice ſucceeded choice, 


| The maidens ſung, in willow groves, 


Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd loves; 
Here Jenny told ber woes: 

And Moggy's tears increas'd the brook, 

Whoſe checks like dying lilies look, 
That once out-bluſh'd the roſe, 


Unhappy fair, my words believe, 

So ſhall no ſwain your hopes deceive, 
And leave you to deſpair : 

Ere he diſcloſe his fickle mind, 
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Ever blooming, lovely May ; 
While the vivia ſkies appear, 
Nature ſmiles, and all is gay. 


Thine the flowery painted mead, 
Paſture fair, and mountain green; 

Thine, with infant harveſt ſpread, 
Laughing lies the lowland ſcene, 


Friend of thine, the ſhepherd plays 
Blithſome near the yellow broom, 


| While his flock, that careleſs firays, 
| Seeks the wild-thyme' s ſweet perfume, 


May, with thee I mean to rove 
O'er theſe lawns and vallies fair, 


[Tune my gentle lyre to love, 


Cheriſh hope, and ſotten care. 


Round me ſhall the village ſwains, 


Shall the roſy nymph appear; 


| While I fing, in rural ſtrains, 


May, to ſhepherds ever dear, 
Cc 


Change firſt yourſelves for ah! you'll End 
| | Falſe Calins _ where. 


I had never ſkill to raiſe 

Pæans from the vocal ſtrings, 
To the godlike hero's praiſe, 

To the pageant pomp of kings, 
Stranger to the hoſtile plains, 


Where the brazen trumpets ſound z 
Life's red ſlream the verdure ftains, 


Heaps promiſcuous preſs the ground: 


Where the mur'rous cannon's breath 
Fate denounces from afar, 

And the loud report of death 
Stuns the cruel ear of war. 


Stranger to the park and play, 


Birth-night balls, and courtly trains; 


Thee I woo, my gentle May, 
Tune for thee my native ſtrains. 


Blooming groves, and wand'rings rills, 
Sooth thy vacant poet's dreams, 

Vocal woods, and wilds, and hills, 
All her unexalted themes, 


As o'er the varied meads I tray, 

Or trace thro' winding woods my way, 
While op'niag flow'rs their ſweets exhale, 
And odours breathe in every gale; 


Where ſage contentment builds her ſeat, 


And peace attends the calm retreat, 
My ſoul reſponſive hails the ſcene, 
Attun'd tc joy, and peace within. 
But muſing on the lib'ral hand, 

That ſcatte:s bleſſings e er the land, 
That gives for man with pow'r divine, 
The earth to teem, the ſun to ſhine; 


My grateful heart with rapture burns, 
And pleaſure to devotion turns. 
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On every tree, 1n every plain, 

I trace the jovial ſpring in vain!” 
And ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


1 
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| | Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree, 


TT hat ſmile on others, ſmile on me; 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 
Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe, i 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring! 
| Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring l 


The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 
Retains it's verdure all the year. 


*Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, . 


Might claim awhile my wonted care; 


My rural ſtore me pleaſure yield; 


So white a flock, ſo green a field ! 
| My friends, that each in kindneſs vie, 


Might well expect one parting ſigh; 
Might well demand one tender tear; 
For when was Damon inſincere ? 


But ere I aſk once more to view 
Yon ſitting ſun his race renew, 
Inform me, ſwains, my friends declare, 


| Will pitying Delia join the prayer ? 


. 
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| O: ER deſert plains, and ruſhy meers, 


And wither'd heaths I rove; 


| Where tree nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 


I paſs to meet my love. 


But tho' my paths were damaſk'd o'er 
With beauties e'er ſo fine; 


My buſy thoughts would fly before 


To fix alone on thine. 


No fir erown'd hills cou'd give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: 


No pyramid's aerial height, 


Where mould'ring monerchs lie, 


| Unmov'd ſhould eaftern kings advance: 


Could I the pageant ſee: | 


Nor ſteal one thought from thee, 
* 
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Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 
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900 N as the ſun began to peep, 
And gild the morning ſkies, 
oung Chloe from diſorder'd ſleep 
Uaveil'd her radiant eyes. 


guardian Sy/ph, the wanton ſprite 
That waited on her ſtill, 

ad teaz d her ll the tedious night 
With vifonary ill. 


ome ſhock of fate is ſurely nigh ! 
Exclaim'd the tim'rous maid 2 

What does thoſe horrid dreams imply ! 
My Cupid can't be dead! 


he call'd her Cupid by his name, 
In dread of ſome miſhap; 

Wagging his tail, her Cupid came, 
And jump'd into her lap. 

Ind now the beſt of brittle ware 
Her ſumptuous table grac'd : 

The poliſh'd emblems of the fair, 
In beauteous order plac'd ! 


The kittle boil'd, and all prepar'd 
To give the morning treat; 


And bowing took his ſeat, 


— 


ell -chatting op of that and this, 
The maid revers'd her cup; 
ind, tempted by the forfeit kiſs, 

The bumpkin turn'd it up. 
With tranſport he demands the prize; 
Right fairly it was won |! 
ith many a frown the fair denies : 
Fond baits to draw him on! 


| man muſt prove himſelf polite, 
In ſutch a caſe as this ; 

0 Richard flrives with all his might 

To force the forfeit kiſs, 


put as he firove —Oh, dire to ten! 
(And yet with grief I muſt) 


* 


When Dick, the country beau, appear'd ; 
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The table turn'dthe china fell, 


A heap of painted duſt ! 


O fatal purport of my dream! 
The fair afflicted cry'd, 

Occaſion'd (I confeſs my ſhame) 
By childiſhneſs and pride 


For in a kiſs, or two, or three, 
No miſchief could be found ! 

Then had I been more frank and free, 
My china had been ſound, 
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SprING returns; the fawns advance, 

Leading on the ſprightly dance, 

O'er the fallow, o'er the glade 

Thro' the ſunſhine, thro' the ſhade 
Whilſt J forlorn, and penſive ſtill, 


|| Sit ſighing for my daffodil. 


See the wanton nymphs appear, 

Smiling all, as ſmiles the year! 

Sporting, print where'er they tread, 

Daiſy ground, or primroſe bed, 
Whilſt I forlorn, Ec. 


Now the ſwain with wat'ry ſhoe, 
Bruſhes by the morning dew 
With officious love to bear 

Freſh-Blown cowſlips to his fair, 
_ Whilſt II forlorn, &c. 


Gentle nymph, forſake the mead, 
To my love for pity plead; 
Go, ye ſwains, and ſeek the fair, 
This my laſt petition bear, 

Whilſt I forlorn, Ee. 


Sweeteſt maid, that e'er was ſeen, 
Dance at wake, or trip the green; 
See a love-fick, fighing ſwain, 
Hear my vows, relieve my pain; 
Or with your frowns for pity kill 


« ** 


{Too charming, ctuel, daffodil. 
CEA "A 
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SEE, Daphne, ſee Florello cry d, 

And 1 the ſad effects of pride; 
Yon ſhelter'd roſe, hbw ſafe conceal'd ! 
How quickly blafted, when reveal'd! 
The ſun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: 


A gale ſucceecs from eaftern ſkies, 


And all it's bluſhing radiance dies. 


So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Wil quit the plains too fond to ſhine 
Where faine's tranſporting rays allure, 
Tho” here more happy, more ſecure, 


The breath of ſome neglected maid 
Shall make you figh, you left the ſhade ; 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 

As to the roſe an eaſtern wind. 


The Youth reply'd—You firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the Jain 3 3 

One envious tongue alike diſarms, 

You, of your wit, me, of my charms, 


What is, unknown, the poet's ſkill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill? 
What unadmir's, a charmipg mien? 
Or what the roſe's bluſn, unſeen? > 
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Wut I behold, at vernal tide, 
The haleſome herbage bh 

Note how the trees with leaves ſupply'd, 
My fancy takes the wing; 


Grateful I meet the April ſhower; 
Cheareful, at riſing da 

I trace the lawns, and kits the flowers 
Which makes the ſeaſon gay. 


Sweet lark, (I cry, ſhall 3 you, untaught, 
Praiſe with thy feeble voice 

And I, a creature bleſe'd with thought, 
Be backward to rejoice ! 


No. by the name of gratitude, 
In lottier ſtrains Pil ſing, 


I To him whoſe kindneſs has renew'd * 


The life-infpiring ſpring! 


Who bids the boughs with bloom to teem, 55 


Sweet fruits that bloom to yield; 


Who deals, in ſummer time, the ſtrem, 


To chear the harveſt- field; 


Who, when the harveſt time is paſt, 
Gives us a golden ftore, 


And kindly makes the plenty laſt 


Till ſummer brings us more! ! 


Him will I praiſe, above all pow” rs, 
Without whoſe bounteous will, 

Spring could not deck the dale with flow'rs, 
Nor Ms cloth the hill. | 
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| WHEN gra 1 e my Delia's face, 


Adorn'd with every bloom and grace 
That love and youth could bring: 


| Such ſweetneſs too in all her form, 


I thought her one celeſtial born, 
And took her for the Spring, 


Each day a charm was added more, 

Muſic and language ſwell'd the ftore, 
With all the force of reaſon : 

And yet ſo frolic and ſo gay, 


Deck'd with the opening ſweets of May, 


She look*'d—the Summet ſeaſon. 


 Admiring crowds around her preſs, 

But none the happy He could gueſss. 
Unwiſh'd her beauties caught them: FO 

[ urg'd my paſſion in her ear, 1 

Of love, ſhe ſaid, ſhe could not 8 
And yet ſeem'd ripe as Autumn. 


The roſe, not gather'd in it's prime, 
Will fade and fall in little! 
So I began to hint her; 
Her cheeks confeſs a ſummer _ 
But, ah! her breaſt of driven ſnow . 
Conceals a heart of Winter. 
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E ſhepherds, who ſtray with my ſwain, 
Companions in ſport, and in youth, 
)! tell him how great is my pain! 

How I grieve for the loſs of his truth! 


)! teli him, how oft as he ſwore 
He never would ceaſe to be mine! 
r leave me his faith to deplore, 
Or with heart- breaking anguiſh repine |! 


zemind him how oft, in the grove, 

at my feet he in raptures would kneel, 

ind implore me to pity his love, 

Till he taught me, fond fool, how to feel! 


)! tell him, 'tis now he muſt come, 

For more my fond heart cannot bear; 
Ir the maidens will carry me home, 
The victim of love and deſpair, 


HE fatal hours are wond'rous near, 
hat from theſe fountains bear my dear; 
\ little ſpace is giv'n, in vain; 

She robs my ſight, and ſhuns the plain, 


little ſpace for me to prove 

ly boundleſs flame, my endleſs love; 
and like the train of vulgar hours, 
Invidious time that ſpace devours. 


Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 
On that I gaze the live-long day; 
No eaſtern monarch's dazting pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


he chief that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 

Caſts not a more impatient glance, 

To ſee the loitering aids advance. 


Not more the ſchool. boy, that expires 

Far from his native home requires 

To ſee ſome friend's familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace, 

She comes but ah! what- crowd of beaux 
la radiant bands my fair incloſe; 


| 
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Oh! better had'ſt thou ſhun'd the green, 
Oh, Delia! better far unſeen. 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 

By all my ſighs, by all my tears, 

I might from torture now be free 
Tis more than death to part from thee ! 
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N OW nature's beauties bloom around, 
Sweet violets paint the velvet ground ; 


Perfumes abundant lade each gale, 


And float along the vernal dale. 


| The friſky lambkins wanton play, 


In luſcious paſtures, time away 
And limpid ſtreams harmonious glide, 
With filver cygnets to their tide, 


The ermin'd lilies dreſs'd in light, 
And blooming roſes red and white, 
With painted tulips, mirtles green, 
Aſſiſt to heighten grandeurs ſcene, 


The fields all gay, in glory blaze, 
Aſſiſted by bright Pœbus' rays 
Whoſe beams refulgent now appear, 
And early bid the morning ſteer. 


The ſtarling, blackbird, and the thruſh, 
Enraptur'd chant on ev'ry buſh 2 

High- pois'd in air the lark, too, fings, 
While cleaving ſpace with nervous wings. 


Vet all the beauties here I paint, 
Without the fair- ones, ſeem but faint; 
For they with prattle gild our hours, 
And are by fair the brighteſt flow'rs, 
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WEN primroſe ſweet bedecks the year, 

And ſportive lambkins play, 

When lilies in each vale appear, 
And muſic wakes the day: 

With joy I meet my ſhepherd ſwain 
Come tripping o'er the lawn; 

Then hand in hand we range the plain, 
To hail the roſy dawn, 
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Well pleas'd I hear his- artleſs tale. 
While rural ſcenes gt 3 
Beneath the beech in yonder dale, 

His muſic charms the night. | 
When morn returns, F meet my ſwain 
Come tripping o'er the lawn; | 
Then band Ie hand we range the plain, 
To hail the roſy dawn. 


Without a bluſh to church III haſte 
With him who has my Heart; 

While love invites, no time I'll waſte, 
No more we'll ever patt': 

And when returning with my ſwain, 
We tript it o'er the lawn; 

While hand in hand we range the plain, 
We'll hail the Es dawn. 
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W Hy wines 948 moon Elin filver ray, 
Amid her ſtarry ſplendors gay! 

Way thrills the nightingale her note, 
And ftrains her ſweet mellifluous throat! 
Why breathes the intenſe of the grove, 
On me, a ſlave to care and love 


Now ſnowy blofioms clothe the year, 
In ve: dant veſture meads appear; 
Favonian gales, and A Ho 5 
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While I, 3 bagel my doom. 


Ye ceeply-piercing froſts return, 

And freeze each Naiad in her urn; 

The tender bloſſoms tear away, 

De form the fields, unleaf the ſpray; 

And O | if able, chill this flame, 

That burns my heart, and mais my frame; 
Root out the ſeees of |&m'rous fire, 

And quench both fear and fond deſire. 


Tut ah! in vain 1 beg your aid, 

My beart your rigour can“ pervade; 
Like Hec/a, *midRt eternal ſnows, 
With unextinguiſh'd heat it glows. 
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What can I pray ! where turn my eyes! 


Ve howlin winds infuriate riſe |! 


With tenfold rage imperuous ſweep 
The furrow'd bolom of the deep; 
Let ſpiry trees from land be torn, 


T And on your winged ſurges borne; 


That in the aggravated roar, 

My fatal loſs I may dtplote 

Unheeded blend my frantic voice, 1 
With gen'ral Kiriekts, and hideous noiſe, 117 * 


Wu bluſhes ſo early the roſe,  --1 
| 


Diffuſing its ſweets thro* the day; 
Since June is the month that is Wold; 
Io finihh the courtſhip of May. 
Perhaps the. young colours I ſee 

Of Spring in her morning array, 
Are painted, O Flora, by thee, 
In honour of Phillis's day. 


For June 0 perfection ſhall riſe, 
Surpaſſing the bluſhes of May, 

and Zephyr ſhall mount to the ſkies, 
In honour of Phillis's day: 

Then laſſes, let each be a wife, 

Each marry, like Philiis, in June; 

For age is the winter of life, 

And night is the pillo w of Noon. 


— — kt 
Wakkk the murmuring river flows, 
Where the trembling willows play, 
We enjoy a cool repoſe 
From the buſy glare of day. 


Summer's heat diſſurbs the breaſt, 
Every paſſicn ſhould be flill, 


{Ev'ry thought is luli'd to reſt, 


By the ſweetly tinkling rill. 
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WIEN the early cock eros at the day s dappl'd 


And ſoaring lark through the air trills, [daun 
E'er yet the warm ſun drinks the dews from the 
Or vapours ungover the hills; Llavn, 
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hile vloughey are whiſtling, as furrows they 
And ſhepherds releaſing their care, 

| riſe to unkennel, at founc of the horn, 

Or courſe, wiih my gieyhounds, the hate. 


In ſpring-time obſerving my huſbandmen ſow, 
Then ſee how my yearlings go on; 


Or in barn what my thteſhers have done, 

At home, with the parſon, *bout markets I gee, 
His tythes, tho* I never delay 

We properly each ſhould maintain in his Rate, 

The vine dreſſer's worthy his pays 


My milk-maidens, morn and eve, dairy-cows preſz, 
For cuſtards, cream, puddings, and cheeſe, 

My daughters keep market in neat but plain dreſs, 
And dame too—but "tis when ſhe'Il pleaſe, 

We never for maſter or miſtielsſhip ſtrive, 
But man and wife's lot ſhare and ſhare 3 

As gratitude tells us, in friendſhip we live, 

Do the lame ye Crim, cons, it ye dare. 


My poultry is ; all by my good woman bred, 
My garden gives roots for my health, 
For London my bullocks on beſt fodder fed, 
Yet I pinch not the poor for my wealth. 
ve plenty of game in my copſes and woods, 
My flock on its thyme-feeding thrives ; 
With fiſh fuli well ſtor'd are my ponds and my floods 
And honey from yon* row of hives, 


What grateful return is to induſtry made? 
What reward have the bees for their toil ? | 

We boaſt of our rights, yet, their rights we invade, 
And ſeize on their labours as ſpoil. 

But juſtice to power is only a name, 
Great fiſhes devour the ſmall z 

Great birds, ane great beaſts, and great men do the 
Till death; the grand robber, takes all, 


Content ſpreads my cloth, and ſays grace after meat, 
While welcome attends at my board; 

No outlandiſh mixture diſguiſes my treat, 
Ax wine my own orchards afford. 


[1 turn, | 


Sometimes, riding round, mark my turnip-men hoe | 


[ ſame, | | 
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Is my pleaſant native leise, 
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With a glaſs i in my hand, to church, woch and 
I drink, as a ſubject ſhould do; ing, 


Perhaps my dame ſmiles, then one ſong I * fiat, 
So, Sir, if you pleaſe, pray do you. we 


WI EN ſnow deſcends; and robes the Gelds, 


In winter's bright array; 

Touch'd by the ſun, the luſtre fades, 
And weeps itſelf away. 

When ſpring appears, when vi'lets blow, 
And ſhed a rich perfume : 

How ſoon the fragrance breathes its laſt! 
How ſhort-liv? d is the bloom ! 


Freſh in the morn, the ſummer role, 
Hangs wither'd ere tis noon ; , 

We ſcarce enjoy the balmy gift, ; 
But mourn the pleaſure gone, 

With gilding fire the evening ſtar 
Streaks the antumnal ſkies 

| Shook from its ſeat, it dar.s away, 
And in an inſtant dies. 


Such are the charms that fluſh the cheoks 
And ſparkle in the eye; | | 
So from the lively finiſh'd form 
The tranſient graces fly. 
To this the ſeaſons as they roll, 
Their atteſtation bring; 
They warm the fair, their ev'ry round, 
Confirms the truth 1 Det | 


11 


Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew; 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, | 
Simple as the joys I Knew; 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


Fields, and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and Joy impart 
Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs, 
Faithful echoes to the heart ! 
Happy hours for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay, 


45 
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But the breath of genial ſpring, x | | Where nature's ever bounteous hand, 1 
Wak's the werblers of the grove, Her endleſs treaſures doth expand | OM! 
Who, ſweet birds that heard you ſing, There let me gain a ſweet repoſe, L nd tal 
Would not join the ſong of love ? And calm my ſoul in ſpite of woes. oe 
Your ſweet notes and chauntings gay T ho? thou, der me oc ich b 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. [Yor tale nee eee 7 forgot uf ” With 
120 I'll weave a chaplet ev'ry year, | Look, 1 
Wurd firſt this humble roof 1 knew, | And ſoothe deſpair with many a tear. dee on 
With various cares I ſtrove, For ev'iy thought thy form ſhall bring, Kow ev 
My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, On cruel recoilection's wing; "harms 
My all of life was love. Each flow'r, each beauty which I ſee, Char 
Py mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, Amanda makes me think of thee. i'd 
The ſpring our drink beftow'd ; | 1232 riſe, 1 
But when her lip the brim had preſs'd, A Buſy humble bee am 1, de 


The cup with nectar flow'd. That range the garden ſunny : 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, "ns pie wit 0 2 fly, 
DOT WED, Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 


he be 
he be 


In them was giv'n (tho' gold was ſpar'd) Awhile ny vids fought * 
What gold could never buy. . „ 5 

No value has a ſplendid lot, Till — d with * nectar there, 5 My De, 

But as the means to prove I ſhift to roi) Billis. | round 

1 ſhift, Sc, nd ca 


That from the caſtle to the cot, : 415 

The all of life is love. But Pbillis's ſweet op' ning breaſt, Huff 
Remains not long my ſtation; | KL he 
For Kitty now muſt be addreſs'd, YE 


Apitv the verdant lawns and bow'rs, 


Ag 3 My ſpicy breath'd carnation, he ſu 
wow b e : Yet Kitty's fragrant bed I leave, Tis pit 
Adieu the ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs, To orher flow'rs I'm wits 15 
3 5 er; is 
Since Delia breathe no more. And all in turns my love receives * \ 
Adieu ye hills, adieu ye vales, be gay wide garden over, bene 
Adieu ye ſtreams and floods | The pay, Sc. = an 
Adieu ſweet echo's plaintive tales, Variety that knows no bound, But bly 
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Adieu ye meads and woods, j My roving fancy edges, But 


| Adien ye flocks, ye fleecy care, And oft with Flora | am found, 
#} Adieu yon pleafing plain; In dalliance under hedges z 
| | Adieu thou beauteous blooming fair, For as I am an arrant' bee, VG! 
1 We ne'er ſhall meet again. 'Who range each bank that's ſunny, ow ft 
1 | —__ Both fields _ garden, _ my fee, Ve'll t 
| - And ev'ry flow'r s my honey. For pea 
Ou ! waft me, Zephyr. give me eaſe, and ev'ry flow'r's = . For 
an we with thy gentle breeze; 
O bear me to ſome flow'ry bed, | 1 : o ſon 
Where roſes all their odour thee, ? | com cho 


— 7, 
OME, come, my fair one, let us ſtray, 
nd taſte the ſweet of early day; 

oung health the roſy child of Morn, 

ich bluſhes ſhall thy cheeks adern. . 
With biuſhes, Ce. 


Look, look abroad, behold 'tis day, 

dee on yon lawn the lambkins play; 

Kow ev'ry linnet of the grove, 

harms the liſt'ning ſwain to love. 
Charms, c. 


ak d by the gentle voice of love, 
riſe, my fair, ariſe and prove, 

he dear delights ſond lovers know, 
he beſt of bleſſings here below. 

he beſt, &c, | 


— 


USH ! every breeve; let nothing move, 
My Delia fings, and fings of love, 

Around the winning graces wait, 

nd calm contentment e the ſeat. 


Huſh, every breeze, &c.' 


In the ſweet ſhade, my Delia, ſtay, 
ou'll ſcorch thoſe charms more ſweet than May; 
he ſun now rages in his Noon, 

Tis pity ſure to part ſo ſoon, 

Tis pity, Sc. 


0h! hear me, Delia, hear me now, 
Incline propitious to my vow 3 

$0 may thy charms no changes prove, 
put bloom for ever like my love, 

But bloom, Sc. 


\IGHT aſſumes her gloomy reign, 
ow ſhadows lengthen o'er the plain, 
Ve'll to the myrtle grove repair, 
for peace and pleaſure wait us there. 
For peace, &c. 
0 ſome clear river's verdant ſide,! 
Do thou my happy footſteps guide, 


/ [ 


* * 
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| 


| 


so when Damon can beguile, | 
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In concert with my verdant ſtream, 
We'll ſing, and love ſhall be our theme, 


In concert, &c, 


There loſt in extacies of joy, | | 
While tend'reſt ſcenes our thoughts employ, 4 
We'll bleſs the hours out loves begun 
The happy hour that made us ones 

We'll bleſs the hour, Se. 

bo To : 

N IGHT reigns around in fleep's Toh arms, 

The village ſwain forgets his care; ; 
Sleep that the ſting of ſorrows charms, 

And heals all ſadneſs but deſpair, 
Deſpair alone her power denies, 

And when the ſun withdraws his rays, 
To the wild beach diſtracted flies, 

Or cheetleſs thro' the deſart ſtrays, 


Wrepp'd in the ſolitary gloom, 
Retir'd from life's fantaſtic crew, 
Reſign'd I'. I wait my final doom, 
And bid the buſy world adieu. 
The world has now ho charms for me, 
Nor can life now one pleaſure boaſt, 
Since all my eyes deſit'd to ſee, 
My wiſh, my hope, my all is loft, 


Muſt then each woman faithleſs prove, 
And each fond lover be undone ; 


Are vows no more, almighty love, 


The ſad'remembrance let me ſhun, 
Let her be bleſt with health and cafe, 

Which all your bounty has in ſtore; 
Let ſorrow cloud my future days, 

Be Stella bleft, I aſk no more; 


PRE — 7. —— 
As the birds on every ſpray, 
Welcome the approach of day; 
Or at gay return of ſpring, 
As they ſweetly, ſweetly ſing, 

As they ſweetly, Er. 


Cruel Flora of a ſmile; 
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Gladden'd he begins to fing, 
Flora kind, more ſweet than ſpring, 


Cruel maid ! why ſuch diſdain, 
Is there joy in cauſing pain; 
Love a kinder aſpect wear, 
Frowns become not ſuch a fair. 


Thus the ſwain his love beguil'd, 
And ſhe kindly, kindly ſmil'd; 
As the birds on ev'ry ſpray, 
Welcome the approach of day; 
Or at gay return of ſpring, 
As they ſweetly, ſweetly ſing, 

As they ſweetly, Ic. 


I2 
Come come my good "x: Me our flocks wemuſt 
Ig your holiday ſuits with your lafſes appear: [ſhear ; 
The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free, 
And who are ſo guileleſs, ſo happy as we ? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught; 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught : 

What we think inour hearts you may read inoureyes 
For, knowing no falſhood, we need nodiſguiſe, 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led ; 

But we all the chileren of nature are bred: 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſt, | breaſt 
For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 


The ziant Ambition we never can dread ; 

Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 

Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our door, 
They ſmile with the fimple, and feed with the poor, 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal, 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and fimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray, 


TRE gentle primroſe of the vale, P 


Whoſe tender bloom rude winds aſſail, 
Droops its meek leaves, and ſcarce ſuſtaing 
The night's chill ſnow and beating rains, 


Tis paſt—the morn return: ſweet ſpring 
Is come-—and hills and vateys fing 
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! But low the gentle primroſe lies ; 


No more to bloom, no more to riſe ! 
| — — 121 — 
Ar eve with the woodlark I reſt. 

I riſe up each morn with the ſame, 
By the note of the nightingale bleſt. 
I laugh at the trumpet of fame, 


| From the top of my primroſy hill, 


How many proud houſes I ſee; 
The Lords of them envy who will. 
My eaſe and my cottage for me. 


I ſmile at my country's increaſe, 

In commerce, religion, and arms; 
My heart, and my hand are for theſe, 

A Briton and Liberty warms. | 
PT r * 

T Ranſported wich joy, with a heart light as air, 

Lovely Pbillida tript to her cot from the fair; 
Her mother would fain know the cauſe of her b iſ 
Which aroſe the inſiſted from Corydon s kiſs; 
From Corydon's kiſs! ſaid the laſs with a ſmile, 
He gave me much more, ere we journey'd a mile! 


Much more cry'd the mother, I'll know what it be 


No, no, that's a ſecret between him and me; 
And mother you've told me all ſecrets to keep, 
And never reveal em not even in ſleep; 

What Corydon gave me I'll now not impart, | 
»Tis the Joy of my eye! and the bliſs of my heart! 


Come, huſſey, diſcloſe, Tm determined to know | 
What the ſhepherd has done, thus to tickle you fo! 
Dear mother tis only what paſs'd in your youth 
Tween my father and you—as I live tis a truth! 
So preſs me no farther for time will reveal 


| What now with ſuch rapture I wiſh to conceal. , 


Yes, yes, I know well what will happen in time, 
And know what misfortunes await on the crime: 
A crime! faid the fair one, believe me, dear mother, 
Each virgin around would embrace ſuch another; 
He gave me this morn the delight of my life, 

He gave me—himſelf—for he made me his wife! 
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RW SI Y ATI. [ſhade 
EAR a thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 


* 


Seem'd moſt for love & corffemplation made, 


A eryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flowa, 
Whoſe flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe; 
Thither retir d from Phe#bus ſultry ray, 
And lull'd in fleep, fair Ipbigenia lay: 
Cymon, à clown, Who never dreamt of love, 
By chance was ftumping to the neigh b'ring grove z 
He trudg'd along, unknowing what ke fought, 
And whiſtled as he went, for want of thought, 
But when he firſt beheld the Neeping maid, - 
He gap'd—he ſtar d—her lovely form ſurvey'd; 
And while with artleſs voice he ſweetly ſung, 
Beauty and nature thus inform'd bis tongue: 
If AIR. 
The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Cempletes the rural ſcene, 
Completes the rural ſcene; 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heav*n itſelf is ſure diſplay d, 
Too lovely Iphigene, 
Too lovely Ipbigene. 
= eren. 
She wakes, and ſtatts - poor Cymon trechbling ſtands; 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands: ; 
Bright excellence, ſaid ſhe, diſpell all fear 
Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half-rais'd, with gentle accent, ſhe replies, 
Oh Cymon ! if *tis you, 1 need not riſe; _ 
Thy noneſt heart no wrong can entertain: 
Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again, 
The clown, tranſported, was not fileut long, 


{ 


But thus with extaſy purſu'd his ſongs 


** 


, : 


| AIR. | 
Thy jetty locks, that careleſs breaks, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck ; 

Thy love inſpiring mien, 

Thy love inſpiring mien, 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape, enchant me ſo, 

I die for Iphigene, 

I die for Ipbigene, 

NE ei r Ar 1 
Amaz'd, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
The former clod is thus inſpit'd with ſenſe: 

She gazes— finds him comely, tall, and ſtraight, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait; 


Bids him be ſeciet, and and next day attend, 
At the ſame hour, to meet his faithful friend. 


Thus mighty love could teach a clown to plead; 
And nature's language ſureſt will ſucceed, 
| AIR. 
Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kindling gentle, chaſte deſire; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 
And elevate the human ſoul. 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched tate 
Had made our lives of too long date 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love, 
But bleſt with beauty, and with love! 
We taſte what angels do above; 
What angels do above, 


2 — P—— 
PRILANDER, 

D EAREST Daphne, turn thine eyes, 

Jocund day beg:ns to riſe; 


| See! the morn, with roſes crown'd, 
} Sprinkliag dew-drops on the ground. 


— : TEAS —  - 


, 300 
Love invites to yonder grove, 
Where none but lovers dare to rove. 
Let us baſte, make no delzy;z 
Cupid calls, we muſt obey. 
Dar RRE. Ah, Philander! I'm afraid; 
There poor Laura was betray d 
By young Strepbon's ſubtle wiles, 
Soothing words and artful ſwiles. 
Simple maids are ſoon undone, 
When their eaſy hearts are won, 
Preſs me not, I muſt away, 
And honour's ſtrict commagds obey. 
PxIL AND. Gentle Daphne, fear not you, 
| 1'l} be ever kind and true; 
Think no more on Laura's fate, 
View yon turtle, and his mate; 
See how freely they impart 
The impulie of each others heart, 
Like them, my fair, lets ſport and play; 
Nature prompts us to obey. 
DArHNE. Shepherd, | perceive your aim, 
You and Strepbon are the ſame; 
You like him wou d me betray, 
Shou'e I truſt to what you ſay, 
ParianD, If Daphne doubts, let Hymen's bands 
This inſtant join our willing hands, 
The invitation I obey, | 
And love with honour will repay, 
; 13 
AIR. | | 
Wav, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain 
My firm reſolves to move? 
Ny heart, alas! may ſeel the pain, 
But ſcorns the guilt of love! 
RECITATIVE, accompanied, 
Perfidious, too, like all the reſt, 
Is faithleſs Damon grown! 
Ah ! canſt thou ſeek to wound the breaft 
That pants for thee alone? 


AI R. 
No ! for a thought ſo mealy baſe, 
Ungratefu} ! thou ſhalt find, 
The beart that could admire thy face 
Can hate thee for thy mind, 


| CanrarTas, c. 


'{ Warr 


4 
RECITATIVE. 
acchus, jolly god, invites, 


wt 


To revel in his ev'ning rites; 


U 


— — 
, 


In vain his altar I ſurround, > Sage 
| Tho' with Burgundian incenſe crown'd ; We 
No charms has wine without the laſs; 
*Tis love gives reliſh to the glaſs, a 
AIR. Of kit 
While all around, with jocund plee, Oh 
In brimmers toaſt the fav'rite ſhe © beide 
Tho' ev'ry nymph my lips proctatm, - The 
My heart ſtill whiſpers Chloe's name 
And thus, with me, by am'rous ſtealth, Perhax 
Still ev'ry glaſs is Chloe's health, wy 
| | And la 
Cx 8 IA, At e 
Yrs, Damon, yes, I can approve, , 
See all thy merit, all thy love; - If only 


But, ſhipwieck'd once, I leave the ſhore My 
And truſt the faithleſs ſeas no more: 
Thy vows are loſt, thy tears are vain, 
For I can never love again, 


\ 


Damon. And could'ſt thou then, bewitching ma'd, 
Could'ſt thou be lighted, or betray'd ? 
Or, is it but an artful tale, 

O' er Damon's paſſion to prevail? 

For ſurely thou wert born to reign, 


To love, and to be lov'd again. Jh fye, 


If Celia cou'd once more believe, 
Damon, like Thyrfis, would deceive; 
And yet, methinks, it cannot be: 
There muſt be faith and truth in thee; 


CELIA. 1 
Put virt 


Truſt me, thy Celia feels thy pain, D 
| And wiſhes ſhe cou'd love again. Ge 
Damon, Why, then, thoſe fears that rack thy breaſt? Fro 

Say that thou wilt, and Lam bleſt: Roc 

But, if my vows ſucceſsleſs prove, Fro 

Damon ſhall bid adieu to love Ga 

Like thee, reſolve to quit the plain, Fro 

And never, never love again, — 

ag cout 


Canrtaras, Sc. 


| 8. QU IRE. { 

Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be denied; 3 
Fine cloaths you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away 
Ti give you this purſe. too; and, hark you, beſide, 


We'll kiſs and we'll toy all the Jong ſummer's day 


SALLY. 
Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd, 
Oh ! ſhould. hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught! 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, 1 ſcorn; to be hir'd 5 
The heart's not worth gaining that ĩs to be bought 
-» *S$QVIRE»« 
Perhaps you're afraid of the world's 106 tongue, 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put; 
And laugh, as you roll in your chariot along, 
At draggle - tail chaſtity walking a foot. 
SALLYs ' 
If only through fear of the world I\ was ſhy, 
My coynels and modeſty. were bu: ill ſhown ; 
lis pardon *twere eaſy. with money to buy; 
But how, tell me how, I ſhall prreneſe; my own. 
Sui E. 
Leave morals to grey - bearde, theſe ps were def ign'd 
For better employment. . 
SALLY. | 
I will not. 8 


8 QUIRE. 


2 ad 


pd fye, child ! Iove bias you be rich, dod be kind; ; 


FALL v. 
But virtue commands mere honeſt and 1. 


140 


A $f 
Daverren ſweet of voice and . | 
Gentle Echo, hafte thee here; | 
From the vale, where all around 

Rocks to cocks return the ſound; 

From the ſwelling ſurge that roars 
*Gainft the tempeſt beaten ſhores 3 

From the ſilent moſs-grown cell, 

Haunt of warbling P->ilomel; 

Where, unſeen of man, you Vie, 
Deen of woodland — | 


15 


RE eoITATIV xX. 
Liſten, nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn; 
Harke! the heav'nly ſong begins; 


Air be ſtill; breath ſoft ye winds g 


Peace, ye noiſy feather'd choir, 


While Diane ſtrikes the lyre. 
AIR. 


See, each eye, each rapiſh d ear, 


Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear, 
All around enchantment reigns, 
Such tlie magic of her ftraingz 
Strains which, if thou can'ſt but 1 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 
| RxCTITATILVE 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move, 
His obdurate heart to love, 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting air. 

AJ Rs 
Leer her eaſe and-elegance 
Of motion in the airy dance; 
Learn the grace with which ſhe flraye 
Thro' the light fantaſtic maze: 
Add a thouſand charms untold, 
Should Narciſſus ſtill be cold ; 
Charms, the leaſt of which would move 
His obdurate heart to love. 


— —____—_—— 


FREE from ſorrow, free from ſtrife, 


Oh how bleft the miller's life |! 
"Chearful working thro” the day, 


Still he laughs and ſings away, 


Nought can vex him, 
Nought perplex him, | 
While there's griſt to make him b. 

Du Ex. 
Let the great enjoy the bleſſings. 
By indulgent fortune ſent, 

What can wealth, can grandeur offer 
More than plenty and content? 
Cn On u 8 

Free from ſorrow, c. 

* d 


9 — — 
ReciTaTIvE, accompanied. 
Fair Venus left her bleſt abodes, they ſay, 
And to the woodlands once purſu'd her way; 
There ſought Dana, and in cooling ſl rains, 
She thus implor'd the queen of woodland. plains, 
AIX. 
The chace's joys I with to know, 
Like Djaz to be dreſt ; 3 
Wich thee, thro” toils O let me go: 
A huntteſs all confeſt : 
Take, take me in thy chearful train, 
Let Cupid ſhare the day : 
1 Jong to hunt o'er wocd and plain, 
O'er bills and far away. 
A1 R. | 
Forbear to aſk me, queen of love, 
(Diana quick replies) 
Ob ! hie chee, to thy Papbian grove, 
To taſte of ſofter joys. 


Our din would hurt thy tender ear, 
Thy feet are ſlow of pace: 

Our toils would fill thy heart with fear, 
Forego the fatal chace, 


Keep, keep thee with thy ſons away, 
Nor urge the ſuit in vain; 

No more my nymphs would own my ſway, 
If love ſhould join = train. 


* 


* TRHRO MAS. 
Ler fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt; 
1 ſpeak without diſguiſe or art, 
And with my hand veltew my heart. 


SALLY. Let ladies prudiſply deny, 


Lock cold, and give their thoughts the lie, 
i 


I own the paſſion in my breaſt, 
And long to make my lover bleſt. 


Taomas For this the ſailor on the maſt, 
Endu:es the cold and cutting blaſt 3 
All dripping he wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


N 


. 
4 


CanTATAS, Wc, 
SALLY, For this the virgin pines and ſighs, 


My heart, alas | may feel the pain, 


: ” 


With throbbing heart and ſtreaming eyes; Te 
»Till ſweet reverſe of joys ſhe proves, T 
And claſps the faithful lad ſhe loves, Abi 


Ye Britifh youths, be brave, you'll 125 W 
The Brit iſb virgins will be kind: Ris | 
Protect their beauty from alarms, Yet, 
And they'll repay you with its charmy, 


11— 


| RECITATIVE. 
Lon virgins in your prime, 
Mark the ſilent flight of time, 
Fortune's gifts ſhould ſhe diſcloſe, 
Quickly chuſe what ſhe beſtows ; 
Bloom and beauty ſoon decay, 
Love and youth fly ſwift away. 


A1R, 
Let not age thy bloom enſnare, - 


|. You can find no pleaſure there; 


Tranfient j Joys you'll ſcek in vaing 
Jos that ne'er return again, 

v'ry minute then improve, 
Fleeting are thoſe joys of love; 
Wiſely think the young and gay, 
But the tenants of a day. 


AIR. 


05 Damon! ſtill you ſtrive in vain HE 


Clarinda's fix'd reſolve to move; 


But juſtly ſcorns the guilt of love, _ 
RzECETAT.ILYV EF / 
Is this, ye pow'rs, his boaſted flame?) 
O ſay, is this his only end? 


And can his love deftroy the fame, Ah 

His truth and honour ſhould defend? 0 
AI. A 

Oh ! for a thought ſo meanly baſes . . 

The ungenerous youth ſhall ſurely 10s A 

The heart that could admire his 58 0 


Can ſtill ceteſt him * hie 18 1 
| x 10 2 You 


** 


eyes; 


8. 
find, 


To Handel's pleaſing notes, as Chloe ſung 

The charms of heav'nly liberty, 
A bird till then with bondage pleas d, 

With ar1dour panted to be free | 
Nis priſon broke, he ſeeks the diſtant plain 
Yet, e're he flies, tunes forth this parting ftrain, 

A1R, : 
Whilſt to the diſtant vale I wing. 
Nor wait the flow return of ſpring, 
Rather in leafleſs groves to dwell, 
Than in my Cbioe's warmer cell; 
Forgive me, miſtreſs, ſince, by thee, 
J firft was taught ſweet liberty. 


Soon as the welcome ſpring ſhall cheer, 
With genial warmth, the drooping year, 
Ji! tell, upon the topmoſt ſpray, 

Thy ſweeter notes improv'd my lay, 
And, in my priſon, learn'd from thee - 
To warble forth ſweet liberty, 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs care; 
That kind concern let Strepbon ſhare; 
Slight are my ſorrows, ſlight my ills, 


To thoſe which he, poor captiye ! feels, | 


Who, kept in hopeleſs bonds by thee, 
Yet ftrives not for his liberty. | 
* 14 2 2 
| RE ITATI VE. 
HE faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board, 
When Ariadne wak'd and miſs d her lord, 
dudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
ind ſaw his veſſel lefs'ning to her view: 
be (mote her breaſt, ſhe rav'd, and tore her air, 
ben in ſoft plaints, ſhe vented her deſpair, 
. 
Ah! Theſens, Theſeus, ſtay ! 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye winds to blow ! 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow, 
Nor waft my love away! 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo? 
Ah !-Theſeus, faithleſs Theſts, tell me why 


; 


Je“ 
FF 


You fly from her who gave thee pow'r to fly ? 


| 


( 


| CanTaTAs, e. 


The jolly G 


1 


. 


| 


. 


REIT ATI Vr. 


Bacchus, whoſe gifts re- anĩmat e the ſoulg 


Heard and beheld poor Ariadne 's grief, 


And gently thus adminifter'd relief, 
| AIX. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 
Wipe off that falling tear; 
Though Theſeus plow the deep, 
You've ftill a lover heres 
I am Bacchus, God of Wine, 
God of revelry and joy; 
If Ariadne will be mine, 
Mirth ſhall every hour employ. 


Come, Silenus, fill a cup 
Of my choiceſt cordial draught ; 
Fill it, man, why fill it up; 


od, who rules the jovial bowl, 


30 


"Twill baniſh ev'ry gloomy thoutht: 


Fill it higher to the brink : 


Come, my lovely mourner, drink ! 


NWS 


With ſoft reluctance the at laſt comply d, 


And to her lip the neQar'd cup apply d: 


The potent draught, with more than magic art, 
Flew thro' her veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding heart 
In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd , 
And with ſucceſs the jovial God was crown'd $ 


While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, 


Thus entertain'd them with' his frolic ſong. 


At A: 


Learn hence, ye fond maidens, who droop an 


who 


Learn hence, ye fond lovers, the virtue of wine, | fair 
Let the nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more 
Take a comforting glaſs; and twill drown all deſpair 


And Jet the fond youth who would win the coy maid: 


Inſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Batchus's aid. 


Ily Bacchus ne er fails of performing his part, 


13 


D d 2 


0 
E him gain the head, and you'll ſoon gainthe heart, 


V NWe ir A 
HAT innocent delights ſweet fancy yields ? 
With her how ſweet to range the flow'ry fields, 


While 


pine, 


- 
r * 0 
„ . — 


et comedies. 


304 
While parted from my love by cruel war, 
Thy aid, ſweet fancy I implore, 


PaIiraAn. 


AI xX. 
Smiling Fancy, ſoftly lead 
To the joys of jocund May, 
To the daiſy'd. dewy mead, 
Where my ſhepherd us'd to ſtray, 


Lead me where the bloſſom'd boughs 
'  Form'd the bow'r to Colin dear, 
And let the object of my vows, 
Let my gentle ſwain be there. 


Now vict'ry crown the gallant youth, 
Sweet peace and joy, our hours are thine 3 
Oh ! love, reward his loyal truth, 
And myrtle with his laurels twine. 


— 16 — 


WIr. PHILAND ER. | 
HILE bloſſoms deck each yerdant ſpray, 
And Flora breathes the ſweets of May, 
I'll leave my flock to frolic free, 
And tune my pipe alone for thee ; 

And tune, Ec. 


SYLv14a, What if thy flock ſhould leave the plain, 


While Tray is ſleeping by my ſwain ? 
Would'ſt thou not think the minutes dear 
And rail at me-that kept thee here e 

And rail, &c, | 
Firſt ſhall the lark forget bis note, 
The linnet ſtop his liquid throat, 


SYLVIA, So ofc you game, ſome ſhepherds ſay, 


And only jeſt. when you betray; 
And only, Sc. 
Deck but your ſong with truth alone, 
My virgin heart ſhall be your own, 


Partan, The turtle ſhall forlake his love, 


Ere I to thee inconſtant prove 3 ; 
'Ere 20 Se. 


Bo T u. When beauty opens all her charms, 


And honour flies to beauty's arms, 


Sweet peace and love take up theircrown | 


And virtue then aſcends her throne 5 
And virtue, &c, 


CaxTATASs, 
| 


| 


Se. 


REetrAT IV. 


Wrrn joy and mirth our vallies rung, 
On ey'ry ſpray ſweet warblers ſung, | 
Whilſt eche ſoft repeats the ſtrain 
Of many a nymph and ruſtic ſwain. 
In all their ſporte I bore a part, 
When conq'ring love firſt touch's my heart, 
R 0 N'D'E A u. 
No maid ſo blithe, ſo bleſs'd as I, 
Nor knew of Cupid's wiles, © 
"Till firſt I met young Damon's eye, 
And mark'd'his beauteous ſmiles. 
Ah; then what rapture fil'd my breaſt, 
And ruſh'd thro? every vein :* 


Wha tumults ſtrange, my ſoul ned 2 


Tho' firſt a pleaſing pain. 
Too ſoon, alas! I loſt my reſt, 
And abſent, now I feel 
That love's keen wound within my breaf 
No time can ever heal. 
18 
RTC ITAT IVZ. 1 
Winks; 18 beſt, ye caſuiſts. ſay, 
To be grave, or to be gay 2 . 
Still to weep and never ſmile, 
In the Penſeroſo ſtile) a 
o ſit moping like a nun, 
Or to friſk it in the ſun, 
| Where the ſcenes of mirth are play'dy 
And the glad appointments made? 
| AIR. 


If the maid avoid exceſs, 5 
etter ſing, and dance and PR Ki 
And inculge the calls of youth, 8 
While ſhe forfeits not her with; J 
Rigour and ſevere demean On 
Are not decent at ſixteen; Wi 
And the character is loſt, | So 
Study'd at good nature's coſts. 8 Th 


She that meditates the moſt, 

Is not always virtue's boaſt þ 
Nor the frient add demure, 
Always peaceable and Puic 3 1 


While the lively, briſk, and ſmart, 
Have more innocence at heart, 
With a little leſs to dread | 
From the miſchief in their head, 
19 —ñ— 
A * 5 
| 5 WoL. buy a heart, Myrtilla cries, 
: And throws around her wanton eyesz 
An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, | 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair; 
A pair of eyes, that wound at fight, 
And foil the di'mond's piercing light, 
"REciTaATIVE. - 
Come hither, ye that Jong to prove. 
2 The ſoul-enchanting Joys of love; 
Quickly, quickly come; for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 
AIR. 
aft But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
355 With even Cræſus wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold 
Such charms as theſe can e er be ſold, 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 
: 20 — — 
RE SeITATIV E.. 


Ys nymphs, who fair Parnaſſus' ſummit throng, 


Deſcend, and help my joyous lays along; 
„„, y tinkling harp, Apollo, with thee bring, 
1 nd join in chorus, as 1 liſping ſing. 
1 R, 

Bacchus, deity divine 

Kindly pluck the bending vine; 

Of rich grapes the choiceſt cull, 

Squeeze this mighty goblet full, 


On the table ſee it ſmiles, 

Wine, that pain and care beguiles; 
Sons of Galen, leave your ftrife, 
This alone can lengthen life. 


Come, my lovely flowing bowl, 
Let me drink without controul, 
Till my roſy cheeks proclaich, 
Wii Bacchus rules the human frame. 
j 


%. 4 


Tag! ids 


: Cant ATA Sz Se. 


[A Cobler there wvas] 
Vr ſons of the bottle attend to my muſe, 
Who boldly has ventur'd her ſubject to chodſe, 
From Hogartb's keen pencil, which juſtly diſplays 
The foibles trail man ev'ry moment betravs. 


| : Derry Down, Oc. 
Old Time on the clock had proclaim'd the laſt hour 
When Bacchus began to exbibit his power; 
Poor Reaſon was forc'd to take flight from the room 
And leave noiſe and folly their reign to aſſume. 
1 Derry Down, Cc. 
[4 Soldier and a Sailor. 
| The Captain and Phyſician, 
Were got in ſtrange diviſion 
Which had the greateſt ſkill, Sir, 
And who the moſt did kill, Sir, 
Whea thus began their fray ; 
| At length ſo high it roſe, Sir, 
| From words they fell to blows, Sir, 
And ſoon the fierce cuckade, Sir, 
Upon the floor was laid, Sir, 
The Doctor gain'd the day. 
Religions a politic Lazu.] 
A ruby fac'd ſon of the church, 
Who thought all teligion a hum, x 
Had left his poor flock in the lurch, 
- To tip the glaſs over his thumb: 
The Patriarchs (he ſaid) thought ng ſhame, 
With women and wine to be bleſs'd ; 
Then why ſhould not we do the ſame, 
So merrily drank to the beſt, 
0 I Tbe Aſs.Þ | 
The Lawyer ſo arch, with his wig plac'd awry 
On noddle well fronted with braſs, 
Grins, ſtammers and hiccups, and cocking his eye, 
Thus makes of his client an aſs. 


— 


The caſe you have told, to be ſure is as clear, 
|] As the wine that now ſmiles in this glaſs ; 


But zounds! right or wrong, Sir, you need not to 
l'd prove that a horſe is an aſs,” fear, 


D d (T6: - 


30 
[The Magpye.] 
The Jade mote wiſe, 
Who Bacchus defies, 
Sate ſoberly ſmoaking his c'ay 2 
From Ne ſon and Coke, 
He oftentimes fpoke, 
Then cordially whiff d it away. 


[Th Tot kjhire Ballad. ] 
"Vie politic having fix* d alt tor the beſt, _ 
The Balance of Power ſoon lull'd him to reſt, 
The Beau his weak nerves by cafcading confeſs'd, | 
With a down, down, down, Oc. 


[Give us Glaſſes, my Wench, ] 
To drive away cate, 
And baniſh defpair, 
Thus mortals purſde a wrong courſe; 
The cure they propoſe, 
Too oftentimes grows, 
han e' en the diſeaſe ef, worſe, 


| The mirror held up, 
| | Will ſhew in the cup, 
| Thofe ills which make nature decay; ; 
Let Reaſon once moze, 
Your ſenſes reftore, 
3 | And happily live while you may. 
AN THON Io. 


22 — — 

Tus E crimſon morn bids hence the night, 
Unveil thoſe beauteous eyes, my fair, 
For till the dawn of love is there, 

I feel no day, I own no night. 


Louisa. Waking, I heard thy numbers chide, 
Waking, the dawn did bleſs my fight, 
Tis Phebus ſure that woes I cried, 
Who ſpeaks in ſong, who moves in light. 


23 
Me "T8 A'A C. 8 
Y miſtreſs expects me, and I muſt go 
Or how can I hope for a ſmile, ¶ to her 
Soon may you return a proſperous woper, 
But think what 1 ſuffer the whi le. 
But think, Ge. ö 


— 
2 


Fouls. 


f 


| 


| JAMIZ. 


Jamie, 


Is AAc. 


3 


CanTaras, &c. 


Alone, end: away from the man that I loye 

In ſtrangers I'm forc'd to confideſp prove 

Dear lady my friend you may truſt, & hell 
. Your guardian, protettoi * guide, 
Your- guardian, Se. 

24 

JAMIE. 

Pari, Saſan, what doſt muſe on, 
By this doleful, doleful ſpring, 
You are, I fear, iwlove, my dear; [thing, 

Alas poor thing, alas poor thing, alas poor 
SUSANe» Troly, Jamie, I mult blame ye, 
*Caufe you look ſo pale and wang 
I fear *twill prove you are in love. 
Alas poor man. | 
Nay, 7 my Suey, now I view ye, 

Well I know, I know your ſmart, 
When you're alone, you —_ and a" 
Alas poor heart, 0 
SUSAN Jamie hold, I dare be bold, 

To ſay thy heart, thy heart is ſtole, 
And know the the, as well as thee, 
Alas, poor foul. 
Then, my Sæe, tell me who, 
Pil give thee beads of mort, | 
And eafe thy heart, of all the ſmart 
Alas, poor gitl. 
7 no, if you ſhou'd know, 
1 fear *twou!d make you fad ; 
. pine away, both night and day, 
Alas, poor lad. 
Why then, Sue, it is for you, 
That I'm burning in theſe flames, 
And when I die, I know you'll crys 
Alas, poor James. 
Say you ſo, then Jamie know, 
If you thould prove untrue, 
Then you will make me likewiſe crys 
Alas, poor Cue. = Wy 
Bo TH, Come then join, thy hand with mine, 
And we will dance, will dance ang f 
I do agſee to marry thee, 


Alas * thing, Se. 


80 
JAMIE. 


— — 


TRUM 


SUSAN, 


 SUSAN« 


2 


*3> 2 


eu 


6 


CanTaras; toc, 


. 2 2 0 


Drove 5 PARTNERS of my toils and pleaſures, 
he'll To this happy ſpot repair; 
e. See how juſtly fortune meaſures, 
Favours io the true and fair, 
With choruſſes gay, 
: Proclaim holiday, 
ſe on, In praiſe of the Lord of the Manor ; 
5 ä And happy the ſong, 
thing, If it trains old and young, 
is poor In the leſſons of Cale Manor. 
| And happy, &c. : 
, 50 uh. When a mutual inclination, 
Once a glowing ſpark betrays 3 
Try with tender emulation, 
2 Which thall firſt excite the blaze. 
rt, | I plighted my truth 
moan, To a generous youth, 
LG. 1 ſound him at Caſtie Manor. 
To one only be kind, 
tole, And leave faſnion behind, 
7 Tis the leſſon of Caſtle Manor. 
Taumor.Gallants learn from Trumore's ſtory, 
To aſſociate in the breaſt, 
Truth and honour, love and glory, 
art, — Aud to fortune leave the reſt. 


My ambition was fame, 
From beauty it came, 
Fre rom beauty at Caſtle Manor: 
lay, | *Tis an honour to arms, 
To be led by its charms, 
Like the ſoldier of Caftle Manor, 
f "Tis, Se. 
Is v. Briſk and free, but true to duty, 
Sure I've play'd an honeſt part; 
Would you purchaſe love and beauty, 
Be the price a faithful heart. 
Should a knave full of gold, 
Think Peg's to be ſold 
Let him meet me at Caſtle Manor. 
A bed in the mire, 
J To cool his deſire, 
Is the leſſon of Cafi/e Maner. 
. A bed, Ses 


rey, 
25 


| ANNE T. If I trip in my iy expreſſion, 
Critics lend a patient ear 2 
. If coquetting be tranſgreſſingy 


| Siſterbood be not ſevere. 


To love while we hve, 
And all faults to forgive, 
Is the leſſon of Caſtle Manor; 
As friend to our cauſe, 
Beſtow your applauſe, OT.” 
And welcome us to Caftle Manor. 
As friend, &c. 7M 
26 vb 
RuctrTATtyt 
As Dian and her hunting train 
Once rov'd to try the woods and plain, 
Poor Cupid faſt aſleep they found, 
His bows and arrows on the ground. 
Well pleas'd to find his godſhip there, 


| She thus commands her liſt'ning fait: 


A1 Re "4 
Brezk, break with ſpeed, each pointed dart ! 
For if he wakes he'll ſurely-turn our toe, 
* Tis, *tis to wound the tender heart, 
His only joy's to give us-woe. | 
Now ſhall we ſafely trace the plain, | 
And haunt the river, lawn, and grove, - 
His arrows broke, his pow'r is vain, 
You now may ſafely laugh at love, 
RECITATLY EF. 
When now, tao late, the god awoke, 
Saw Dian and her fav'rites by, 
The fatal miſchief thus he ſpoke, 
* Whilſt malice ſparkled from each eye: 
AIX. 
Tho' Cupid is vanquiſh'd to day, 
Believe not my empire is o' er, 
To Venus I'll hie me away, 
She'll arm me as well as before» 


Oh Dien i. what nymph of thy train 
Is ſafe when I aim the ſure dart? 
Tm mad with the wrongs I ſuſtain, 

Then goddeſs, take care of thy heart, 


AS. 
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REciTATIVE. 
As I ſat joyous in = piealant room, 
Where none but choiceſt ſpirits ever come, 
A ſong was call'd; flence aloud proclaim, 
For mirth and joy was e'ry hum'riſt's aim; 
Up ftarts a genius, and be thus begun, 
Hopinę to pleaſe each ſocial ſon; 
'Tc wine and muſic he addreis'd his ſong, 
In words like theſe, or theſe, he ſung; 
AIX. 

O bring me mufic, bring me wine, 

Go fill the ſprightly bowl; 
*Tis only wine and muſic can 

Relieve the wounded ſoul, 
Apollo, tune thy trembling lyre ; 

| Great Bacchus, ſound thy tun; 

And whilſt chou doſt the chorus fill, 
Our joys can ne'er be done, 


Then take the cup and fill it high, 
Such joys to us belong; 

Then let us with chearful hearts 
Invoke the god of ſong. 

Come, god of mirth and revelry, 
Come bring thy merry round, 

And ſhew the cynic fool, that he 
Such joys has never found. 


Sacred to mirth, this ſpot, my friends, 

Ye ſocial ſons decree; 

Let us. then, conſecrate this night 
To wit and jollity : | 

Come let the cup with wine o'erflow ; 
The boxtle puſh about; 

Come fill, my bio her bloods, around, 
The ftarry liquor out. 


: 5 28 —(— 
RECITATIVE. 

8 Asour the time when buſy faces meet, 

And carts and coaches rumble in each ſtreet; 

When madam riſes, and the tea-things rattle; 

And ali the ſex prepare for general tattle, 

The maudlia libertines are let to knvy, 


« 
a... 


* 


—_—_— 


| CAN TATAS, Sc. : 


They muſt, attended, to the Juſtice go, " 
A coach is call'd—they to his worſhip ſteer, B 
To be, or ſent to Bridewell, or ſet clear. 
His worſhip o'er his chacolate attends, F 
| To punith foes, and to oblige his friends; | 81 


Wich ait important, then demands the cauſe | 
Why :heyare brought, and for what breach of lawg ; T 


In ſober ſadneſs the geave chief explains B. 
The bucks tranſgreſſion, and his- want of brains, | 
1 A ts, 
Your worſhip muſt know, 
Ten hours ago : | As 
Which was in the. dead of the night; 
Theſe ſparks play'd the devil, | 0 . 
In manner uneivil, . 5 
And throw'd us all into a frights | 


My men's heads they broke, 

And call'd it a joke, 1 
and made twenty lamps for to rattle; Th 

But being ſurrounded, 

They ſoon where confounded, _. 
And vanquiſh'd and taken ia battle. 


ReciTATIVE - 
His worſhip heard, and ftxok'd his under jaw, 
Then look'd authority, and gave an haw ; 
Turn'd o'er the ſtatutes, and the riot act, fact 


And talk'd of quint, and quart, and doubt, ani Hie fla 
But the young blades, to mollify the cayſe, ut Li; 
And ſmooth the aſpect of hard-featur'd laws, 

Begg'd that they might a private word expreſs, | 
Which was acceded to with readineſs; ond 
Then, humbly pray'd, their raſhneſs he'd forget, Nor 
And they'd remain for ever in his debt; Jour 1 
And with reſpect, and great ſubmiſſion ſhown, By d 


They hop'd he'd make a trifling gift his own ben! 


This generous ſpirit in each culprit ſpark, lace f 
Produc'd theſe orders to his worſhip's clerk. bl 10 
A1R, Seled 

Who, 


Clerk, write a diſcharge, 
And ſet theſe at large? 


For, faith they are men of condition: 


aws; 


ains. 


"Tis true, they tranſgreſs'd, 
But now they*ve expreſs'd, 


For their folly, much grief and contrition, | 


For juſtice ſometimes, - 
Should wigk at ſmall crimes, 
Of rigour relax, and be kind: 
The poor I commit; ; 
But pay, and ſubmit, 
You'll find me, as painted, quite blind, 


| — 


A RExScITATIV . 
S Delia, bleſt with ev'ry grace, 
Invok'd ſoft muſic's needleſs aid; 
Compleately conquer'd by het face, 
Thus gentle Strepbon, ſmiling ſaid, 
Alte 
Where partial nature may deny 
The pow'r of beauty's melting glance, 
Let tedious labour toil and try 
To ſwell the ſong, or form the dance; 
But let your charms alone ſuffice;, _ 
ind truſt the muſic of your eyes. 
RrciTATIVE 
Damon, who chanc'd to overhear, 


[6 bus ſpoke, as he approach'd more nears 
bt, ante flatters, do not truſt the ſwain, 
. put liſten to my honeſt ſtrain. 
VS A I R. , 
eſs, Ties . a x 
Wonders are told of beauty's pow'r, 
forget, Nor faintly warms the tuneful lay 
| Your voice and perſon ev'ry hour 
own; By dozens ſteal our: hearts away: 
* hen how trifling is the prize, 
ace fops have ears, and fools have eyes! 
k. h! lovely nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
delect the worthieſt ſwain you ve won; 
Who, prizing ſound and colour leſs, . 
Admires you tor;your ſenſ:: alone; 
11 den leave all little arts behind, 


Ia Gudy to improve the mind. 
1 


3 5 
tf 
64th. 


 Cantaras, S 


d 


| 


g 


— 


| The tale you've heard was falſely told; 
| Myrtilla's-heart can ne'er be ſold, 


RECITAT IVI. 


i As in a penſive form Myrtilla ſat, 


Revolving on the will of fate, 

A ſprightly youth, devoid of care, 
Advanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the fairs 
4 A T Re | 
Thou vernal bloom of beauty's tree, 
I'm come to buy a heart of thee: 
With tranſport I receiv'd the tale, 
That ſuch a gem was up for ſales, 
Could I command the ftarry train, 
For thee I'd gie it back again; 

And, If I could, to make thee mineg 
The univerſe ſnhould all be thine, 


Go hence, (the maid with ſoftneſs-cries ;] 
Merit the beſt deſerves the prize: | 


' RK 


RreITA TTV. 
As porter Mill along St. Paul's did more, 
Depreſs'd with weighty. load, but more by love, 
By chance the fair Ceriſſa there he found, 
Crying her fine heart-cherries. round & ſound [her 


Mill, Foyous, inſtant pitch'd, then ſtraight careſs'& 


And leaning o'er the barrow, thus addrels'd hey 
AIR. | 

Thy lips are cherries, ſweeter far 

Than thoſe which in the barrow are; 

With ſuch a ftore of charms, tis well 

You may have ſtolen hearts to ſell. 

Mine, dear Ceriſſa, too, you know, 

You ſtole it from me long ago; 

And now I ftoop to aſk of thee, 

To give it back, or marry me. 
RECITATIV Ee 


| Ceriſſa archly leering as he ſpake, 


White all ihe cherry bluſhed on her cheek, | 10 0 
The melloweſt fruit, unnotic'd cull'd apace, 
And ſent like thunder at his doleful facez _ 
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Then grafp'd her barrow, trundled ſoft along, 

And looking round a Vill, riumphant ſung. 
Al. 

Shail I, poſſeſe'd of all theſe charms, 

Sleep rightly in a porte 's arms! | 

M :mbitious ſoul deteſts ſuch ſcum, 

An fighs for conqueſts yer to come. 

Fair youths my ſov'reign pow'r ſhall feel! 1 

Ten ti.ouſard hearts 1 daily ftea), | 

And beauteous nympbe ſhall envious fee 

Crown'd heads and duk*s ſubmit to me. 

2 
18 og IV. 
Twas at the gate of Calais. Hogarth tells, 
Where ſad d: ſpair and famine always dwelis, | 
A. meagre Frerchman, madzm Grarf;re's cook, 
As home he ſteer'd bis carcaſe that way took; 
Bending beneath the weight of fam'd firloin, 

On whom he often wiſh'd in vain to dine: 
Good f-ther Dominick by chance came by. 
Wich roſy gili., round paunch. and greedy eye; 
Who, when he firſt bebe d the greaſy load, 

His beneciRior cn it he beſtow'd; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, | 
He lick 'd his chops, and thus the Knight addreſs'd, 


AIR. [ A lovely 2 to a friar came, Se.] 
Oh rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mank ind, 
If I were doom d to have thee, 
When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming j In thy gravy, 
Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Sbould from my fury ſ thee 


Renown'd firloin, oft- times decreed 
The theme of Engliſb ballad; 
On thee e&'en kings have deign'd to ſeed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate: 
Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 
Soup-meagre, frogs and ſallad! 
ECITATIVE, 
A balf-tary'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale and aw 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen, 
Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder op the Britiſh food, 


* 


f 


£4 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sazoney ſate, 
{But when oid England's bulwark he eſpy'd, 


CanTaTas, Sc. | 
His morning 's meſs forſook the friendly bowl, 


And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ftole, 0 the 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, WI 

8 | And then in plaintive tone declar'd his grief, 2m 
| | AIR. | Fot's Minuet, ] : 

+ 9 Ah ! ſacre Dieu! vat do I ſee vonder, Ab C 
| Dat look ſo tempting red and vite? Th 
Begar, it is de roaſt beef from Londre; 3 

re 


Oh! grant to me von lettle bite. 
But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies; 
In kind compaſſion unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt mine eyes. 
| RECIIATIVꝝ. 
His fellow- guard, of right Hibernian clay, - 
Whoſe brazen front his country did betray, - 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread, - 
Soon as the well-known proſpect he deſcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd : 


; 


| ATR. [Ellen a Roon,] * arp 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, Ie bog 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my * to le 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My joy, that ſo light is, 

To view thee, by pailfuls runs out at my eyes, 


While here I remain, my life's not worth a farthing 


Ah hard-hearted Loui 

Why did I come to you? [ſtarving 

The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd-me from 
RErc1TATIVEE 


hut dea 
in effy 
Jill ſw. 


Who fed his ndſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; ben, 
he ox 
His dear - Iov'd A. alas! was thrown aſide: Vhoſe | 
With lifted hand he bleſs'd bis native place, 
Then ſcrubb'd himſelf, and thus bewail'd bis caſe, 

A 1 Re [The broom of Coden Knows. ] 
How hard, oh! Sawney, is thy lot, 

Who was ſa blythe of late, 


To ſee ſuch meat as can't be got, 


or whil 
0 ſee t. 
he Fre: 


Ot 


4 


When hunger is ſo great? 


* & 
} 
Jar 


Ca NTATA s, Wes 
3 . a 


0 the beef! the bonny beef, 
When roaſted nice and brown; 

] wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, i 
How ſweet it would gang down! 


Ah Charly ! had'ſt thou not been ſeen, | 
This ne'er had happ'd to me; 
] would the de'el had pick d mine ein, 


Ere 1 had gang'd wi? thee, 
O the beef, Sc. 


1 Coen 


But ſee my muſe to England takes her fight, 

Where health and plenty ſocially unite ; [throne, 
here ſmiling freedom guards great George's 
nd whips, and chains, & tortures are not known, 
ho' Britain's fame in loftieſt ſtrains ſhall ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


AIR. 


once on a time a young frog, pert and vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
ie boaſted his ſize he could quickly attain, 

O the roaſt beef ot old England, 
And O the old Exgliſp roaſt beef. 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

ama, who ſtood by like a knowing old dame, 

15d,“ Son, to attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 
O the roaſt deef, S&c. 


ut deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt; 

in effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 

[ill ſwelling and ſtraining too hard made him dard 
O the roaſt beef, Cc. 


hen, Britons, be valiant, the moral is . 
he ox is old England, the frog is Monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 
O the roaft beef, &c, 


it while by our commerce and arts we are able 
o ſee the ſirloin [moking hot on the table, 


oY 
rthing 
rthing, 


Arving 
e from 


vate; 


e: 
1 
is caſe 


] 


O the roaſt beef of oldExg/and, - 


Oth And O the old Er-g:h aft beef, 


a 


YET 


be French may e en burſt like the frog in the fable. | 


_ | What ſurfeits caught, what feeding whenthey dine; 


Who ſtreets, bulks, windows, tops of houſes throng, 


Asen 
8 attend; I'fing in merry lay, 
The feats atchiev'd upon a Lord-mayor*s day: 
What ſober citizens get drunk by nine; 
What ſights are ſeen ; what ratling, fuſs and noiſe, 
Of coaches, carts, men, women, girls, and boys, 


To view his lordſhip paſs in ſtate along. 


Aix. [0b! London is, a fine town, &c 1 


| Oh! Lord.Mayor's ſhew, fo brave and bay, 
Does honour to the city; 
And old and young, and rich and poor; 
Mouſt own tis vaſtly pretty, 
To ſee the gilded coach and ſix, 
| And man in armour ride, 
In pomp and ſplendor, 'from Guildhall, 
Unto.the water · ſide. 8 
And when the barges cloſely pent, 
Such plenty of good cheer, 
What pity *'tis ſo fine a fight, 
Should come but once a' year! | 
Oh! Lord-Mayor's ſhow, ſo brave, Ge. 


RECITATIVE. ; 
The buſtle o'er, the cavalcade gone by, 


0 


The ſtarv'd mechanics ſeek their diff' rent h 


The mob diſpers d, To dinner” s” all the cry. 
Wich haſten'd ſteps, as keeneſt hbuoger 1 1 
als; 


At the full-groaning board each takes his ſeat, | 
With brardiſh'd knife and fork, prepar'd to eat. 


AIR. [Ghoſts of every Rn 


Cits of ev'ry occupation, 91% 45. 
Ev'ry age, and ev'cy ſtation, 
Parſons, juſtices of quorum, 

All with napkins tuck'd before 'em, 
Preſs to have their plates fill'd firſt, 
With the victuals here ſuch. work is, 
Snatching turtles, geeſe, and turkies, 


= 


be 1 


— 
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= Hares, with puddings in their bellies, 
Cheeſecakes, cuſtards, tarts and jellies z 
Bawling, ſweating, 
Cutting, tearing, 
Sweating, puffing, 
Licking, ſtuffing, 
Juſt as if they all wou'd burſt, 
RECiTATIVE. 
Their proweſs now in eating having prov'd, 
"The diſhes emptied, and the cloth remov'd ; 
Again the table ſmiles with wine and ale, 


And toaſts and bumpers ev'ry where prevail; Ilie 


Some talk, ſome laugh, ſome fmoak, ſome ſno1ing 
And ſome with jovial ſongs old care defy. 
Alx. [Come bit her, my country *ſquire, & c.] 
Come fill the 2 to the brink; 
Briſk wine ſoon away ſorrow drives; 
' Like cowares ne'er ſhrink, but valiantly drink 
Confuſion to bailiffs and wives. 


'\ > Cnorwvs. 
Such ſoaking, ſuch ſmoaking and joking, 
Such guzzling here you ſee ; 
The buck and furr'd guwn together fit down, 
And a!l are good company. | 
To enjoy life while we may 
I'n prove from the ſcripture, is right : 
Old Lot us'd they ſay, to fuddle all day, 
And lie with his doxy at night, 
Such ſoaking, Cc. 
REciTATIVE. 


But ſoon the luſcious grape too potent grows; _ , 
Mirth and good humour turn to words and blows; 


Now Rogue and Cuckold through the hall reſound, | 


And wigs, and canes, and cravats firew the ground; 
* ill bright Aurora rears her roſy head, 
And bids the noiſy crew reel home to bed, 


Alx. [There vas a jovial beggar, &c.] 
Let heroes, both by land and ſea, 
Their deeds in battle boaſt 3 
They only fame acquire now, 
; Who eat and drink the moſt, | | 
Then a guttling we will go, will go, will go: 
Thea a guiiling we will go. 


—— 


„God bleſs the Court of Aldermen, 


Then at a meal he eat him up, 


1 


| 


If then good ezting's ſo renown'd, 


In ſtory we are told, of one 


An ox flew with his'fiſt ; 


Gods ! what a glorjous twiſt ! 
Then a guttling, G&S. 


Be this each Briton's pray'r, 


The Sheriffs and Lord Mayor, 
When a guttling they, Sc. 


34 3 
9 RrCcIiTATIVE. 
Twas when the ſeas were roaring, 
With hollow blaſts of wind, 
A damſel lay deploring, 
All ona rock reclin'd : 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiſhful look; 
Her head was crown'd with willows, 
That trembled o'er the brook, 


AR. . 2 
Twelve months are gone and over, 
And nine long tedious days, 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover. 
Why didit thou truſt the ſeas? HE. / 


Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou rolling ocean, 
And let my lover reſt! ! 
Ah! what's thy troubled motion, 
To that within my breaſt ? 
| The merchant, robb'd of pleaſure, 
Views tempeſts with deſpair ; 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To the lofing of my dear? 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and di'monds grow, 


You'd find a richer maiden, Zo A 
But none that loves you ſo, 7 
How can they ſay that nature 1 
Has nothing made in vain? * al 
Why then, beneath the water, y 


Do hidequs rocks remain? 
a * 5 f 


« 


CaNnTATAS, Oc, 


No eyes thoſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wieck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weeps 


All melancholy lying, | 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear, 
Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with, a tear: 
When o'er the white waves ſtooping, 
His floating corpſe the ſpy'd; 
Then like a lily drooping, 
She bow'd her head—and dy'd. 


35 


Sn Fo 
AND can'ſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native ſhore, 
It comes into my fancy, 
I ne'er ſhall ſee the more, 


t, Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To. humble haughty Spain, 
Let fear ne'er fiil thy fancy, 
For we ſhall meet again, 


r. Amidſt the foaming billows, 
When thund'ring cannons roar, 
You'll think on theſe green willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on ſhore, 


k. I fear not land nor water; 
I fear not ſword or fire; 
For ſweet revenge and ſlaughter 
Are all that I defire, 


kr, May guardian gods protect thee 
From water, fire, or itce], 

And make no fears affect thee 

Like thoſe which now I feel, 


. I leave to heav'n's protection, 
My life, my only dear; 


You have my ſoul's affectiqn, 
So ſtill conclude me herf., 
{ 


36 nn 
RECITATIVE., 


He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 


With the rich cinders round her lovely waiſt ; 
Tom with uplifted hands th? occaſion bleſt, 
And thus, in ſoothing ſtrains, th* maid addreſt. 


4&4 Lk "EE 
O Sylvia, while you drive your cart, 
To pick up duſt, you fteal our hearts; 
You take up duſt, and fteal our hearts: 
That mine 1s gone, alas! is true, 
And dwells among the duſt with you; 
And dwells among the duſt with you: 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my pain; 
Give me my heart, you ſtole, again 
| Give me my heart, out of your cart; 
Give me my heart, yoy ſtole, gain. 
RE Y TATLIV WH 
Sylvia, advanc'd above the rabble rout, 
Exuſjting, roll'd her ſparkling eyes about: 


And look'd diſdain on little folks below: 


| To Tom the nodded, as the cart drew on, 
Tnd then, reſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, flop Jolu. 


: AIR. 
Shall I, who ride above the reſt, 
Be by a paltry croud oppreſt ? 
Ambition now my ſoul does fire; 
he youths ſhall lar guiſh and admire, 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 
Shall long to ride in my duſt-cart; 
And ev'ry girl with anxious heart 
Shall long to ride in my duſt cart, 


37 Pt 
HE. t 


See the ſportive lambkins play 
Nature gaily decks the ground; 
All in honour-of the May. 
Ee ä | 


{4 419 17 
n — 


CasT, my love, thine eyes around; 
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| As tink'ring Tom thro? ſtreets his trade did cry, 


In duſt-cart high advanc'd, the nymph was plac'd, 


She heav'd her ſwelling breaft, as black as ſloe, 


* 44 % Fo Like 


* 


314 Canraras, Sec. 


' Like the ſparrow and dove, 
Liſten to the voice of love. 


Su RN. Damon, thou haſt found me long 
L..:iſt'ning to thy ſoothing tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive tongue 
Often heard me in the dale: 
Take, oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which virtue ought to give. 


: HE. Not the verdure of the grove, 


Not the garden's faireit flow'r. 
Nor the meads where lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal hour, 

Can delight thy Damor's eye, 
If Florella is not by. | 


Su x, Not the water's gentle fall, 


By the bank with lar crown'd, 
Not the feather'd ſongſters all, 

Nor the flute's melodious ſound, 
Can delight Florella's ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


Bor R. Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the chearful ſeaſon gay: 
Baniſh care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 
Like the ſparrow and the dove, 
Liſten io the voice of love. 


39 —— 


REeECITATIV x. 


Tus fegive bord was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand; 


My ſons (began the ſage) be this the rule ; 


No brow autteie muſt dare approach my ſchool, 
Where love and Bacchus juintly reign within: 


Old care, begone | heer ſadneſs is a ſin. 
AIR. 
Te)! me not the Joys that wait 


On bim that's learn'd, or him tha:'s great: 


Ve lth and wiidom I deſpiſe; 

Cares ſurround the rich and wile: 

The queen that gives ſ-ft wiſhes birth, 
Ard Facchus, god of wine and muth, 


nd 


—— — — — 


Me their friend and fav'rite own, 
And I was born for them alone: 
Bus'neſs, title, pomp and ftate, 
Give them to the fools I hate. 


But let love, let life be mine : 
Bring me women, bring me wine: 
Speed the dancing hours away 
Mind not what the grave oncs ſays 
Caily let the minutes fly, 

In wit and freedom, love an d joy: 
So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine; 
Bring me woman, bring me wine. 


39 
Rrc1iTATIVE, 
SEE! wi h roſy banners ſtreaming, 
Voung-ey'd morn aſcends the ſkies! 


Why, dear Chloe, art thou dreaming? 


Wake, my fair! my love, ariſe ! 
AIX. 
Break the filken bands of Morpbeus, 
Hatk aerial concerts flow; 
Sweet, methinks, a lyte of Orpheus, 
When he ſought the ſhades below, 
See! the lark aloft is ſoaring z 
Now, with undulating ſtrains, 


Phtlomel, her fate deploring, 


Charms the ſpacious happy plains. 


, 40 — ͤEjů 
A, RECITATIV E. 
Wretch 'ong tortur d with diſdain, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd, in vain, 
At length a god of wine addreſt, 
Sure refuge of a wounded breaſt, 
AIR. 
Vouc" ſafe, O pow'r, thy healing aid, 
I each me to gain the crue; mad; 
Thy juices take the lover's part, 


RECITATIVE. 
Co Bacchus thus the lover cry'd, 


1 


q 


And thus 7 god :eply'd; 


Ky 
„. 


Fiuſh his wan looks, and chear his heart. | 
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The \ 
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AIX. i 
' Give whining o'er, be briſk and gay, 
And quaff his ſneaking form away: 
With dauntleſs mien approach the fair; 
The way to conquer is to dare, | 
Rrc1iTATIVE. 
he ſwain purſu'd the god's advice; 
he nymph was now no longer nice: 
AI. 
She ſmil'd, and ſpoke the ſex's mind; | 
When you grow daring. we grow kind: 
Men to themſelves are moſt ſevere, | 
And make us tyrants by their fear. | 


41 
| | Cor1n. e hear! 
HARK!] hark ! o'er the plains what glad tumults 
Row gay all the nymphs and the ſhepherds appear ! 
th myrtles and roſes new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
nd every buſh bears a garland of flowers, 
can't, for my life, what it means underſtand : 
I here's ſome rural feſtival ſurely at hand; ; 
ot harveſt, nor ſheep-ſhearing, now can take place; | 
but Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe, 


PHILL ES. © 
he truth, honeſt Jad I- why ſurely you know 
hat rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrfis, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Meds Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
hat Daphne, whoſe beauty, good-nature, and eaſe, 
ll fancies can ſtrike, & all judgements can pleaſe; 
bat Corin—but praiſe muſt the matter give o'er; 
du know what he i:—and I need ſay no more. 

Co LIN. 

dung Thyrſis too claims all that honour can lend, 
b countfymen's glory, their champion & friend, 
bo' ſuch flight memorials ſcarce ſpe- k his deſerts, 
id truſt me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts. 


PHIL IIS. 
it hence, to the bridal, behold how they throng, 
ich ſhepherd conducting his ſweer«heart along; 
e joyous oceaſion all nature inſpires 


CanrTtaras, Sec. 


Nth tender affections and _—_ defires, 


vs 
= 


| Ee 2 


Du Ezrro. 


Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union prefide, _ 
All-gracious look down on the bridegroom & bride, 
That beauty, and virtye, and valour may ſhine. 

in a race like themſelys, with no end to the line: 
Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them thro* numerous days; 

And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 

O! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


O DAMO. 

Ontented all day will I fit by your ſide, 
Where poplars far ſtretching o'er-arch the cool tidez 
And, while the clear river runs purling along, 
The thruth and the linnet contend in their ſong, 
The thruſh and the linnet contend in their ſong, 


| LavRa: 

While you are but by me, no danger I fear; 

Ye lambs reſt in ſafety, my Damon is near; [pleaſe, 
Bound on, ye blithe kids, now your gambols may 
For my ſhepherd is kind, and my heart is at caſe z 
For my ſhepherd, &c, 


Daman, 
Ye virgins of Britain, bright rivals of day, 755 
The with of each heart, & the theme of each lay; 
Ne er yield to the ſwain till he makes you a wife, 
For he who loves truly will take you for life; 
por he who, Sc. | 


„ LAURA. [ fair, 
Ye youths, who fear nought but the frowns of the 
"Tis yours to relieve, not to add to their care; 
Then ſcorn to their ruin aſſiſtance to lend, | 
Nor be ray the ſweet creatures you're born to defend; 
Nor betray, Cc. 


DvEtTT oe: 
For their honour and faith be our virgins renown'd; 
Nor falſe to his vows one young ſhepherd be found : 
Be their moments all guided by virtue and truth, 
To preſerve in their age, what they gain'd in their 
To pre ſerve in their age, Sc [youths 


WHILE 


— 


Pd 


— B.. ¶ n Df. 7˖C ͤ—. — ͤäV—— — — 
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W ATR. 
HILE others barter eaſe for ſtate, 
And fondly aim at growing great, 

Let me (with roſy chaplet crown'd) 
Stretch'd.on the flow? r-enamell'd ground, 
The grape's nectareous juices quaff, 
Alternate ſing and lo.e and laugh. 
Already ſee the purple juice 

Reſplendent o'er my cheek diffuſe 

A ſecond youth !l—:gain the bowl 

With warm deſires in flames my ſoul, 


REciTATIVE 


Quickly, ah quickly ! muſt I leave 
The joys that wine and beauty give; 
Soon muſt J quit my wonted mirth, 
And mn le with my parent earth, 
Where kings, diveſted of their Nate, 
With ſlaves ſuſtain a common fate, 


AIR. 


Let then the preſent hour be mine, 
Bleſt in the joys of love and wine: 
Come, ye virzin-throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſorightly dance: 
To the lyre's enchanting ſound 
Nimbly tread the blithſome round; 
While the g-nial bowl inſpires 

Soft delight and gay deſires. 


tra fr rv. , 
Wurd Flora o' er the garden ſtrav'd, 
And ev*ry bloomine ſwret ſurvey'd, 
As o'er the dew-dipt flow'rs ſhe hung, 
Thus wrapt in joy ſhe fondly ſung. 
AIX. 


The early ſnow- drop, primroſe pale, 

The tulip gay. the lily fair, 

Each flow'r that loads the ſcented gale 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care,, 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care, 


CAN TAT AS, e. 


| 


wou! 


I have ſweethearts in ſtore ſuch as never were ſee! 


But none of ſummer's gaudy pride 

Such ſweetneſs breathe, or charms diſcloſe, Let b 
As that dear flow'r that blooms beſide, 

None pleaſes like the bluſhing roſes | 
As that dear flow'r, Sc. More 
Ths balmy Zepbyrs round thee play, 

And golden ſuns exert their pow'r Wher 

To bring thy beauties to the day, 

And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r, In Pa; 

And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r. Each | 
A garland gay, the nymphs and ſwains 

May make from ev'ry ſwert that grows, 
And meaner things may pleaſe the plains, And t: 

But thou art mine thu lovely roſe, E 
And meaner things, &c. 

3 Where 


RxciIirAT IVZ. 


From Paphos iſle, fo fam'd of old, I come, 
To raiſe recruits with merry fife and drum; 


The queen of beauty here, by me invites And 
wach nvmph and ſwain to taſte of ſweet delights; There, 
Ohey the call. and ſeek the happy land, Peyo 
Where Captain Cupid bears the ſole command. No log 
| AIR. This 
Ve nymphs and ye ſwains who are youthful & ge With r. 
Attend to the call, and b- ble# while you may; {And ve 


| Lads and laſſes hither came 
To the ſound of the drum, 1 
I have treaſure in tore which you never have ſeen 
Then hafte, l-' us rove - 
To the iſland of love. | ES 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 2 
E ch nymph of ſixteen who would fain be a wife 
Shall ſoon have a partner to bleſs her for life; 
| Then laſſes hither come 
To the ſound of the drum, 


a 9 


Haſte, haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 


Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 
| | Wo 


k 


Would a ſwain but be bleſt with a nymph to his mind, 
Let him en:er my liſt, and his with-he ſhall find; 
can bleſs him for life, 
With a kind loving wife, 
More beautiful fair than was nymph ever ven, 
Then haſte, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen. 


In Paphos, we k now of nor diſcord nor ftrife, 


Fach nymph and each ſwain may be happy for life; 


In tranſport and joy, 
We each moment employ, 
And tafte ſuch delights as were never yet ſeen 
Then haite, let us rove 
To the iſland of love, 
Where Cupid is captain, and Venus is queen, 


46 


"'R RET TAT EYE. 
Tur kind appointment Celia made, 
And nam'd the myrtle bow'r; 
There, fretting, long poor Damon ſtay'd 
Beyond the promis'd hour: 
No longer able to contain 
This anxious expectation, 
With rage he ſought t'allay his pain, 
And vented thus J. is paſſion: 


AIX. 


To all the ſex deceitful, 
A long and laſt adieu, 
Since women prove ungrateful, 
As long as men preve true. 
The pains they give are many, 
And oh ! tuo hard to beat; 
The joys they give—if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 


4 


RecyxTATAIV E, 


low Celia, from mama got Jooſe, 
And reach'd the calm retreat ; 

Vit modeſt bluſh the begg'd excuſe, 
And chid her tardy feet, 


- CaNTATAS, Oc. | 
The ſhepherd, from each doubt releas'd, 
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His joy could not reſtrain, 
But as each tender thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing ſtrain. 

: AIR. 


E How engaging, how endearing, 


Is a lover's pain and care! 
And what joy the nymphs appearing, 
After abſence or deſpair ; 
Women wiſe increaſe deſiring, 
By contriving kind delays ; 
And advancing or retiring, 
All they mean—is more to pleaſe, 
| 1 
REciTAaTIVE. 
A Mphytryon and his bride, a god-like pair, 
He, brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair, 
On thrones of gold, in purple triumph plac'd, 
With matchleſs ſplendor held the nuptial feaſt, 
| Whilſt the high roof with loud applauſes rung, 
Enraptur'd thus the happy hero ſung, 5 
| AIX. 
Was mighty Jove deſcending, 
With all his wrath divine, 
Enrag'e at my pretending 
To call this charmer mine; 
His ſhafts of bolted thunder 
With boldneſs I deride, 
Not heav'n itſelf can ſunder, 


4 The hearts that love has ty'd, 


| RECITATIVE accompanied. 
The thund'rer heard, he look'd with vengeance down 
Till beauty's glance difarm'd his awful frown ;; 
The magic impulſe of Alcmena's eyes, 
Compeli'd the congqu'ting god to quit the ſkies, 
He feign'd the hui ſband's form, poſſeſs'ꝗ her charms, 


| And puniſh'd his preſumption in her arms, 


AIR. 
He deſerves ſublimeſt pleaſure, 
Who reveals it not when won, 
Beauty's like the miſer's treaſure, 


Boa:t it, and the fool's undone. 
EE Learn, 
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When your ſecret ſighs prevail, | 
Not to let your tongue diſcover 
Raptures that it ſhould conceal, 


— 4 — \ 


RECITATIVE. 
To try her ſhepherd, once a fair one plac'd 
A fav'rite Girdle round her flender waiſt ; 
This Girdle now ſhall part me into two, 


Gay Phillis cries, and either half 's for you; [like, 


Mace then your choice, and take which ſhare you 
As paſſion or a* ſentiment (hall ſti ie. 
The artful Strepbon ſoon his ſilence broke, 
Look'd at the nymph, and thus his rapture ſpoke : 
p A1R. | 
Then give thoſe looks hat ſpeak and tell 
The harmleſs breaſt and heart ſince e, 
Where honour, truth, and virtue dwell, 
And what can life itſelf endear; 
That wit and wiſdom ſtiil be mine, 
The flowing t ngue, the temper free : 
Below the Girdle } reign, 
The upp*-r half, dea girl, for me. 


RECITATI1YVE. 
Our rympb the ch pherd's arguments approv'd, 
Strephon for this by Phillis mult be lud; 
Her thoughts ſhe thus expreſs'd in accents ſweet, 
And dropp'd tne whi:e the Girdle at her feet, 


CanTATAS, c. 


Learn by this, unguarded lover, 5 


ATR, 
Since you have fo well decided, 
And ſuch judgment now have ſhewn, 
By the Girdle undivided, 
Sce a charm, I'm all your own. 
Greater is the ſhepherd's pleaſure, 
Who both mind and body gains; 
You who choſe the ſoul's beſt treaſure, 
Take my perſon for your pains, 
— — 49 | 
RECITATIV'E. | 


The nymph he lov'd, lov'd him, but was a prude; 
A length reſolv'd, no longer to endure 
Thoſe cruel frowns. thoſe frowns that work'd his 
He left the maid, and ſought a kinder fair: | cure; 
Now Daphne mourns her tolly in geſpair. 
Ye nymphs be warn'd, and mike your lovers ſure, 
{ The heart your ſmiles can wound, your frowns will 
| AIX. [ cure, 
Nymphs be kind, and you ſhall find, 
Your graces will improve ; 5 
Gentle imiles, ſoft pleaſing wiles, 
Are all the arms of love! 


Scorn to teaze the heart you've won,. 
Quick take the favor'd iwain ; 
Nor frown 07 thole by love vn*one, 


WR 


When ſmiles might ſooth their pain. 


* OY 
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SOCIAL and CONVIVIAL SONGS. 


SONG 5. 
S Bacchus and Mars once together were ſitting, 
Diſcourfirg on ſubjects their gooſh ps befitting 
Quoth Mars —** My friend Bacchus, I ne'er cou'd 
Why our favorite ijland produces no wine: [divine 
For tell me what people on earth better merit 
This excellent drink of the Gods to inherit?“ 


That the Britons deſerve to hare plenty of wine 
is true, {-niwver'd Bacabus) becauſe they are thine ; 


| And when they have wanted, I gladly would know, 
Since I, my good friend, have diſpens'd-it below ? 
For tho' the rich cluſters their iſle don't produce, 
I always take care to ſupply them with juice. [toil 


Their neighbours in France, Spain, and Portugal, 
To compenſate this want, in the fam'd Britiſh toll: 
For you know that when Fave firſt created the ball, 
Some defect he decized in each country ſhould 2 

4 : An 


| I 0s Damon long had lov'd, and long had woo'd, 
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„ SOCIAL und Convivial Soxcs. 


And who can diſcover avght wanting but this, | 


For England to rival eben heav'n in bi fs ? 


Their women as beauteous we often behold, 

As if form'd with our clay in your miſtrets's mould ; 
While their men ſo much valour diſplay in the "IP 
That they make like yourſeltev'ry enemy iel hi w 
Then what room for regret, tho' no grapes they can 
Lince they always beat thoſe in w ſe kingdoms they 


—ů 2 —e— — 
Y OU bid me my jovial companions forſake, 
The joys of a rural receſs to partake ; 
With you, my good friend, I'll retreat to the vine, 
['s (he [ter be yours - but its nectar be mine; 
For each *tw1ill a ſeparate pleaſure produce, 


You cool in its ade, whilſt I glow with its juice; 3 


Ard own no delight with his rapture can vie, 
Who always is drinking, yet always is dry. 
row may talk of his flames and his darts, 

Ris judgment of eyes, and his conqueſt of hearts, 
May ſmile with the wanton, and ſport wth the gay, 
Enjoy where he can, and deſert where he may: 

en the warmeſt adheren's of love muſt deplore, 

hat its favours when taſted, are tavours no more; 

ben how can ſuch joys with nis extacy vs 

ho always is drinking, yet always is dry? 


ambition, they tell me, has charms for us all, 

But well I'm convinc'd they're charms that muſt pa}] 
de pageant of ſplendor may Jure for a while, 

ut ſoon we grow fick of its weight and its toil ; 

or can it with us be compar'd, my brave Foy, 
boſe apperites ſtrengthen the more we enjoy; 
Then deign, ye kind powers! with this wiſh to com 
a) I always be drinking, yet always be gry ! [ply 


Wars 


— — 


— — 


1 | 
by the gen'ly sliding ſtream, 


On banks where budding violets ſpring, 
I ſee my Delia's beauties beam, 
I hear my loveiy Delia ſing; 
When lips c-mbtne, 
When arms entwine, 
When fond careſſes, amorous J iſſes, 


[grow, | 


— 


licld the height of human blftes, 


In extacy I ſigh and ſay, 
Thus let me love my lite away. 


W hene'er the jocund bowl we paſs, 

Ard merry ſong and tale go round; 
When wine is ſparkling in the gl-ſs, 

And Joke and ſprightly wit abound, 

ith catch and glee, 
Good humour free; ; 

While thus we find our joys incveaſing, 

L:ugh er roars with mirth unceaſing, 

In extacy I pant and ſay, 

Thus let me laugh my life away. 


O lovely woman! gen'rous wine! 


Theſe potent pleaſures let me quaff; 


Thy raptures, wit, O make them mine; 


Oh! let me love, and drink, and laugh! 
Each riſing thought, 
With muſic fraught, 

Where all is pleaſure, nothing wanting, 


All harmonious, all enchanting, 


In extacy I pant and ſay, 
Thus let me fing my life away. 
= SoNs of Ocean, * in ſtory, 
Mont to wear the laurel'd brow; 
Liſten to your riſing glory, 
Growing honouas wait you now 5 
Think not ſervile adulation 
M-anly marks my grateſal ſong, 
A] ihe praiies of the nation | 
Giv'n to you, to you belong; 
And rival kingdoms ſend from far 
Their plaudits to the Britiſh Tar. 


"Tis not now your valiant daring— 
Courage you've for ages ſhewn ; 

*Tis not now your mild forbearing, 
Pity ever was your own ; 

'T:s your Prince, ſo lov'd, fo pleaſing, 
Spreads your tame thro” diſtant lands, 

And the Trident nobly ſeizing, 
Graſps it in his youthful hands; 

Proud to boaſt in peace or war, 


The v rtyucs of the Britiſh Tar. 
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When 


320 


When the times were big with danger, |. 


See your Royal ſhipmate go, 
And to every frar a ſtranger, 
Brave the fury of the foe : 

Now when ſmiling Pezce rejoices, 
Greet him with a ſailor's arts; 
Chear his preſence with your voices, 

Pay his ſervice with your hearts, 
And be henceforth your leading ſtar, 
The gallant, Royal Br.tifþ Tar, 


Wunt the lads in . ſhall merrily, ah 
Sound the tabor, I'll hand thee along, | 
Ard I ſay unto thee, that verily ah! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 


uſt then, when his youth who laſt year won the 
With his mate ſhall the ſport have begun, dow“ 
When the gay voice of gladneſs is heard from each 
And though long'ſt in thine heart to make one. bow r 


Thoſe joys that are harmleſs what mortal can blame, 
"Tis my maxim that youth ſhould bef-ee. 
And to prove that my words and my decds are the 
Believe thou ſhalt preſently ſee. [ſame 
While the lads, Oc 
6 — 
On ! the days when I was young ! 
When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, 
Talk's of love the whole day long, 
And with nectar crown'd the night, 
Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd Jof thy frown ; 
Hef thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reft a bumper drown. | 
Ch! the days, Cc. 
Truth, the ſay, lies in a well, 
Why 1 vow | ne'er could ſee; 
Let the water drinkers telt, 
There it a Ways hay for me: 
For when, ſparkling wine wen round, 


\ 
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True at length my vigovr's flown, 
J have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey! 
Vet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still teneath thy age's froſt | 
_ Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 
Oh ! the days, &c, 
Come now all ye ſocial powers, 
Shed your influence o'er us, 
Crown with joy the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe before us, 
Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us, 
Diink and dance and laugh and fing, 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


Friendſhip, with thy pow'r divine, 
"Brighten all our features, 
What but fwendſhip, love, and wine, 
Can make us happy creatures. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Love, thy Godhead I adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſſion, 
But will ne'er bow down before, 
Thoſe idols, wealth or faſhion, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. | 


Who the plague ſhould. we be ſad, 
Whiiſt on earth we moulder, 

Whether we're merry, grave, or glad, 
We ev'ry day grow older, 


Bring the flaſk, &c, 


Then ſince Time will ſteal away, 
Spite of all our ſorrow, 
Heigh en ev'ry joy to-day, 
And never mind to- morrow. 


= Bring the flaſk, &c, 


Never faw I f:lihood's m:ik ; 
But till hane g truth J ona, 
In the bottom of esch. falk ! 


Oh! the dvys, Se. 


—k ů „——ͤ 


| 
On t the little God of love is a roguiſh elf ! 


He makes us all a5.childith and byind as himſelf! 
: | Gal 


By « 


The v 
Their 
What 
Night 


Vinus 


*Gainſt fixty-two, 
O lucklefs lot! 
His bow he drew, 
At me he ſhot. 
Twang went the ſtring, , 
Whizz flew the dart, 
On a grey gooſe wing, 
To an old man's heart. 


But I'll be merry, 
Hey down derry; 
Dull ſorrow I'M drowon, 
Derty down, down, 
Or laugh at them all, 
Tol de rol lol. 
— 
By d'mpled brook and fountain brim, 
The wood-nymph deck'd with daifies trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep; 
What has night to do wi. h ſleep ? 


Night has better ſweets to prove, 
Venus wakes and wakens love; 
Come, let us our rites begin, . 

'[1s only day- light that makes ſin, 


| IO ——— 
Full ws a bow!, a mighty bowl, 

Large as my capacious ſoul ; 

Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 

Depth enough to be my grave; 

I mean the grave ef all my caie, 

For I deſign to bury't there, 


Let it of hlver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of wine, worthy of me; 

Worthy to adorn ihe ſpheres, 

As that bright eup mongſt the ſtars, 
Fill me a bowl, Sc. 


— —— — — 
Now Phoebus finketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong and welcome jeft, 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, 

Tipſy dance and jollity : 

Braid your locks with roſy zwine, 
Dropping odours, dropping! wing, 
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Ram home your guns, and ſpunge them well 


, > —_— | GEES ᷑ han eo 


Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And advice with ſcrup'lous head; 
Strict age, and four ſeverity, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lie; 
With, Sc. 
19 | 
STAND to your guns, my hearts of oak, 
Let not a word on board be ſpoke, 
Victory ſoon will crown the joke, 
Be ſilent and be ready: 


Let us be ſute the balls will tell, 
The cannon's 1oar belt ſound their knell, 
| Be ſteady, boys, be ſteady. 
Not yet, nor yet—reſerve your fire, 
I do deſire, N 
Now the elements do Tattle, 
The god: am zd behold the battle, 
A broadſide, my boys. 4 


See the blood in purple tide, 
Trickle down her batter'd fide, 
Wing's with fate the bullets, fly, 
Conquer boys or brave}y die; 
Hur! deſtruction on your foes, 
dhe ſinks, huz2a, to the bottom down ſhe goes. 
WE I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
Well d'ſpoſed for other quartz 
Come: my wife to ſpoil my laughing, 
Telling me 'tis time to part; 
Words I knew were unavailing, 
Yet 1 ſternly anſwer, no! 
Till from motives more prevailing, 
Sitting down ſhe treads my toe. 


Such kind tokens, to my thinking, li 


Py 


Moft emphatically prove; 
That the joys, which flow from drinking, 


Ate averſe to thoſe of love; 
Farewell, friends, and t'other bottle, 

Since I can no longer ſtay; | 
Love, more learn'd than Ariſtotle, | 

Has to move me fonnd the way. HERE's 1 
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H ERE's to the maiden of baſhful fiſteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the houſewife that's thrifty, 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
Likewiſe to her that has none, fir; ' 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one fir, 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
Let the toaſt paſs, Ec. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young, or antient, I care not a feather ; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together, 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warent ſhe'll! prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


RS  ————s 


1 Crave not Gy e's boundleſs pow'r, 
Nor wiſh I for * golden ſtore! 

Jenvy not the regal ſtate 

Of pompous kings, ſupremely great; 

For mirth and joy alone I care. 

And wreaths of roſes for my hair. 

To-eay I baniſh ev'ry ſorrow, 

Nor think I of the coming Morrow, 

While chance permits, we'll drink and laugh, 
And Bacchus gifts in goblets quaff; 

For ſooner than we wiſh comes death, 

And ftops our drinking, and—ovur breath. 


| ©2228) RA 
As T on purple tap*ſtry lay, 
And ſlept the tedious night away, 


Well warm'd within 
With ſparkling wine. 
I ſeem'd with virgins briſk as May 
To dance, and fing, and wanton play. 


The ſhepherds all together flew, 
And envious glanc'd, and look'd aſkew; 
And ev'ry ſwain h 
Upon the plain 
Both envy'd and reproach'd me too, 
That I with virgins had to do. 


An am'rous kiſs I would have ta'en ; 


| But, waking, found my hopes were vain ? 


Then curs'd the day, 
Whoſe glaring ray 
Bereav'd me of ſo ſweet a pain; 
And trove to ſleep and dream again, 
- „ eee 
Bip me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow; 
When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd treſſes flow: 
When the warm tide, that bold and ſtrong 
Now rolls impetuous on, and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce creeps along, 
Then bid me court ſobriety. 


Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene. 
Of rage and calm, of froſt and fire, 
Unerring guide, could only mean 
That age ſhould reaſon—youth defire, 
Shall then that rebel, man, preſume 
(Inverting nature's law) to ſeize 
The dues of age in youth's bright bloom, 
And join impoſſibilities? 


No !—let me waſte the frolic May, 


In wanton joys, and wild exceſs ; 
In revel ſport, and laughter gay, 
And mirth, and ſovial chearfulneſs, 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights 
And wine, the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to joy incites, 


And ev'ry ſhe, that's kind, is fair, 
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BaccHUs, Jeove's delightful boy 
Gen'rous god of wine and joy, 

Still exhilarates my ſoul 
With the raptures of the bowl, 


Then with feather'd feet I bound, 
Dancing in a feſtive round; 

Then I feel, in ſparkling wine, 
Tranſports delicate, divine, 


Then the ſprightly muſic warms ; 
Song delights, and beauty charms ! 
Debonaire, and light, and gay, 
Thus I dance the hours away. 


I — — 
DOATSWAIN ! pipe up all hands hoy ! 
Turn out ev'r man and boy ! 
Menke ſail, give chaſe, 
Then ſplice main brace ! 
A gallant ſhip! my boys, ſhe's French! 
I: grog and flip here's to each wench, 
Loof, boys, higher; 
Stand by—fi:e! . 
She t-ikes ! ſhe ſtiikes ! our's is the day. 
A glorious prize ! belay, belay ! 
20 


Give the toaſt, my good fellow, be jovial & gay, | 


\ns let the briſk moments paſs jocund away !{ iculs 
Here's the king=take your bumpers, my brave Britiſp 
Who guards your f-ir freedom ſhall crown your fu! 
et him live lo g & happy, ſec Louis brought — 
nd taſte ali the comforts, no cares, of a crown | down 
21 
ENTLY fiir and blow the fire, 
Lay the mutton down to roaſt : 
et me, quick, tis my defire, © 
ln the dripping pan a toaſt, 
bat my hunger may remove; 
utton is the meat I love. 


Vn the dreſſer ſee it lies 3 


ö 
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Swiftly make the jack go round, 


Let me have it nicely brown'd, 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be ſharp and clean; 
Pickles get of ev'ry ſort, 
And a fallad criſp and green: 


22 
our king! 


| GoD fave great George, 
Long live our noble king, 
God ſave the king! 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Loug to reign over us, 
God ſave the king. 


O Lord, our God, ariſe, 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall; 
Confound their po iticks, 
Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks; 


{| On him our hopes we fix; 


Go ſave us all. 


The choiceſt gifts in ſtore, 

On George be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may be reign; 

May he defend our laws, 

And ever give us cauſe, 

Co ſing with heart and voice, 
God fave the king. 


8 2 — — 

Hou ſtands the glaſs around? 
For ſhame, ye take no care, my boys; 

How ſtands the glaſs around? 

Let mirth and wine abound, 

The trumpets ſound, 
The colours they are flying, bays, 

To fight, kill, or wound; 

May we fill be fond, 


Othe charming white and red! 


ö 


7 


Finer meat nter met my eyes, 
Va the ſweeteſt graſs it ted: 


| Conten: with our hare fate, my boys, 


On the cola ground, 


Then with ſmall] beer, and ſparkling wine, 
O, ye gods] how I ſhall dine! 


| who, 
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4; ſoldiers, why, 
Should we de melancholy, boys? 
Why, ſoldiers, why, 
Whoſe bus'neſs tis to die? 
What 6zhing, fie! 
Drown fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
"Tis he, you, or I! 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 
We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly, 


"Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys 3 
»Tis but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain; 
Should next campaign 

Send us to Him who mede us, boys, 
We're iree from pain! 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlady 
Cure ali again, \ 


24 
HIL Berg, thou juice dirine! 
Inipirer of my ſong! 
The praiſes given to other wine, 
To ihee alone belong; 
Of poignant wit and roty charms 
Thou can't the power improve 
Care of it's {ting thy balm Aal ns, 
Thou nobleſt gift of Fove. 


Bright Phabus on the pa: et vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 
Sweet ſhinipg thro the tendril ſhines, 

And laviik darts his beame; 
The pregnnt grape receives 115 fires, 
And Ji his force retains; 


With that lame wroth ovr brains inipires, 


And animetes our ſtrains, 


From thee my Ch/ze's radiant eye 
New ſparkiing beams receives; 

He: cheeks imbibe a rofi-r dye, 
Her Leav'epus boſom beaves: 

Sur inden 4 to love by thy ala-ms, 
O! with what nervous ca, 


* 


Worthy the fair, we fil their arme, 
And oft our bliſs repeat! 
| The Sreic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy loftneſs can unbind, 
A cheartul gaiety diſpenſe, 
| And make him taſte a friend: 
Hi; brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penfive ſtrife; 
And then concludes his time well ſpent, 
In honeſt ſocial life. 
E'en beaux, thoſe ſoft amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 
Quite loſt to the delight that ſp ings 
j rrom ſenſe, thy pow'r conteſs ; 
T he fop, with chitty maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his queue and ſtiff grimace, 
| Crows free, and leems to think, 
— 
| I Heed not, while life's on the wing, 
What faie or what fortune may bring, 
Nor think oro care or of ſorrow ; 
Would you know why ſo happy and gay; 
I've liv'd, my companions, to- day, 
And will waſte not a thought on to-morrow. 
What pleaſures a ready are flown, 
The j;ys my fond heart might have known, 
{ I could not repeat without ſorrow ? 
When eagerly brimm'd the briſk wine, 
When Yove, haif-conſenting, was mine, 
A wa tper came, ſtay till to-morrow. 
Il live, for I'm wiſer at laſt, 
The preſent ſhall pay for the paſt, 
No moment of future II borrow 5 
The cheat now I girly deſcryg _ 
On to-day you muſt only rely, 
Look not for a friend in to-morrow, 
I' catch ev'ry ſwift-flying hour, 
[11 taſte ev'ry joy in my pow'r, 
And teach you to ſmile away ſorrow 3 
if love now bids beauty be kind, 
If you've nectar w gladden your mind, 4 
Have nothing t6 do with to-morrow. _ 00 
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OMF, ye party jafigling fwainsz. 


ave your floc kw and quit the pins. 


2 4 


riends to country, frietids to court, © 


othing bere ſhall ſpoil your ſport, .' 


Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome every friendly gueſt! , 


rightly widows come away, 


wehing dames and virgins gay, 
itle gaudy, fluttering miſſes. 


miling hopes of future bliſfes, 


Ever welcome, &c, 


a that ripening ſun can bring, . | 
geauteous ſummer, beauteous fring, 


n ore varying ſethe we ſhow 


he green, the ripe, -the bud, the blow, 


Ever welcome, SS. 


mus jeſting, muſic charming, 
ine inſpiring, beauty warming, 


Rage and party malice dies, 
peace returns, and diſeord flies. 


Ever welcome to our feaſt, 
Welcome every friendly gueft ! 


Come, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogſhead 
Untoour maſter's ſhrine. . 
And a toping we will go, &c, 
Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a reafon why; 
'Tis a great ſin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 
And a toping, &c, 
In times of old T was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought *twas too ſevere, 
And a toping, &c, | 


He $11'd a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſup ; 


* 
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| 


But Had it been a gallon pot, 


By Fove I'd toſs'd it up, 
And a toping, SWO. 


And ever fince that happy time, | 


Good wine has been my chearz 


Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 


But water or fmall-beer, 
And a toping, ec. 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 


And never flinch, nor fly ; 


But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 


And drain the bottles dry. 
And a toping we will go, c. 


Di STANT bie thee, carping care, 


From the ſpot where I do dwell; 


I | Rigid mortals, come not there, 


Frowns, begone to hermit's cell ; 


'But let me live the life of ſouls, 
With laughter, love, and flowing bowls, 


Miſer, with thy paltry pelf 
I give 'gainſt thee my hate it's ſcope; 
Wretch that liv'ſt but for thy ſeif, 
With heart of ruſt that cannot ope: 


Fly, bird of night, from ſun and ſouls 
That love and laugh o'er flowing bo xls, 


Who can let the penſive go, 
Or the eye that drops à tear, 

And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not, dare not peep in here: 


Who can't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 
Nor eber hall quaff our flowing bowls, 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and mirth dwell in my gate, 


While with eaſe my ſand doth waſle, 


Whilſt I bleſs the book of fate: 


| Then let me live the life of ſouls, | 
With laughter, love, and flowing bowls, 


Lr fuſty ol 


— Venus and Bacchus re vile; 


d prey-beards of apathy boaſt 
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In ſe pite of their books, they are ſaves to ſome toaſt, 


The dupes of a nod, wink, or ſmile, 


Some ſnug ſober citizens here may repair, 
Without an idea of guile; 


But what with the muſic, and what with the fair, 


They follow the nod, wink, and ſmile. 


Let men boaſt of titles, of honour, renown ; 
The females of this happy ifle, 

Can vanquiſh the victors, nay kill with a frown, 
Or ſave, by a nod, wink, or ſmile, 


Theſe gardens of pleaſure the beauties approve, 
Who the dulleſt of moments beguile; 
Here Cupid unfurls the white ſlandard of love, 


And commands with a nod, wink, and ſmile, 


30 


LEr a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 

While water, tea, 
And milk agree, 

To ſet cold brains a thinking 
Power ard wealth, 
Beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine ave crown'd 3 
Joys abound, 

| Pleaſure's found 

Only where the glaſs goes round, 


The ancient ſes on happineſs 

All differ'd in opinion; 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, 

In wine fix their dominion, 
Power and wealth, Sc. 


Wire gives the lover vigour, 
Makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 
Makes pcets write, 
And folciers fight, 
And friendſhip do it's duty. 
Power and wealth, Sc. 


Wine was the only Helicon, 
Vi hence pot are long · liv'd fe 
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| 


| "Twas no other main 

Than briſk. champaign, 
| Whence Venus was deriv'd tons 
| Power and wealth, Cc. 


When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had ſent us, 
þ In a merry mood, 


Was — — up; to content us, 
Power and wealth, Ec. 


All virtues wine is nurſe to, 
Of er'ry vice deſtroyer, 
Gives dullard's wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 
Power and wealth, Ec. 


— 


Wine ſets our joys a flowing, 


Our care and ſorrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bow), 
Is a Turk in's ſoul, 
Anda Chriſtian ne'*er mould own him 1 
Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown 
oys abound, 
leaſure's found 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 
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M AS TER Jenkins | ſmok'd his pipe, 
And ſwore he'd ne'er be married, 
But 'gainft each huſband threw ſome wipe, | 
Or dry jeſt drolly carried. 
Maſter Jenkins thought a wife 
The greateft mortal evil, 
And ſwore to lead a huſband” s life 
Muſt be the very devil. 


Mer fter Jenkins ſmol d his pipe 2 
At home, content, and married, 
Regardleſs of each ſneer m wipe, 
"ou dry jeſt drolly carried 3 
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after Jenb ius ſwore a wiſe - 

Was not ſo great an evil; 
Ind any but a huſband's life 

Was now. the very devil. 

after Jenkins \mok'd his pipe, 

and has been ſome months married; 
deverely now he felt each wipe, 

For horns the poor man carried: 
Maſter Fenkins curs'd his wife, 

And ſwore of ſuch an evil, 
To get well quit he'd part with life, 
Oc ſend her to the devil. ; 
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ORT ALS, learn your lives to meaſure, 
ot by length of time, but pleaſure; 
o the hours invite, comply; 
bile you idly pauſe, they fly; 
leſt, a nimble pace they, keep, 
gat in torment, then they creep. 


ortals, learn your lives to meaſure, 

ot by length of time, but pleaſure; 
oon your ſpring muſt have a fall; 
ofing youth, is loſing all: 
Then you'll aſk, but none will give, 
Ind may linger, but not live. 


1nd bar er all joy for a goblet of wine; 
n ſcarch of a Venus no longer I', run, 
ut ſtop and forget her at Bacchus tun, 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 

Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair 3 

at what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
f not fill'd with the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 

oa lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart: 
be miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 

rows convert to love, and reſigns her his key, 


L 
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Y temples with cluffers of grapes I'll entwine, 


ut the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her head, 


nd poverty liſtens, well pleas'd, from her ſhed; 


hile age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 


ts time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong 
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Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 

The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 
"Tis the toaſt of a lover, and pledge me who dare, : 


O _— 4; er 
, the ſultry month of June! 
Sweating late and early; 
Able ſcarce to hum a tune, 
Oh! we ſwelter rarely! 


All night long we're in a ſwezt, 
Sweating till the morning; 
Piping hot then up we get, 
| Breakfaſt hell gives warninge 
After tea we take a walle, 
In the grove or meadow : 
Ob! how hot! is all our talk ; 
None e'er ſweat as we do. | 


Then upon the graſs we're laid ; 
For a while, how clever! 

Soon the ſun darts thro' the ſhade, 
We're as hot as ever. 


Panting with the noon-tide heat, _ 
| Homeward next we ftroll Sir, 
All beſmear'd with duft and ſweats 
Dolly brings the bowl, Sir, 
Cooling cream, our thirſt t' allay, 
Eager now we ſwallow ; 
Cyder too, and curds and whey 
Still we melt our tallow. - 


Now we try to eaſe us; | 
Chairs, ſtools, benches; beds of down, 
Nothing now can pleaſe us. 


Dinner waits, and down we fit, 
Fiſh and fleſh invite us; 

Not a morſel can we cat, 
Nothing can delight us. 


From our liquors, ſtrong or weak, 
We derive no pleaſure; 
Cooling draugbts in vain we ſeek, 


Sweating beyond meaſure, Ff 2 


Chairs, ftools, benches, reſtleſi grown, : 


* 


Er 
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ay 


. Pg now comes on apgce, 
Now the ſun is ſerting; 
Shadows ſkim the meadow's face, 
But we itill are ſweating, k 


Sweating thus from day to day, 
Pitying pow'rs befriend us ! 

And. inflead of June ſo gay, 
Winter once more ſend us, 


On Old England's bieſt ſhore 
We are landed once more, 

Secure from the ſtorms of os main; 
For great George, and his cauſe, 
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Oos wives at home, your hed bone, = Eater 
To them leave care and thinking — * 
While gaily we the hours paſs on Mak 
In laughing and in auen. | | 


Draw th 


dince in 

The real joys. of love are ſhar'd We'll 

By thoſe who are diſcreeteſt 3 {+7 4h and wh 

And here's his health: who. firſt declar'd” With 
Stol'n pleaſures are the ſweeteſt, 

days 


Since 
hy lo 
On t. 
Can coſ 


r HO! pox o' this dean I pr KR 4 giveo der, 
And talk of your Philijs and Chloe no more; 

Their face, & their ajr, & the it mien; what a rou 
Here's to'thee, mV ad, puiþ the battle about. 


| | 
ee tine 4 100 1 5 aig {Let finical fops play, the fool.and the ape, * 
b ial | | They dare not conligelin the juice of the grape; Give 

Where the ſun's orient ray But we honeſt fello ys ſdeath ! wha'd ever think 
* 2 the . , 7 Of puling for love, while he's able to drink? — ge 

ia's ex | 3 

The frothy fat foes oa o, Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows i me th 
Who dar'd to oppoſe, Fi Our joys it engreaſes, and lightens our woes; "my 
We have conguer'd, and will do again. Remember what topers of old us d to ing, | Go ſeal 
Come; my beonl bas g of "i | The man that is drunk i is as great as a: king, Whe 
Let a 3 * and 8 a 2 If Cupid aſſaults ycu, there” 8 Jaw for his rricks3 Their 
While here on the ſhore we remain 3 Anacreon's caſes ſee, vage twenty · ſix: And 


The precedepit's glorious, and Juſt by my (qob 80 ies 

With hearts, and with bands, 1 Lay ho!d on and drown the youpe dog in a bowl And 

We are ready to conquer again, 5 | { What” s life but a de a ſong, od a laugh? When 

: * 5 | My toaſt ſhall be this, aol — + mY frm 

Our laſſes aiter, once again ſu Fay 1 50 and good fellowſhip nen den . 

Bring t Ather 8 broach the Lieds, | Boys, 61 1 Maher, 9 20 One — 

Let not vacuit y the board diſgrace, „„ 39 — For 
But with rich claret fill the horrid-ſpace | Rar, no more, ye learned 7 85 


Potent; juice, that rules the earth, ( Gaiyſt the j joys the howl ſupplies; Sou 
Inſpirer of wit and mirth, | 


When our coyntry demands, 


©. me 


cpnd it s depth. and fill vour glaſſes, While 
Source of joys that ne'er decay, | Wiſdong at the hottom lies: | "WY 
Ever bubbling, * il chem higher ſtill, and higher, Source 


Never troubling, 
Always ſparkling, briſk and gay: 
Recruit my goblet to the brink, 
I'll fing thy praiſes while I driak, 


Sh [How dravghts perplex the brain; 
Sippiag bed all aur re 5 
| Bumpers wen! it vp agate... 


dee bt 


No or 
Roun 
dell 


Yraw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure; 
Enter jollity and joy 

e for thinking have no leiſure, 

Manly mirth is our employ: 

Lince in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage; 

1 vhs ſhall drop the curtain, 
With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage, 


I, 40 
TVO Plato, Why ſhould man be vain, 
Since bounteous heaven hath made him great? 
hy looketh be with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or fate ? 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 
Or all the gems that deck the fair; 
Can all the glories of a crown 


thing Give health, or eaſe the brow of care? 
? he ſcepter'd king, the burden'd ſlave, 
own! Tne humble and the haughty die; 


The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, - 
In duſt, without diſtinction lie. 

Go ſearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles bare; 

es 3 heir wealth and glory are bereft, 

And all their honour is na more, 


oh, so fies the meteor through the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train; 
? When ſhot, tis gane, it's beauty dies, 
Diſſolves to common air again, 
$ 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, 
Let friendſhip reiga while here we ſtayz 
Let's crown our joy with flowing bowls, 
For when Jove calls we muſt obey, 
— 41— 
SOULS who in gay circles move, 
While from ſcene to ſcene ye rove, 
*cking pleaſure, look on me, 
Source of bliſs, variety. 


dee bright Phœæbus, how he ſhines } 

No one ſpot his beam confines 3, 

Round the world his courſers flees = 
decking dear Vatietys 


Social. and Conviviat Soxcs, | 
e the wretch with gold poſſeſt; 


| Che noble mind is not at all 
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Let the ſot with wine be bleſt; 


Laurell'd let ambition be, 
Give me dear variety. 


Would you laſting pleaſures taſte, ' 
Such as ne*er.can cloy nor waſte 
From folly, care, and diſcord, free; 
Seek them in variety. 


All ye powers of joy and mirth, 
Bring your choiceſt treaſures forth; 
Muſic, ſong, and dance, and glee, 


| Blended with variety, 


But when love demands the theme, 
Then I quite avert my ſcheme; 
Nancy's heart's enough for me, 
Tho' my name's variety. 
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SHOULD I die by the force of good wine, 

'Tis my will, when I fall, that a tan be my ſhrinez 
And for the age to come, 

Engrave this ſtory on my tomb: 

Here lies a body once ſo brave, 

Who with drinking made his graves 


] Since thus to die will purchaſe fame, 


And raiſe an everlaſting name, 

Drink, drink away, and dare to be nobly in- 
Let miſers and ſlaves : [terr'd 1 
Sneak into the r graves, 

And rot in a dirty church-yard, 


W arLE happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter; 
L' never baſely lend my hand, 

Her libeities to þ rter, 


By poverty degraded ; - 
* Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am perſuaded, 
Each free-born Ariten's ſong ſhould be, 


Fg 


Or give me death er _— 
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Tho! ſmall the pow'r which fortune grants, 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us; 

The loroly hireling often wants 
That free dem that defends us. 


By law ſecured from lawleſs ſtrife, 

Our houſe is our caſtellum. 
Thus bleſs'd with ali that's dear in life, 

For lucre, {hall we ſell em? : 
No-eev'ry Briton's ſong ſhould be, 

Or give me death or liberty. 
We-. drink, and we'll never have dane hays 
Put the glaſs then around with the ſun, boys; 1 
Let Apo!lo's example invite us, 

For he's drunk ev'ry night, 

That makes him ſo bright, 
That he's able next morning to light Us, 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 
Unknown to the Turk and the Perſian; 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by hea: heniſh rules, 
And dream o'er cheir tea · pots and coffee 
While the brave Brita: $ ſing, 
And drink health to the kin 
And a fig for their ſultan and | pk. 
Y E mortals whom trouble and ſorrow attend, 
Whoſe life is a ſeries of pain without end, 
For ever depriv'd of hope! 's all-chearing ray, 
Ne'er know what it is to be happy a dayz 
Obey the glad ſuramons, the bar bell invites, 
Drink deep, and I warrant it ſets you to rights, 


When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueſt, 

By heart-hearted duns too continually preſt, 

M hen brats begin crying and ſqu alliag for bread, 

And wife's never filent till faſt in her bed; ab 
' Obey the glad ſummons, Sc. 


Did Neptune's ſalt element run with freſh wine, 
Tho' all Europe's powers together combine, 1 
Our brave Br iſs ſailors need ne'er care a jot, 
Sor rounded by plenty of ſuch rare grape-thot, 
Obey the glad ſummons, & 


1 


Soctal and Caxviytas J98ngs 
{ Was each dull, p 


2 


| 
1 


|| Who 


| Bury n me Mo ger mn eh chat won t de,. 


antical, text- fpinnin vicar, 
ITo leave off 440 MAN and ſtick 5 liquq, 
O how would he with for that power divine, 
To change, when he would, ſimple water to wine! 
| Obey the glad ſummons, Sc. 


If wine, then, can miracles work, ſuch as theſe, 

And give to the troubl'd mind comfort and caſe, 

Deſpair not, "that bleſſing i in Bacchus you find, 

Who ſhowers his gifts ſox the good of mankind, 

Obey the glad ſummons, the bar bell invites; 

Drink deep, and nge! it ſets you to rights, 

; Tururar was once, —it is ſaid, 

| When, —'tis out of my head ;j— 

bye, and where too—yet true is my tale; 
That a round-belly'd Vicar 
Bedimpled with liquor, ä 

uid ſtick to no text like good ale. 


| Fol de rol, Cc. 
| He one night gan to doſe, 
For, under he role, 
{The prief,was that night non ſe igpſe; 
Non je ipſe, you'll lay, j 6 
What is that to the ay? | 
n pl in Exgliſb then, parſon was ripſcy; | 


When the,clerk coming in, 

Wie h his bands bobbing chin, 
s ſolemn and ini ling as may beg 

The vicar he geb „ 

H:s clerk hem'd and ſcrap'd, 
Saying, —pleaſe, fir, to bury a baby. 


Now our author ſuppoſes | 

The clerk's name was Moſes, 

look'd at his maſter ſo roly; 

He blink'd with one eye, 

And with wig all awty, 

He hiccup'd out, —how cheers it, Mozy * 9. 


| A child, Gr, is carry 'd, 
For vou to be bury'd ; 


— — 
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& 


? 
1 
1 
: 


1 
1 


$ 


| 


$ 


, 


* 
0 


* 


Lord, fir, ſays the clerk, 
You are all in the, darle; 
Tis a child to be bury d, not eu. 


Well, Moſes, be 


The infant we'll bury; 
ſe, t, waſter, the corpſe cannot voy — 
Ay What—can't it— but why ? 
ng For once then we'll try | 
*y fa corple, Moſes, can run away. 
But Maſes reply:d, 
. The pariſh wijl.chide, 


or keeping thera out in cold weather: 
Then, May, quogh he, 
Pray tell em from me, 


ll bury them warm, all together. 


But, fir, it rains hard, 
Pray have ſome regard jm 
Regard, Moſes, that makes me flay ! 
For no corpſe, young or, old, 
In the rain can catch cold, 
ut, Moſes, faith you or 1 may. 


Moſes begg'd.to. be gone, 
Saying, fir, the rain's done; 
leaſe to riſe, and I'. lend you my hand; 
Tis hard, quoth the vicar, 
To leave thus my liqu 
Ind go,. — When P m 1 — 1 t. ſtand, 


At length, though ſore troubled, 
To church=yard he hobbled. 
amenting the length of th Way z 
Fer, Moſes, _ he, f 
Were 1 dj lk ye ſee, 
neither need Wal 3 preach, nor prays 


When he came to the graye, 
Says he Moſes, —a ftaye ;—, 

ord, where's my 15 7e box hid! 2, 
I vroteſt this fafl walking 


Prevents e from t ing 
0, Miſes, 4 1 give r 
| Then he open'd his honk, 
ord, WW Ad therein ſeem'd to look, 


SPGLAL and Cal 1 


| Whilſt o'er the page only he ſquinted 3 
Crying, Moſes, I'm vex'd, 
For I can't iee the text, 


The book is ſo damnably printed. 


Woman of a man born 

No- that's wrong the leaf's torn ji 
Upon woman the natural ſwell is; 

Were men got with child 

The world would run wild, 


You and I, Moſes. might have big bellieg, 


Our guts would: be preſs'd hard 
Were we gat with naſtard; 
How wonderful are our ſuppoſes j—_ 
What midwife could do it! 

He'd be hardly put to it, 
Lord bleſs us, to Jay me and Mo Ie. 
So, Moſes, come forth 
But 1 — — 
Ang duſt to duſt, ap, it away; 
For, Moſes, 1 truſt, 
We ſhould ſoon tarn to. duſt 


it we were not to moiſſen our e 27. 


= oſes, mind what. I lay 3 
| Wi Nis night, is Le nee 2 


| And raiſe from the dead. 
There's no more to be faids 
For, Moſes, Ide aropp'd down my ſpectacles. 


| Meſes,—hear what I ſa ay gy 

| Life's, alas! but aday,— 

Jay, ſometimes tis over at noon; 

| Man is but a flower, 

| Cut down in an hour, 

Tis ſtrong ale, Moſes, does it ſo ſaon. 


So one pot, and them = 
Moſes anſwered, amen! — 
And thus far we've carry'd the farce on; 
i *Tis the vics of, the times. 
8 To reliſh thoſe rhymes 
| hers the ridicule runs on . 
j 


* 


Now in former times ſaints,.could work miracles, i 


* 
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But Satyr detefts 
Immorality's jeſts, 
All prophane or immodeſt expreſſion; 
So now we'll conclude, 
And drink as we ſhou'd, | 
To the good folks of ev'ry profeſſion. 


i 


To! de vo), Sc. 
C e ee 
ONTENTED I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociablv fit on your knee, 
And a cellar that's plentiful ſtor'd, 
My brave boys, 


My vault-door is open, deſcend ev'ry gueſt, 
Broach that caſk ; aye, that wine we will try, 

"Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 
And as bright as her check to the eye. | 


In a piece of ſlit hoep I my cancle bave ftuck, 
Twill light us each bottle to hand ; 
And the foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 

For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand. | 


We are dry where we fit, tho' the oozy drops ſeem 
The moift walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 

From the arch mouldy cobwebs in Gotbic taſte ftream, | 
Like ſtucco work cut of moſs, 


Social and 8 Son Gs. 


4 
| 
| 


Like Macedon's madman my olafs TII enjoy, | 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout; g 


He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deſtroy, . 
Fll weep when my liquor is out. Þ ol 
On their tumps ſome have ſought & as ſtoutly will 
When reeling, I roll on the floor he my 
Then my legs muſt be loſt, ſo I'll drink as I lie, Sal 
And dare the beſt buck, to do more. —_ 
Tis my will when I die, not a tear ſhall be thed; = f 
No hie jacet be cut on my ſtone; Fn 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, * 
01 


And ſay that his drinking is done, | 
My brave boys, 


| | 48 : 
Warn Britain firſt at heav*n's command 


; For e. 

Aroſe from out the azure main, Brave R 
Aroſe from out, &c. | That 

| This was the charter, the charter of the land, * * 
And guardian angels ſung the ſtrain: et fv 3 
Rule Britannia; Britannia, rule the ware And jag 

For Britons never will be ſlaves, DE Rifn 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
| Muft in their turns to tyrants fall, 
| Muſt 1 in, Se. 


Beat to 


Aſtride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 
I fat my companions among, 


Like grape-blefling Bacchus, the good fellow's god, 


And a ſentiment give, or a ſong. 


I charge ſpoil i in hand, and my empire maintain, | 
No antient more patriot-like bled; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'Il drink dead. | 


Sound that pipe, tis in tune, and thoſe bins are well 
View that heap of old Hock in the rear; fill'd, 

Von' bottles of Burgundy, ſee how they a are pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier. 


My cellar's my camp, and my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review; 
When l caſt my eyes round I conlider my caſks 


Whilſt thou ſhalt flouriſh, ſhalt flouriſh great & fret 


The dread and envy of them all. and! 
Rule, Britannia, Ee. ? Tho! tri 
Still more majeftic ſhalt thou riſe, „And 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke, Now ev 
More dread ful, &c. The blo 
As the loud blaſt that tears, that tears the ſcion, Ans fa. 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 88 
Rule Britannia, &. &Thro 
Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, ulchut 
All their, Ec. — 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, ps 


| And work their woe, and thy reno Wwny 
„Rule, — T's 


And 


As . I've yet to ſubaue. | 


— 


ro thee belongs the rura).reign, ,' 


Thy cities thall-with commerce fhjne, 
Thy cities, Or, 
All thine ſhall bg, ſhall be the ſubject main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine, 
Rule, Britannia, @'e., 


he muſes, ſtill with freedom faund, 
Shali to 12 happy coaſt repair, 


Shall to, Se. {crown'd, 
ea iſle! with beauties, with matchleſs beauties 
ed, And manly hearts to guard the fair. 
Rule, Britannia; Pritannia, rule the waves, 
Por Erions never will be,laves, 
oft, 


| . . ; 
Warn April wpk*d the dawn with lucky gales, 
For ever he recorded the gigriops eighty-two, 
Brave Rodney joyous ſpied the Gallic ſails. | 
That on the wings of morn before him flew: 


n banes, all hands aloft—let Britiſp valour ſhine, | 


et fly a culverin—the ſignal for the line, 
And launce the lightning of the guns ! 
F 4 0 — | * 5 4 err. 
Riſing winds, ardent minds, | 
Bear to conqueſt Britain s warlike ſons! 


Chorys—Riſing winds, &c. 


e Graſſe indignant plows the foaming main, 
And ſullenſbuns in combat the dreaded foe to meet 
Tho! troops of generous heroes croud his train, 
And tho*-out-numb'ring cannon arm his fleet: 
Now ev*ry gallant ming-t victory does aſpire; 
The bloody fight's begun-—the Tea is all on fire! 
h And fate's dark brow portentous gleams 
While a flood all of bloc. 
# Thro' the dazzling Ville de Paris ftreams,” 
Cho,—While a flood, Sc. 


Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire diſturbing the air, 
Their thunder hoarſe reſqunding from ocean's wa- 


8 fret 


And drops her faded lilies on the waye! 


Peter 994 Cove Sens 


— — — — — 
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333 
Now Haad': intrepid forge right onward bears its 
To gixg the ſecond bla, a total ayerthrow, feourſe 
While death and borraw madly reign 1” © 
Now they cry, yield ar. die, 
Britiſb colours ride the vanquiſh'd main! 
0. Neu they cry, Cc. 


See! they fly ame z d o'er rocks and ſangs! _ ' 


What dangers they graſp to ſhuq a greater fats! 
In vain they cry, for aid to'weeging lands; ” 
The nymphs & ſea-gads mourn their hapleſs ſtate ! 
Proud Ville de Paris! now, thy lot ſuperior AM. 
In bright Britaznia's line thy burniſh'd fides ſhall 
Enough thou mighty god of war! 
Now we ling, bleſs the king, 
Here's a health to every Britiſh Tar, 
5 Ch. Now we ſing, Ce. 
— 5 
| Wilen mighty roaſt heef was the Engliſbman's food 
It ennobled our veins, and enriched our bloog, * 
Our ſoldiers were hraye and qur.courtiers were good 3 
O the roaſt beef af old England. 
And O the old Fngliſa rgatt beef! 


But Gnce we have learnt from all- conq'ring France, 
To eat their ragguts, ag well as to dance, 


We're fed up with nothine—but vain complaiſance; 
O hs "I el S a | 

Our fathers of old wers tobuſt, ſtaut, and ſtrang, 

And kept open houſe with gead cheer all day long, 

Which made theit plyrpp.tepants rejoicein this ſong 


O the rait beef, Sc. 


But now we are dwindled to- what ſhall I name ? 
A ſneaking poar race, half begotten, and tame; 
Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhane in fame 3 * 
ä O the roaſt beef, &c. pi 2400-3 
When good queen Elizabeth ſat an the throne, _ 
Ere coffee, or tea, or ſuch flip-flops were knoynyg 


1 


The world was in terror if e'er ſhe did frown 


O the roaſt begf, &c. 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume an the main, 
They ſeldom or never return'd back again; | 


Proud Gas 10 rinking genjus hovers near try cave, 


As witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Pain: 
O the roaſt beef, Sc. a 


[gps | 


8 O chen 


334 
© ! then they had ſtomachs to eat, & to fight, [right 
And, when wrongs were a cooking, to do themſelve 
But now we re a pack of—I could - but good night: 
O the roaſt beef of old England] 
And O the old Engliſp roaſt beef! 

* 51 
Cons, Jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 

Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deftroy our pleaſure 2 
Fill up the mighty, ſparkling bow!, 
That ev'ry true and loyal ſoul | 
May drink and ſing, without eontroul, 

To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thon b 
Guardian to our pleaſure, | 
That, under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleaſure: 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


- — 
- 
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Tur $1ver moon that ſhines fo bright, 
I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher 
And if my minute glaſs runs right, 
We ve time to drink another pitcher, 
Tis not yet day, lis not yet day, 
Then why ſhould we forſake good liquor; 
Until the ſun beams round us play, 
Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher, 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 
And ſleep at night, to grow much richer ; 
But what is all the world can ſay, 
Compar'd to mirth, my friend, 
Tis not yet day, &c. 
Tho' one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
Yet ſtrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Vnvex'd I live a chearful life, 
And boldly call for other pitches, 
*Tis not yet day, Cc. 


and pitcher z 


* 


| 
{ 


— 


19 
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Cou E, chear up, my lads, tis to 


We'll fight and we'll conquer again, 


| 3 p ES. 
Soerar and Convivrar. Soncs. 


I dearly love a hearty man, „„ 
No ſneaking milkſop Jemmy Twitcher z _ 
Who loves a laſs, and loves a ca. 
And boldly calls for t'other pitcher. 
*Tis not yet day, &c,, 


PE" 
glory we ſteet, 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free, as we ſons of the waves? 


Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our me: 
We always ate ready, 
Steady, boys, ſteady; . 


and again; 
We ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to Ray; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; 

If they run, why we follow, and run thery aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more, 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 


But ſhould their flat bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhores. 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, &c, | 


| We'll ſtin make them run, and we'll ſtill make then 
[ ſweat 
Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us fg, 


In ſpite of the devil, and Bruſſels gazette ; 


Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and king, 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, &c. 


54 
Warm an the Arric fis was fled, 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor freedom luft her ſeat; 
The Gotbic mantle ſpread a night, 
That dampt fair virtues fading light, 
The muſes loſt their mate, 5 


Where ſhould they wander, what new 
Has yet a laurel left in ſtore? 


} To this bleſt iſle they ſteer; 


Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard, 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear'd, 


| And freedom ſoon was here, 


They'll frighten our women, & children & beau, 
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de lagy monk has left his cell, 

eligion rings her hallow'd bell, 
She calls thee now by me; 

uk! her ſweet voice all plaintive ſounds, 
„ the receives a thcuſand wounds, 

If ſhielded not by thee. | 


LOW thou regal purple ftream, _ 
rj Minted by the ſolar bam, _ 
es; I ny goblet, ſparkling riſe, 


hear my heart, and glad my eyes; 

ly brain, aſcend on fancy's wing, 

oint me, wine, a jovial king. 

hile I live, P11 lave my clay, 

hen I'm dead, and gone away, 

t my thirſty ſubjects ſay— 

month he reign'd, but _=— was May, 


5 
ULCAN, contrive me ſuch a cup 
As Neftor us'd of old; 
bew all thy ſkill to trim it up, 


we Damaſk it round with gold. 
er, INake it fo large, that, fill'd with ſaele 
3 Up to the iwelling brim, 


it toaſts on the delicious lake, 

Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim, 

rave no battle on his cheek, 

With war I've nought to do; | 

n none of thoſe that took Maeſtrichty 
Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew, = 


tit no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations ; 
r 1 am not Sir Sidropbel, 
Nor ane of his relations. 


t carve thereon a ſpreading vine, 
Then add two lovely boys; 

cr limbs in am'rous folds ent wine, 
The type of future joys. 

15 and Bacchus my ſaints are, 
Way drink and love ſtill reign ; 
ih wine I waſh away my care, 

ad then to love again, 


Thy 


, . * . 


PSS. — 57 , 
By 69mg and St, Patrick going home laſt night, 
About two in the morning, I was put in a fright g” 
Comes a dog in a doublet, ftripp'd all to his ſhirt. 
And throws down poor Teague very clean in the dirt 


Then firing his piſtol direct on my faiſh, 
Stand ſtill you damn'd dog or you're dead on the plaiſu 


De'l tauke him for me, for his favour and graiſn, 
For ne'er was dear joy in mere ſorrowful caiſh, © 


| Confounded and ſpeechleſs, bold as hero I cry'd, > | 


Your rogueſhip will one day at Jyburn be try'd, 
If Teague catch you again at ſuch vile tricks as theſe, 


He will ſwear, joy, upon you his Majeſty's peath ; 


| Thus threaten'd he ſhivilly cry'd, my dear honey, 


i'll not hurt thee at all but preſent me thy money, 
| My money, dear joy, tis Teague's ſoul—he's undone 


Well e'en take it all—for by EI have none. 
: Z 3 8 
By ſome I am told, 
That I'm wrinkled and old, | 
F But I will not believe what they ſay, 
I feel my blood mounting, 
Like ſtreams in a fountain, 
That merrily ſparkle and play, 
? For love I have will, ky 
| And ability ill ; 
Odſbobs I can ſcarcely refrain, 
My diamond, my pearl, 
Well, be a good girl, 
| Until I come to you again. 


— — 93 — 


| 1 
F LY ſwiftly ye minutes till Comas receive, 


The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give, 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe, in return, yield the raptures of love. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 


| Pow'r and grandeur infipid, and riches a pain, 
The moſt ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave, 
| Love & wine give ye gods or take back what ye gave. 


— 60 
FROM tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 


| Ws tollew ſweet variety; | 


m > — 
| een —6u— — — 
Me Set 3 K 


* 
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By turns we drinde, and dance; and ſing, 
Fire's for ever on the wing. 
Why ſhouſd Higrard tufes cöntföul, 
Tranſports of the jo vial fool ; 
No dull ſtiating bur we own, 
Pleaſure courts our t me aloe. 
8 — 61 — 
Fr wine be a cordial, why does it torment, : 
If a pojſon, oh tell me, whence comes my content? 
Since I drink it with pleaſure, why ſhould I com- 
Or repent ev'ry torn, when I know tis in vainſ plain 
Yet fo charming the glaſs is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both drowns add enlivens the fieart, 
I take it off briſkly, and when it is down, 
By my jolly complexion i make my joys known, 
Put oh! how I'm bleſt, When ſo ſtrong it does prove 
By its ſovereign heat to expel that of love, 
When in ꝗdenchipg the old, I create a new flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch pleaſuies as ſtill want a name. 


62 


UPITER Wenches and drinks, 
He rules the foalt in the fky, 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks 
That he's as happy as I. 
Juno tates him 
And grates him, 
And leads his highneſs a weary life, 
I] Have muy laſs, 
And my glaſs, 
And ſtroll a batchefor's merry life, 
Let him fiuſter 
And blafter | 
Vet cringe to his harrſdan's furbello 
To my fair talips, 
I glew lips, 
And clink the cannikin here below. 
OED TO 62 — 
LeT car2 be a ſtranger to esch jovial ſoul, 
Who, Ike t1ri//tipprs, his paſſions controul; 
Of wiſeſt phihoſuphers, witeſt was he, 
Who attentive to caſe, let his mind ſtill be free, 
The Prince, Peer, or Peaſant, to him was the ſame, 
- For oicas's, ue was plealing ty all where he came; 


Sort ahd CDURVIVI AL SH “J. 
I But ſtill turn'd his back ch entegtion and fifty, 


Pe 


Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 425 
A friend to mankind, all mankind Was Bis friend 


And the peace of his mind was his bitimate end hi | 
He found fault with none, Af fone found fault wil 
It his triend had humour - he humour d his whin 
If wine was the word Why, he butmperd bis glaſs 
If love was the topic—he toaſted his lafs; 

But ſtil! turn'd his back on contention and ſtriſe, 
Reſolving to live xil the days of his life, 


If councils diſputes, if councils agreed, 
He found fault with neither, for this was his creed 
That let them be guided by folly or ſeale  . 
*T would be ſemper eddem a hundred years hence, 
He thought 'twas unſocial to be mal-content, {wen 
If the tide went with him — with the tide too h 
But ſtill turn'd his back on contention and'ſteife, 
zſolving to live all the days of his life, 


If a peace was concluded—a peace was his word; 
Diſquiet to him, or of, body or mind, 

Was the latitude only he never could find, 

The philoſopher's ſtone was Þut gravel and pain, 
And all who bad ſought it, had ſought it in vain; 
He ſſtill turn'd his back on contention and firitey 
Reſclving to live all the days of bis life. 


Then let us all follow Aiſtipfus's rules, 

And deem his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 
Let thoſe not contented to lead or to drive, 5 
By the bees of their ſect be drove out of their hive 
Expeil'd from the manſions of quiet and eaſe, 
May they never find out the bleſs'd art to pleaſe; 
And ou: friends & ourſelves, not forgetting our win 
By itieſe maxims may live all the days of our lives, 


A a 64 — | 
IN Facty Pull, when bound for Fraice, 
The golling you diſeover; 
But taught to ride, to fence, and prance, 
A finiſh'd govt comes over. | 


. 6 4 
10 
if 
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Was the nation at war he wiſh'd well to the ſ#ort 


Arraig 
While 
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Hie charms each female heart, oh ! la! © i 


With his tierce and catte; fa, fa, 
And his cotillon ſo ſmart, ha, ha, 


As Jacky returns from Dover. 


For cocks and dogs ſee "(quire at bows | 


| Theprince of country | konies, 
* Return'd from Paris, $p 5 'or Rome, 
Our *ſquire a nice Adonis. 


With his tierce and carte, fa! fa! 55 


And his cotillon ſo ſmart, ha! ha! 
He charms the female heart, oh la! 70 
The pink of macaronies. | 18 


— 6 


p 7 3 
0 Greedy Midas ve deen 010, 


That what you touch turns all to 8 # 


O! had l but a pov 'r like thine, 05 
Td turn whate'er 1 touch to wine. : B 


Exch pürling ſtream ſhould feel my force, 95 


Each fiſh my fatal power mourn, 


And wond'ring at the mighty change, 


Should in their native regions bura. 


Nor ſhould there any date t "approach, 

Unto my mantling ſparkli :g wine, 
But fi ſt ſhou'd pay their rites to me, 

And ſtile me only god of wine. 
66 — — — 
SEE, the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 
Songs of triumph to him fing, 


See the godlike youth, advance, 4 


Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 


Myrtles wreathe and roſes tu ine 
To deck the hero's brow divine. 


do E pleaſure'd in faſhion, and life's but a jeſt, 
In ſpite of misfortune, I'll laugh with the beſt; 
Let the dull, who repute it a weakneſs to ſmile, | 


Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, 


While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, 


Il keep up the chorus of ha- ha- ha- ha. 


8 141 


2 Mirth ! play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll diner, 
I But ſweeter the muſic will float in the air, 
lf Lucy, my good-temper'd Lucy, be there; 


7e 5114 * 1 


Wh ſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 
E | Who riſe without j Joy, and lie down without reſt: 


And, foaming with rage, like a methodiſt — oy 


| II. trip up their heels; and cry ha-ha-ha-ha. 


ED | For laughter's an oil to the ſallad of life; 
Ir make daddy Time, as he. paſſes in haſte, 

_— Look over his ſhoulder, and long for a tafte 5; 
Then, friends while your boſoms are free from a flaw 2 
I Swell round the gay chorus of ha ha-ha- ha. 1 


g And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy'd; 
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7 Determin'd to leap o'er the bar of controul, | 
No rivet. ſhall cloſe-up my freedom of ſoul ; 
If care, or. ill nature ſhall come in my readh,; 


While I know that my boſom is free from a flaw, | 
*T6 be bappy, I'lllaugh as the minutes advance, * 


? 
She, knawing my boſom quite free from A flaws, 728 , 
Will join the fweet tune of loves's ha hä-ha- ha. 


Pu laugh through the world, in defiance of triſe, 


© a 


— & OY. coummuonun_s 4 
VI. mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplexy - 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmities vex; 


a ' . * 


Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your:care, 
- Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


O14 maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, ö 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain; 
The rake ſhall forget how lat night he was cloy d, þ 


. Ovey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, | 


: Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair ; 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care; 
And drink an oblivion, Se. 1 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 


Or drench her fond fool to forget her Sallants; 


The trouvled in mind ſhall 8⁰ chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to day: 
; Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, = 
Drink deep of the fiream, and forget all your ey | 
Drink deep of the ſtieam, Sc. | 


| | 
Gg 850 WIE x | 
1 


Warm Bibo ptr: fir ſrom the ld te re · 
As full-of champaiga as an egg's full of meat,[ treat, 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, 

He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead 
« Trim the boat, and fit quiet!” ſlern Charon reply d. 
You n forgot, 2 was drunk when you * s 


Ho OW little do the Sr {EA = 
Of what we ſailors feel, : | 
When waves 40 mount and winds do blow 1 J 
But we have hearts of ſteel: 4 
No danger can affright un, 
No enemy ſhall flout : 
We'll make the monſieurs right us, 
So toſs the can about. 


Stick cloſe to orders, meſſmates, 
We'll plunder, burn, and fink, 
Then, France, have at your firſt- rates, 
For Britons never ſhrink: 
| m_ rummage all we fancy, 
e' bring them in by ſcores, | 
And Moll, and Kate, and Nancy, | 
Shall roll in louis-d'ors.. 


While here at Dea/ we're lying, 
With our noble commodore, 
We'll ſpend our wages freely, boys, 
And then to ſea for more: 
In peace we'll drink and fing, boys, 
In war we'll never fly, 
Here's a health to George our king, boys, 
And the royal family. 


n e e e - 

VE Warwickſhire lads FA ye laſſes, . . 
Sce what at our jubitee paſſes; sn 1 
Come revel away, reJvice and be glad, 3 
Come reve] away, rejoice and be glad, | 
For the Jad of all lads was a Warwickſhire lad; 

r lad, 

All be gtad, 


338 Soc Al and Conviviat Sdwos. 
Be proud of the charms of your county, 


Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty ; 
Where much has been given, and ſome to be ſpat'g, 
For the bard of all bards was a 8 bard; 
Warwickſhire bard, 
Never pair d, 
For the bard of all bards was a LMS: tn bard, 


Our Shakeſpeare compar'd is to no man, 
{Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman 


| {Their ſwans are all geeſe to the Avon's ſweet ſwan 
For the man of all men was a Warwickſhire 1 man z 
5 


Warwickſhire man, 
Avon (wan, 


. | For the man of all men was a Warwickfbire many | 


Old Ben, Thomas Orwvay, John Dryden, 44 


And half a ſcore more we .ake pride inn 
| Of famous Vill C 7 we boaſt too the ſxill. 
Bat the Will of all Wi 


Ils was a eee fan 
Maræuicłſpire Will, 
Matchlejs ſtill, 


4 
But the Will of all Wills was a Farwidfir Will, 


As ven'ſon is very inviting, , 


To ſteal it our bard took delight in; 


To make his friends merry he never was lag, 


For the wag of all wags was * wag ! 


Warwickjhire Wagy 
Ever brag,” -- "3 


For the wag of all wags was a Warwickſpire Wage 
| | There never was ſure ſuch a creature, 


Of all ſhe was worth he robb'd nature; 

He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, 

For the thief of all thieves was a Warwwckfhire hi; 

Farwick ſhire thief, 

He's the chief, 

For the thief of all thieves was a Wareict/bire thief, 
72 — marr 

| WIEN I drain the roſy bowl, 

Joy exhilarates my ſoul; 

To the nine I raiſe my ſong, 

Ever fair, and ever young: 

When full cups my cares-diſpel, 


J ot the lad of all lads was a Warwinkfrire lad. d 


Sober coungil then ſatewel; Let 


at's, 
rd ; 


Let 


Let che winde, that murmur, fweep 2 8 
All my e to the deep. 3 
When I drink dull time away. 
a Bacchus, evet gay, | 

eads me to delightful bow'rs, _ ; 
Full of fragrance, full of flow': rs ; „ 
While I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with fofes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rarat fcene, © 
Sweet, ſequef.er d, and ferene 


When I drink the bowl profound. 
Richeſt fr grance flowing round, — 
And tome lovely ny mph getan, PR: 
'enus then inſpires the ſtrain; 
When f-om gobtets deep and wide, 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 
Allmy foul unbends—I pay 
Gameſome with the my and gay. 
— 7 ———— 
Hence with care, complaint, and fromning, 
Welcome jollity and joy. 
Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowaing, , 
Mirth this happy night employ, - „ SUMP 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 1 
Laugh and ſing ſore good old ſtraĩn 3 
Drink a health to love and beauty,. 444671 
May they Tong in triumph reign! | 
C — 4 f 
IME Roger and Nelt, come Simkin'and Bell | 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
With finging and dancirg, in pleaſure advancing, 
To c:lebrate Haveſt Nome: 
Tis Ceres bids play, to keep holiday, 
Tocelebrate harveſt-home, barveſt-home, Sa 


Our labour is o'er; our barns in full ſtore | 
Now ſwell with rich gifts of the lang 
Let each man then take; for his prong and rake, - 
His can and his laſs in his hand: For Cares, '&c; 
No courtier can be ſo happy as wc. 
In irnocence, paſtime, and mirth, 
While thus we carouſe with our ſweetheart or ſpouſe, 
| Andrejoice oer the fruits of the earth, When; Cc. 


+ wow © 4 7 4 


| | That a glaſs of good punch is the drink of the © gods; ; 
; | Take only a ſmack of | 
1 The neQar we crack of, 


- SocraL and Co: Soncs. 
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| T5: 
E ESE mortals ſay tight, in their jovial Modes, 


You'!l find it is punch, and no more: 
v1. ©: "Ti ingredients they mingle, 
Are contraries, fingle ; 
Jo are ours, they're the elements four. 
Then, Bacchus, for thou art the drunkard's pro- 
Iſſue inſtant a fiat, Ttector, 
And let who dare deny it, near. 
That nectar's 8⁰⁰ punch, and that good punch is 
6 | 


RT —— — —_ 


7 
Tux troths that 1 ſing none deny me, 
They're truths that muſt ever prevail; 


| ; Ye poor dogs of France, we defy ye, 


By the force of our Engtifh youu ales 


The tricks ye attempt, but in vain are, \ 
They are what we expected, and ſtale; 

Vour troops, and your fleets, our diſdain are, 

By the force of our Exgliſs good ale, 


When Beſs, that, braye queen, rul's the nation, 
"Twas Spain's great Armada did fail; 


+ | She dealt to the Dons tribulation, 


By the force of our Engliſh good ale, 


And thus we will ſerve them for ever, | 
Tho! their loads on our necks they'd entail z 3 
There's none like our people, ſo clever, 
By the force of our £#g/i/þ good ale. 


Free-born, we ſupport our defender, 

To our ſons we hand down the detail; 
Defie the de'i}, pope, and pretender, 

By the force of our Engliſh good ale, 


77 
Tur lark's fhrill note awakes the On * 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn 
The yellow-harveſt, free from ſpoil, 
Rewards the happy farmer's toil; 
The flowing bowl ſucceeds the flail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund tale, 


| 


Gg3 Th WHAT 
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3. 
Wu AT think you, my — ! *tis wondrous to 
That puffs are encourag'd to ſuch a degree, © 
But puffs I deteſt, ſo live quiet and huſh ; 
1 ſell you good wine, and good wine needs no buſh, 


Poſts, perſions, and votes, are oft got by a puff, 
Bar, pulpit, and theatre, thrive by the ſtuff, 
But puffs I deteſt, &c. 


I lavgb at the newſpapers till 1 m half Rind, . 
To ſee how by puffing men tickle mankind 3 
But puffs I deteſt, Sc. 


When great ones negociate matters % _— 

To ape them mechanics are ready enough; 7 | 
But puffs I deteſt, fo live quiet and huſh; p 

I ſell you good wine, and good wine needs no buſh. 


7 
Wuarn peace here was 1 

And love without waining, 5 | 
Or care or complaininn , . 
Bafe paſſions diſdainingß; | | 

This, this was my way, 
With my pipe and my tabor mo 
I Thy Soy down the day, : | 
Nor envy'd. the Joys of my neighbour, Sa 


Now fad transformation 
Runs thro” the whole nation; ; 
Peace. love, recreation, e 1 
All chang'd to vexation; 
This, this is my way, 

With my pipe and my tabor | 

I laugh down the day, £6 7 EY 

And pity the cares of oy neighbour Hi 


While all are eefiening, ; 0 
Their friends undermining, Fail 2 * A 
Reviling, repining. < 2: 0 | 

To miſchie' inchaing z 4 
> This, this is my way. 
With my pipe and my tabor 
J laugh down the day 5 
And pity the c cares of my 1 e — 


9 if 


[me, | 
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ILL your glaſſes, baniſh grief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe ; 
Sorrow ne'er can bring. relief, 
Joy from drinkin will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with: wrinkled care, 


| [Change what nature made ſo fair? 1; 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
| | Of a bad bargain. make the beſt, _ 


Some purſue the winged wealth, 
Some to honour do afpires 
Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 
What the world can more preſent, 
Will not add to my content; 


Peace of mind is always beſt, ' 


Buſy brains, we know, alas! 
With imaginations run, 
Like ſand. within the hour-glaſs; 


Never knowing when. to ſtay, 

But uneaſy every way 
Drink, and ſet your hearts at reft, 
Peace of mind is always beſt, 


Makes the heart alert and free; 
Let it rain, or ſnow, or ſhine, 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the veſt, 


And my wreath, ye graces, wine; 
I'm this night diſpos'd for rapture, 
Having beauty, wit, and wine. 


Let the ſober ſtoics wonder, 


I'n not follow ſuch dull doQrine, ? 
| While Ive beauty, wit, and wine. 


Drink, and ſet your hearts at reft, a 


Turn'd an turn'd, and ſtill runs on, 


Still the ſame thing 'tis wih me. 
There's no fence agalnſt our fate, 
Changes daily on us wait; | 


81 


Lavenino Copids, bring me roſes, © 


And their avathy.defineg | * 


Mirth, when mingled with our wines a | 


80o— | | 


"7 


ke) 


i 


goch old dotards well may cenfure, 
Call me thoughttlefs libertine; p 

Sour's the grape when we can't reach it, 
50 is beauty, wit, and wine. RY 


Come, ye bei Arabian aſſes, 
For that. heaven you ſeek 1s mine, 
Upon beds of roſes lolling, | 
Bleſs'd with beauty, wity and wings 
And when this gay life is over, | 
Pour libations on my ſhrine; 
['ve a paradiſe hereafter, ; 
Full of beauty, wit, and wine, 
Lr ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 
And money be the miſer's wit, 
Poor ſcholars ſtudy all theit days, 
And gluttong glory in their diſh, | 
'Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul; 
Therefore give us the charming bowl, 


Let minions marſhal every hair, | 


Who in a lover's look delight, 
And artificial colours wear, 
Pore wine is native red and whites 
'Tis wine, pure wine, Sc. 
The back ward ſpirit it makes brave; 
That lively, which before was dull; 
Opens the heart that loves to ſave, | 
And kindneſs flows from cup brimful, 
I Tis vine, pure wine, Sc. 
1 Some men want youth, and others health, 
Some want a wife, and ſorae a punk; 
Some men want wit, and othets wealth, 
But they want nothing who are drunk; 
'Tis wine, pure wine, revives the ſoul; 
Therefore give us the 1 bowl. 
THE ſwain with his flock by a brook loves to reſt, 
With ſoft rural lays to drive grief from his breaſt 3 
The fop, light as air, loves himſelf to behold, 
The Brit an his foe, and the miſer his gold; 
The pleaſures I chuſe yield more joy to my ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full flowing bowl, 


! 


Sock and Conviviat Sons, 


At his miſtreſs's feet the fond lover to whine, 
| The beaux at the play or aſſembly to ſhine, 


My Cblce's in rapture to hear herſelf prais'd, 


The courtier to find that his income is rais'd, | 
| Some nymphs love the town, and in jewels to ſhine 


| Some cards love, ſome coffee, ſome dice, and ſome 
| Some talking, ſome fiddling, ſome dancing, ſome 


| Which always enlivens with rapture divine, 
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WursT I am carouſing to chear up my ſoul, 


The ble 


e 
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341. 
The huntſman, fatigu'd with the teils of the chace, 
By the ſide of a fountain delight to ſolace; 


The pleaſures, Sc. 


And ſome ſoiritleſs lovers in filence to 


pine, 
The pleafures, Se. 5 8 


[tea 
Their choices are dull, there's à ſpirit in wine, f play 


The pleaſures I chuſe yield more joy to my ſoul, 
The delight of my heart is a full · flowing bowl. 
8 


Oh! how I triumph to ſee a full bowl ! 

| This is the treaſure, 

The only pleaſure, | 
ng that makes me rejoice and ſing, 
Thus while I am drinking, 


[ Free from dull thinking 
Then I am greater than the greateſt king, 


WHILE Loch- d with iole care, 
For a jilting, cruel fair, 
Tbracia's god forbade to pine, 
And preſcrib'd his roſy wine. 


Quick tormenting Cupid flew, 
And to love I bade adieu: 

Bacchus, came with jolly face, 
And ſupply'd his vacant place, 


Ev'ry joy on earth was mine, 
Social friends, and mirth and wine; 
Then I ſwore by Stygian obe, 
Ne' er to taſte the cares of love. 

But how frail the vow that dies 

At a glance of beauty's eyes! 

Chloe taught me wine was vain, 


* 


And I turn'e to loy & ein. WINE 
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INE, wine in the morning 
Makes us frolick and gay, 
That, like eagles, we ſoar 
In the pride of the day; 
Gouty. ſots of the nicht 
Only nd a decay, 


"Tis the fun ripes the grape, f 
And to drinking g gives light; 
We im tate him 
When by noon we re at height; j 
ER ſteal wine, who take jt 
When he's out cf fight, 


Roy, fi 1 all the glaffes, 
Fill them vp now he ſhines; 
The higher he riſes, + 


The more herefines;  - 
For wine and wit fall 
As their maker deelnney; 4 
Weir met, folly fellows, well met; 
By thts bowl you're ali welcome, F ſwear 2 
See where on the table 'tis fe, „ 
And defign'd for the grave of our gare, % 


From this ſocial convention, 
Twill drive all contention, 
Save only who longeſt can drink; 
Then fill np your glaſſes, 
And drink to 5our I:fTes, - ok 
The head-ach take him that ſhall 5 1 


Do but look at this glaſs ! here boys, band it around; 
Why it ſparkles like Phi//i''s eye; 
But *cis better by far, boys; for when her eyes wund 

This balm ta the wound will ſupply: : 
Then a fig for at! thinking; 

Fill, fil, and be drinking; 

Let us drown all gur cares and our ſorrow: 
Come, th= toaſt, boys, the toaſt! 
There's no time to be loſt, 

Fo; our pares. WILL return with tQ morrow. 


a hiffory you may read 
Of Charlcy that great Suede, 

And many more brave warriors 
T hat have great conqueſts made: 
But the Pruffian moſt renown'd d 
The trump of fame does found; | ot, 
We'll all agree, in bravery, PE OO 
His match could neber be found, © 


No dangers did him ſcare. 5 
A midſt the Austrian war, 
Where troops of righted heroes 
Stood glittering fr FAY a 
At the rattling of their drums, 
And chund'ring of their pe, 
Ne ſcorns to yield, but braves the field, 
And from no danger runs. N 
His troops ihey are but few, . _,.... 
But to their cauſe are true, 
Stout-hearted, bold and daring, 
As ever weapon drew: 5 


In the miadſt of ſmoak and fire, 

He cries, boys,*ne'er retires | © 
But fight white &er a vein your blood containy. 

1o free the loſtempire, , 


Then may the great Fehowab, * 
The God of peace and love 
Protect our Pruſſian hero 
And allhis dceds approve: pats 
And when heav'n does him diſplace 
May one af his great race, þ 511. 
Hold it good, to ſpare our blood, 
Ang{crown his days 1 — a 
TRE to town's a rarge ſhew, dome mY 
A rare ſew for -projectors:: 1 1 2 be, 
What pity tis, we ſpoil the — 
For want of better actor: 
But ſomstimes in, and ſometimes out, 
Tjs ſa upan all ſtages; 
Folks will not mind what they” te about, 
24 only me the Hg: | 


- Among 


Among th 
Chief i 
Expreflive 
With 
Behind th 
Caprice 
With fa 
Shou d 


A repreſe 
As pla 
ln this we 
'Tis as 
You may 
Before 
But then 
They'r 


Moſt aim 
Pride f 
Pert dull. 
And ſil 
Some ſtu 
Then! 
Some pla 


In hop 


We title 
The 5 
Ixtreme] 
Endem 
The war, 
Is ſelf 
A buſy, 
Where 


Whate'er 
Whate 
Is o'er ar 
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Life's ve. 
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And di 
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Among the imftative art: 
Chief is an actor's ſcience 
Expreflive heads, and feeling hearts, 
With nature form alliance, _ 
Behind the ſcenes, tho“ party rage, 
Caprice, and adulati s 
With ſander but we know the ſtage 
Shou'd repreſent the natin. 


A repreſentative indeed!  _. 
As players make believe, Sir, 
In this world's drama, to ſucceed, - - - 
'Tis as you can deceive, Sir. 
You may be caught, by face or dreſs, 
Before you come to know folks; | 
But then the counterfeits confeſs, © 
They're all but merely ſhew-folks. 


Moſt aim great characters to hit, 
Pride ſpouts as public ſpirit, 
Pert dullneſs is miſtook tor ⁊bit, 
And ſilence want of merit, 
Some ſtudy the informer's arts, 
Then power their fide eſpouſes; 
Some play the pimps, and flatterers parts, 
In hopes to haye full houſes, - | 


We title this ſame. droll we ſhew, 
The humours of the nation — 
Iitremely high, extremely low, 
Endemic diflipation.  , 33 
The world ! — What by that word we mean, 
Js ſelf and ſelf's diſguiſe n 
A buſy, lazy, letrery ſcene, 
Where fo!ly fills up prizes. 


Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſays 
Whate'er we are purſuing, 
Is o'er and o'er the felf-· ſame play 
Of doing and-undoing, _ 
Life's vegetation ripes and rots, 
Till duſt to Guſt returning; 
do let us ſprinkle well our ſpots * 
And driak from night to morning. 


Soca and Cox vIvIAL SoNos. 
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On ! what pleaſures will abound, 
When my wife is laid in groand, 
Let earth cover her, * 
Weill dance over her, 


When my wife is laid in ground. 


Oh! how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me, 
How I'd mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
ONE day with my friends, all jallity-rife, _ 
They aſk'd me to prove the true medium of life, 
Thus cloſely put to't, I:determin'd to try, 
When 1 thought that I hit it, between you and I; 
'Twas Punch J averr'd, and I think you will owng 
Not far from the mark I fo much had not flown, 


| Good Punch is the liquor, as ſure as a gun, 


A bowl of that ſame and the medium are one. 


| When lemon and ſugar together do meet, 


The acid's corrected by mixing the ſweet 3 

While water and ſpirits moſt happily blend, 

And each from extremes does the.other defend. 
All ftirr*d up together, the ſparkling full bowl 
Brings ſmiles on the face from the joy of the ſoul ; 
With me then you'll join, that, as fure as a gun, 
A bowl of good punch and the medium are one. 


Let us, my good friends, be all jolly and gay, 


The roots, without wat'ring, will ever decay 


So life without liquor muſt come to rebuff, 
Then drink while you may and make ſure of enough 


{Twill keep our frail ſtate in a temper that's meet, 
| Contented with taking the ſour with the iweet ; | 


Hang party and faction, ſpleen, ſorrow, and ſtrife, 


A bumper fill up to the medium of life. 


N — — 
| Tk cards were ſent, the muſes came, 
*I'wa» Ceres gave the feaſt | 
To Juno Fove's majeſtic dame, 
Fait Hebe hail'd each gueſt, » 


With 
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With Phoebus, Bacchus, wit and wine, : 
Like man and wife, ſhould ſocial ſhine, * 


With 1 fall, Jall la. 


Th' Olympic dance, Minerva wiſe, 
With grateful fleps mov'd round; 
Blue was the fillet—like ber eyes, 
Her ſapient temples cxown'd;.. 
That girdle looſen'd, falling dawn, F 
Buck Bacchus caught the azvre zone. 


Upon his breaſt the ribbon plac'd, 
By Styx, evow'd the truth, + Y 

What had the throne of wiſdom 405 4 F 
Should grace the ſeat of truth: | 

His robe he inſtant open threw, 

And on his boſom beam'd Trae Blue. 


Kings, taught by me, fhall Garters give, 
&« In inftallation*'s ſhow ; | 
« What ſubjects merits ſhoold receive, 
4 Their monatchs ſhoula beftow, 
6 This ſymbol, tov'd, celeſtial view, 
And ſtamp your ſanctions o {rue Blue”? 


The roſy God, Urania ptais d; 
The tuneful fiſters join; 
The Sov'reign of the Sky was pleas'd, 
To conſtellate the ſign, 
Along the clouds loud Pæans flew, 
Olympus join'd, and hail's Trae Blue., 


This order Lis bore to earth, 
Minerva charg'd the fair, 
Where firſt ſhe fourd out ſons of worth, 
To leave the Ribbon there. 
From clime to clime the ſearthin flew, 
And in Cid England left True Blue. 
——Uä —— 


Sur tells me with claret ſhe cannot agree, 


And ſhe thinks of a hogſhead whene'er ſhe ſees me 


For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt I 
Reſolve to forſeke her or claret deny: friend, 
Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was alwavs my 
And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end? 
MuR I leave it for her? 'tis a very hard taſk 5 
Let her g to the devil, bring t'other full flaſk. 


SociAl and ConvIVIAL SoN Gs 
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she perhaps hac been humour'sd, with liitie to lay, 
But at night to deny me a cup 5 dear ted, 
| Let her * to the devil, there's no more holds 


{ THERE was a jolly miller once,” 


Had the tax'd me with gam a bid mel forben, 
'Tis a thouſand to one, I had lent heran ear: 


Had ſhe bad me read homilies three. time: a day, 
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SINCE you mean to Vie for ſervice, | 
Come with me yot. jolly dog ; , 

You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hog, 


With three crowns, your ſtanding vat 
You ſhall daintily be fed; 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter milk, and oaten bread, 


When we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour s over, 
We'll all dance to o your hum, ſtrum. 


TI 


Tugoucu- afl the profeſſions ih town, 
Each toper his tavefn has got, | 
The courtier repairs to the crown, 
The rummer hangs out for the ſot. 

The ſoldier is found at the gon, 
The mitre, rechimer of evil; 
The cit to the horn will ſure run 
The lawyer he goes to the devil, 
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| Liv'd on the river Dee, 

He work'd'and ſung from morn till night, 
No lark more blythe than he, 

And this the butthen of bis ſong 


For ever us'd to be, 
I care for nobody, no not I, 
If no one care for me. 


Had ſhe found out my Chloris \ vp three pair of ſtain 
I had baulk'd Her, and gone to * James: to pray'ry 


Come, ſtrike hands, you'll live in lover, oh 


Social and Convivist Soncs, 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 

Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. | 

The greatneſs. that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; _ 

What more than mirth would mortals have? 
The chearful man's a king, | 


Tur man who in his breaſt contains, 
A heart which no baſe art arraigns, 
Enchanting pleaſure's ground. may tread, 
Where love and youthful fancy lead; 
May toy and taugh, may dance and fing, 
While jocund life is in ber ſprings 
When cynics rail, and pedants frown, 
Their rigid maxims I diſown ; | 

I ſmile to ſee their angry brow, 

And hate the gloomy ſelfiſh crew 

In their deſpite Il] laugh and-fing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 


Be mine the ſocial joys of life, 
And let goad nature vanquith ftrife, 
So ianocence with me reſide, 

And honour reigns each action's guide; 
Fil toy and laugh, and dance and fing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring, 
Then Phillis come, and ſhare thoſe joys 
Which no inte p'rate uſe deſtroys; 5 

While you remain as kind as fair, 

My heart defies each anxious care; 
With thee I'll toy, and laugh and ſing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring, 


* 
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V᷑S, yes, I own I love to ſee, 

Old men facetious, blith and free; 

I love the youth that light can bound, 
Or grzceful ſwim th*harmonious round; 
But when old age, jocoſe tho” grey, 

Can dance and frolic with the gay, 


' 


| 


bp | Tho! hoar the head, the heart is young. 


„„ 
*Tis plain to all the jovial throng, 
n | 100 — as 
ONE night having nothing to do— nor to drink, 
I began a new practice, and that was to think; 
What my ſubject ſhould be, kept me ſome time in 
I conficer'd, at laſt=what we all were about, [doubt 


| Such frauds and ſuch fractions, ſuch follies, ſack fic- 


Such out- of- door clamours & in contradictionsſ tions 
What mult this be owing to? why, or from hence? 
What is it we want—why,we want Common Senſe, 


Qyes! who can tell us where Common Senſe dwells 
Does it burniſh gold roofs, or ſtrew ruſhes in cells? 
Does it beam in the mine? does it ſwim in the ſea ? 
Does it wing the wide air? does it bloſſom the tree? 


If folks would accept Common Senſe as their gueſt, 
With meum and tuum at home they'll be bleſs'd, 


| Not like lunatic lackeys run mad up and down, 


| Nor mind any buſineſs but what was their own. 


But which is the way to find Common Senſe out? 
She feaſts not on turtle - cuts in at no rout; [ pence 


Get the tub cynie's lanthorn, we won't mind ex- 


But look by its light, till we ſpy Common Senſe. 


If chance ſhe is ſeen, tho? for fear we miſtake her» 


She's natively neat, like a lovely young quaker, 


Pure beauty, deſpiſing falſe draperv's aid, 


And Common Senſe ſcorns all pedantic parade. 


Let us firſt call at court, but, perhaps, we intrude, 
"Twas told ſo by Miſs Affectation, the prude; 
There faſhion forbids the free uſe of the mind, 
What can Common Senſe ſay in a place ſo refin'd ? 


| Then at church, to be ſure, Common Senſe there ſuc- 


Unleſs ſuperſtition ſhould choak it with weeds| ceeds 
And tho' infidelity dares a pretence, 


she's eaſily vanquiſh'd by plain Common' Senſe; 


| When I mention'd the church, you expected at leaſt 
Ila the common plaee mode, ſome ſtale joke gainſt 2 
That a laugh I muſtraiſeat the clergy's expenceſ prieſt 


But he who wou'd wiſh it, muſt want Common Senſe. 
; | ed, 7 p AL 
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Soctar and Coxviviar £ones, 
As to trade, no accounts can be well kept without her 
The ſtock jobders ſay thev know nothing about her. 


Bear witneſs Change- alley—the Omniums declare, 
Common Senſe ſhall for ever be ander par there: 


IOT 


Sinct at Jaſt I am urn, 
Contented I'l! be, 
Ober briars barefooted to go, 
Or loſt in the rain, 
Upon Sal'ſbury Plain, 
Or left without clothes in the ſnow, 


Or if | ſhov'd perch 
On top of Paul's Church, 
The hotteſt day, juſt about noon, 
Aſtride the crols fat, 
Without bood or hat, 
Tad whiſtle off pain with a tune. 


For now Iam REX, 
No low ſpirits for me, 
J laugh at all croſſes I find; 
I think as I pleaſe, 
And reflect at my eafe, 
For liberty lies in the mind. 


To my fancy I live, 
And what fancy can pive, 
IT enjoy, tho? it is but a dream; 
Oblerve the world through, 
Do others purſue ' 
Ought elſe than a fanciful ſcheme 2 


Same fancy the court, 

Some fancy field-ſport, 
The chace of a beauty ſome chuſe z 3 

The topers with wine, 

The miſers with cain, 


| And poets are pleaz d with their muſe. 


Le Mancha's mad knight, 
With windmills would fight. 

Like him our attempts are ajeſt 5 
With envy inſane, 'F 
And with projects ſo vain, 

Each ſneers at the ſchemes of hoc reſts 


Sneak ing aguapotes deriding, | 


a K ,. 


This extravaganceỹ 
On folly or faney, 
Appears to be rather too long; 5 
With ſomething that's ſkrewd, 
I wiſh to conclude; 
And make this an epigram long · 


In a Point it muſt end, 
On a Point I depend, 
And like a ſtaunch pointer 7 ll fund, . 
J appornt you to fing, val 
I appoint you to ring, _ 
And à Scotch Pint of Claret comma 
102 — 
| Bacchus, one day, gaily Ant 4 
On his never failing ton, Þ 


Thus addreis'd each toping fon * . 
Praiſe the joys that never vary; 

And adore the liquid ſnri ne.. 
All things noble, bright, and: a M 

Are perform'd by gen'tous Wine. 


Priſtine heroes erown'd with glory, 


Owe their, noble riſe to me; © 


Homer wrote the flaming Rory, + 
Fir'd by my divinity 2 . 

If my influence is wanting, | 
Mufic's charms but ſlowly move; 

Beauty tov in vain lies pantingy - 
Till 1 All the ſwain with love. | 1 of 


If you crave eternal pleaſure, 3 
Mortzls? this way bend your MJ 

From my ever flowing treaſure, 
Charming ſcenes of bliſs ariſe; © 


Here's the charming, ſoothing blefng, 5 


Sole diſpeller of all pain; 


Gloomy ſouls from care releafing, NF 


He who drinks not, tives in Vain, 23. 


When loyalty had no harm ind z 


LA zealous high ehurchman 15 Nas, ' x 


14 


And ſo 1 goi W : 
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teach my flock J never miſe'd; 

ings are by God appointed ; 

| thoſe are damn'd that do re ſiſt, 

and touch the Lord's anojnted. 

And this is law I will maintain, 
Until my dying day, fir, 

That whatſoever king ſhall reign, 
I will be vicar of Bray, fir. 


en royal James obtain'd the throne, 
nd pop'ry came in faſhion, 
e penal Jaws I hooted down, 
(nd read the Declaration, 
e church of Rome I found would fit, 
ul well my conſtitution; 
d had become a Jeſoit, 
gut for the Revolution. 
And this is law, Ce. { 


en William was our king declar'd, 
o eaſe the nation's grievance; 
th this new wine abvut I fteer'd, 
and ſwore to him allegiance 3 
| principles I did revoke, 
et conſcience at a diſtance; 
ſive obedience was a joke, 
:d piſh for non- reſiſtance. 
And this is law, Ec. 


jen gracious Anne aſcends the throne, 
he church of Frngland's glory, 

other face of things was ſeen, 

and I became a tory: 

calional Conformiſts baſe, 

| camn d theit moderation; 

| thought the church in danger was, 
by ſuch prevarication. 

And this is law, Sc. ; 


ben George in pudding-time came o'er, 
and moderate men look'd big, hir, 
m'd a cat in-pan once mare, 

Ind then became a whiz, fir. 

d ſo preferment I procur'd, 

your new fail oh s defenusr; 


2 


4 


| 


Soc 14 L and Conviviar, SonGs. 
And always, every day, abjur'd 


| The pope and the pretender, 
And this is law, Cc. 


Th'illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
And proteſtant ſucceſſion 5 

To theſe I do allegiance ſwear, 
While they can keep poſſeſſion : 
For, by my faith and Joyalty, 

I never more can faulter, 

And George my lawful king mall be, 
Until the time ſhall alter. | 
And this is law, @c, 
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Wuar a charming thing's a battle ! 

Trumpets founding, drums a beating; 
 C-ack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle, 

Ev'ry heart with joy elating. 

With what pleaſure are we (pying, 
From the front and from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 

Heads, and limbs, and bullets flying l 

Thea the groans of ſoldiers dying, 

Juſt like ſparrows, as it were. 

Ateach pop, 
Hundreds drop 
While the muſkets prittle pratties 
Kill'd and wounded, 
Lie confounded. 
What a charming thing? s a battle! 


But the pleaſant joke of all, 
Is when to cloſe attack we fall; 
Like mad bulls each other butting, 
Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, cutting; 
Horſe and foot, 
All go to't, 
' E1i}''s the word, both men and eattle; 
Then to plunder, 
Blood and thunder, 
What a charming thing's a battle. 


T0 — —— — — 
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WW 5 {ſeea, 
| ITA ſwords on their thighs the bold yeomen are 


; 
For their country they arm, their religion & queen, 


Huw 
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How glorious their ardour to lay down their lives, 

In defence of their freedom, their children & wives 
Ye tyrants, ye know not what liberty yields, [ fields: 
How ſhe guards all our ſhores, and protects all our 
As Hebe ſhe's fair, and as Hercules ftrong, [ ſong. 
She's the queen of our mirth, and the joy of our 


To Liberty raiſe up the high chearful ſtrain, 
Fill the goblets around to the lords of the main. 
Eliza is queen, and her brave loyal band 
Shall drive each invader far cut of the land. 
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Wu AT Cato adviſes maſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 
To mingle ſweet pleaſure with ſearch after treaſure, 
Indulgent at night for the toils of the day ; 
And while the dull miſer eft:ems himſelf wiſer, 
His bags will decreaſe, while his health does decay 
Our ſouls we enliven, our fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long ev'ning in pleaſures awaye 


All chearful and hearty, we ſet afide party, 
With ſome tender fair each full bumper is crown'd 
Then Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
Wh:le care in an ocean of claret is drown'd : 
See here's our phyſician, we know no ambition, 
But where there's good wine & good company found 
Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
* Lis ſunſhine and ſummer with us the year round, 
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Bals k wine and women are 

The ſource of all our joys; 
A brimmer loftens ev'ty care, 

And beauty never cloys: 
Then let us drink and love, 

While yet our hearts are gay 
Women and wine, by all approv'd, 

Are bleſſings night and day. 
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By the gaily-circlirg glaſs 

We cas fre how minutes paſs z 

By the hollow c#ſk :re told © —þ 
How the waning nit ht grows old: 


 Hew the waning right grows old; 


A 


| We're robbing of life while we drinking delay, 


For make them once drunk, and the ſecret is found 


Soc1ar, and Convivrar, Songs, © 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day _ _—_ 


Drives us from our ſport and pla: A (ave 
What have we with day todo? To on 
Sons of care, twas müde for you; 9080 
Sons of care, *twas made for _ ee 
YL 7 |; Ws 1 ONTEY Tat it 
Sg the bumpers about, drink my toaſt & away 
Round the brim let the liquor be dn; From i 


Anda 
From {1 
Finds 1 
No mo 
Conviè 
Enjoy 
The pr 


So prithee, dear brother, keep doing: > {none 
Here's a health to the man who for ſtrength featetl 
Who values no mortal for riches alone, | 
Who ne'er trod on the weak, or gave ſorrow a frown 
He he's a true ſon of the bottle, | 


The ſcience of drinking is better by half, 
Than the Ethics of old Ariftlotlez; * 
I look at all life, and at all life I laugh, 
Except in the life of a bottle; . 
Let ſcholiaſts with ſcholiaſts explain and confound 
The motion of matter, the world's wheelinground 


To wh 


Such wonders are work'd by the bottle. is ac 

Should ſickneſs, deſpair, and captivity join, 
I'd equal the ancients in thinking; 

No cordial, no comfort I'd aſk for but wine, 
No freedom demand but for drinking: 

Stood death like a drawer to wait on me home, 


Or bailiff- like durſt he puſ into the room, Let the 

I'd try for a moment to tip him the hum, 
"Till I bumper'd the laſt of my bottle. 1 
Is 


Wu ILE VPhi:f—d & W=tly with cant & parade, 


Th? enjoy ments of life and its pleaſures degrade, 8 
and draw from pure nature, men gudgeons by ſhoalit 8 
By that orthodox humbug—the Taving of ſouls: ud d 
Permit me a wonder moſt ſtrange to declare, P 
Of a youth who but lately fell out of the ſnare, T 
From whoſe early workings and manner ſo quaint, MV 
The faithful, with pleaſure, had mark'd for a ſaint hen 
Twas paſt ten o'clock by that watchman old Time, 5 


| 


When Saten would have it who propptedthe * 


A tavern being open, young Pious went in, 

To preach to the wicked and rail againſt fin? 

dome joHy choice ſpirits whoſe only defign, 

Was to heighten their mirth by the help of good wine 
His tanoy ſo tickled and touch'd to the quck, 

That it cur'd his ſore conſcience of hill & old nick 


From ſinging of hymns, he naw alter'd his note, 
And a catch of good humour, he ſoon got by rote: 
From ſighing and groaning young Picus thus won, 
Finds relief in the glaſs with good humour & fun : 
No more of your cant, the new convert now cries, 
Conviction and reaſon has open'd my eyes : 

Enjoy what you can, boys, fince die we all muſt, 
Ihe preſent we're ſure of—the future—T'11 truſt 


aWay 
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*T'1s for landtnen to prate; 
Such trifling 1 hate, 
To wheedle and cajole is their plan: 
For a litente let's haſte, 
We have no time to waſte 
'Tis action: that beſt ſpeak the man, 


I'm a rough, honeſt tat, 
| Juſt landed from far; 
My heart cannot change like the weather } 
As the neeole tis true, 
And points only to you; 
Let the pos _ ſplice us together. 


* 
ne, 
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Tax man who for lite 
Is plagu'd with a wife, 


parade, Ils ſure in a wretched condition; 


ade, Go things how they will, 
/ ſhoalf She ſticks by him ſtill, 
ils; Wand death is his only phyſician, 


Poor man, &c. 


nare, To trifle and toy, 
Kory May give a man joy, 
a 1al0 ten paſſion's promoted by beauty 7 


Time But whete is the bliſs 

rime M Of a conjugal kiſs 
A tae ben pation is prompted by duty. 
| Poor man, Cc. 


Focrati, and Conviviir Sons. 


The dog when poſſeſs'd 
Of mutton the beſt, 
A bone he may leave at his pleaſure; 
But if to bis tail 
"Tis ty'd, without fail 
He is barcaſs'd and plagu'd beyond mealure. 
Poor cur, &c, 
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And make me the ſport of the wanton and gay; 
Er ſk wine ſhall recruit, as life's winter ſhall wear 
And I ftill have a heart to do what I may. [me, 


Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome damſel of beauty, 
As Bacchus ſhall lend me a cheriſhing glaſs ; 


We'il firſt claſp the bottle, and then claſp the laſs; 
The bottle and laſs, 
The laſs and the bottle; 

We'll firſt claſp the bo!tle, and then claſp the laſs, 
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TR E month of September 
I well ſhall remember, 
On account of the flames and the fi te, 
With which Juliet the nun, 
Full of frolic and fun, 


Singe'd the heart of the am'rous friar. 


The force of her kiſſes, 

And melting careſſes, 

Til with pleaſure and extaſy own 
For moſt certain it is, 
T hat one balmy kiſs 

From her lips, would enliven a ſtone, 


Then be heat, ye fools, 

Who by muſty dull rules, 

Pietend your fierce paſſions to tame; 
For without the bleſt aid 
Of a kind-hearted maid, 

Life js nothing but ſorrow and pain» 


TE ſages of old, 
In prophecy told, 
The caule ot a nation's undoing z 
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- 0 " 


Tho envioks ald age ſeems in part to impait me. 


To Selena the Great they ſhall both pay their duty, 
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But our new English breed 
No prophecies need, 

For each one here ſeeks bis own ruin, 


With grumbling and jars, 
We promote civil ware, 
And preach up falſe tenets to many 
We ſnar] and we bite, 
We rail and we fight 
For religion, yet nv man has any. 


"Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his friend, 
And the church and the ſenate would ſettle ; : 
Who delights not in blood. 
But draws when he ſhou'd, 
And bravely ſtands brunt to the bottle. 


Who rails not at kings, 
Nor po.itick things, | 
Nor treaſon will ſpeak when he's mellow 
But takes a full glaſs 
To his country's ſucceſs ; 
This, this is an honeſt brave fellow: 


—ů ö ( — 

To Phillis and Chloe, and all the gay throng, 
Too long the ſoft lay has been rais'd; 

es long to their beauty has flow'd the: vain ſong, 
Too long has their beauty been prais'd : 

Great Bacchus, repentant, thy pardon I aſk, 
Forgiveneſs I humbly implore ; 

If e'er for a female ] quit a full caſk, 
May l never enjoy one drop more —great god; 
May I never er joy one drop more, 


Ye fops and ye fribbles, your title T own 
To ſing all the charms of the fair; 

'Fheir beantizs to praiſe is your province alone; 
Alone make their beauties your care: 

For who in his ſenfes what mortal can blame 
Who ſtrives his pwn merit to raiſe ? 

For women and tops are ſo nearly the ſame, 
In theirs. that he lings his OW] pialig—-tweet Mifs 
In theirs, Sc. 


4 


1 
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| 


Out of 


| Tho' wit, ſparkling wit, ſome rareffemates poſſe MW An 
Tho? kindneſs may add to their ſtore; Shook 
Good-nature and ſmiles have a bumper no leſs, Of 
And ſparkles an hundred times more ; 
With virtue unſully'd adorn'd tho? the be, By 
Tho' modeſty blooms in each feature, Fled 
A bottle is not more immodeſt than ſhe, Li 
It's virtue ten thouſand times greater—dear boys; £ 5 
It's virtue, &c. | . 
Their beauty attracting I freely confeſs; 9 
Their ſex, I muſt own, has it's charms; 1 0 
I own for a moment they're able to bleſs, 3 
And melt us away in their arms: 
Vet laſting the pain is, and tranſient the joy; 3 
The raptures are inſtantly paſt; | TY 
But wine, happy juice ! is ſure never to cloy, . 
It's pleaſures till doomſday ſhall la. — brave ſouls; 9 
It's pleaſures, &c. he N 
Then adieu to their charms, to their beauties adiey Our 
All thoughts of the ſex | reſign ; _—_ 
I fight in thy cauſe, to thy int 'reft am true, x _ 
And yield me eternally thine: it and 
And if ever, great maſter, thy colours I fly, That 
If e'er like a rover I pine, auch 
May (greateſt of curſes!) my hogſhea@ run dry, And 4 
Nor more be repleniſh'd with wine—bleſt wine; BB 
Nor more, &c, While 
he Pa, 
Onx Oy Thoug 
day at her toilet as Yenus began 
To prepare for her face-making duty, Ro 
Bacchus 1tood at her elbow, and ſwore that her plat Yhat 
Would not help it, but hinder her beauty, ta 
A bottle young Semele held up to view, As 
And begg'd ſhe'd obſerve his cireftions— urch P 
This Burgundy, dear Cytharea, will do, he a 
Tis a rouge that rennes all complexions. 4 Jh 
Too polite to refuſe him, the bumper ſhe ſips, ack 
On his knees, the buck begg'd ſhe'd encore; per ( 
The joy-giving goddeſs, wich wine-morſten'd lig“ B. 
Declar's ſhe would hob- nob once more, * 
5 / 


x 
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Out of window each waſh, paſte, & powder, ſhe hurl'd Crafty Care ard pale Jury, two ſleepleſs hags, 
olſeſ And the God of the grape vow'd to join; Wealth 0 erwhelm d, yet untired with toil ; 
Shook hands, ſign'd & ſeal'd, then bid fame tell the Their heir D; ipation we ſaw at their bags, : 
Of the Union"twixt BEAuTY and WINE. | world With Flattery ſharing the ſpoil, 
T . : The myſt ries of trade, — but no longer I'll dwells 
Jy 2 whirlwind methought I through /Ether was | On either the mightv or mean; | 
Electric *mong ſpirits of air; hurl'd, From an emperor's court to a penitent's cell, 
| ſpborn by the clouds, we look'd down on the world | Life's all the ſame laughable ſcene. 
boyz And odd exhibitions ſpy'd there. Tis a pitiful piece, like a farce in a fair, 
gland 's Genius was there, bearing Monarcby's crown Where ſhew, noiſe and nonſenſe miſrule, 
la proceſſion round Liberty Hall; [down, Where tinſel paradings, make ignorance ſtare, 
ation ſeiz'd her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd Where he w ho acts beſt is the fool. 
And Polly broad grinn'd at her fall. | # I Ig c— — 
Wo veather-houſe plac'd, to denote foul and fair, | . ET us laugh at the common diſtinQions of ſtate, 
5 Two figures keep veering about; hen merely from title, men hold themſelves great; 


os . f ; 5 , : 
o pageants we ſaw, and ſmil'd at their glare, merit wins honours, the wearers we praiſe, 


8, 


7 lll they turn'd, with the times, in and out. But only the OI homage heraldry's blaze. 
Louls; be Nes bod gd with F A If you are a lineal deſcendant from Adam, 
Aae A eue fog Pech e Or ſpouſe can collateral claim from his madam; 
3 adiev k V . J | O'er acres of parchment, tho” pedigrees ſpread. [ bred 
3 Mons EG EY eee goa Boaſt not how you're born, Sir, but ſhew how you're 
| and H , 1 a q ; 8 You laurels diſplay, which your forefathers wen; 
That & t e, 3 * 3057 . OKs *| We allow they did great things, but what have you 
| „ 5 bp ON. es Ldoor, | The cover & ſtubble, your conqueſts prociaim, [done 
And D, FF And your country's preſerv'd by the las of the game 
zr, e Ve lords of large manor flatt'rers di ſband 
vines dbern Mill againſt Prudence was waging a fight, | yyy1 —ABA Os AY 


What are ye but tenants for life to the land; | plate, 
Your lakes, gardens, grots, temples, buſts, pictures, 
Are things of the inn, where in lite's-ſtage you bait, 
Awhile you the labours of luxury bear, 

Till time tells you out, to make room for your heir; 
The ſame round of riot, he runs for his day, 


While Deſire oppos'd Duty ſtrong ; ; 
he Paſſions confeſs d Reaſon's dictates were right, 
Though themſelves fill reſolv'd to be wrong. 


wonderful troop towards Weſiminſter bore; 
her plat What wonders there are 'mong mankind ? 


Ye agony cap 3 | His ſucceiTor's ſummons, ſends him the ſame way. 
il ; ; : But HE who exiſts in infinity's ſtate, 

- 100 1 eferments we fſaw—but reſpect ſhall with- | Whoſe hand holds the ſun, and whoſe fiat is fate; 
e that's pour'd forth on the cloth; {ſtand | To ſome has ſent power, to others give wealth, 

s. s 10 Pe 2 on 3 We e N in hand, | And to us, who are humble, his beſt blefling, beach, 

ps, N _ 7 . TI PAS +... To the graces, we nightly, a ſacrifice make, 

core; {ind Cent had lain fiege to Integrity's head, Wit & humour, the chairs, as our toaſt maſters take; 

n d lip Peavey was battering his heart; By ſuch ſocial converſe, our time we improve, 


India 'ucceſs ſtruck Humility dead, [While tenderneſs lends us the daughters of love. 
id Title took LVanity's path.  Hh3 | Jolly 


0 


| 
| 
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Jolly welcome attends hoſpitality's call, 

Common ſenſe is our cat'rer in liberty hall; 

For one diſh dreſs'd there, all court treats we refign 
Keep your diſtance, ye Kings! independant we dine. 
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A BUMPER of good liquor 
Will end a conteſt quicker 
Than juſtice, jucge, or vicar ; 

So fill a chearful glaſs, 

And let good- humovr paſs 
But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why tooner drain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow 
That's crabbed when he's mellow, 

A bumper, Sc. 


- _— 
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GAIN Britannia ſmile, 
Smile at each threz:t'ning foe : 
To fave this d coping iſle, 
See Redxey ſtrikes the blow; 
For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy tcv*reign empire o'er the main. 


Azainft thee treaeh'rous foes, 
And falſe allies combine 
But vairly they oppoſe, 
If Rodney ſtill is thine 2 
For caliznt Rodney will maintain 
The Britijh empire o'er the main. 
Long may he plovgh the main, 
Long may he victor prove, 
Rewards ſtill ſure to gain, 
Of king and people's love: 
For gallant Ro7zey will maintain 
The Britiſb empire o'er the main, 
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Now: the time for mirth and glee, 


Sing, and love, and laugh with me: 

Cupid is my theme of ſtory: : 

*11s his Godſhip's fame and glory, 
How all y'e'd unto his la-! 
Ha! ha! hal ha! ha! ha! ha! 


Oer the grave, and oer the gay, | 


| Copid takes his ſhare of play; 


He makes heroes quit their glory: 
He's the God moſt fam'd in ſtory ; 
Bending them unto his law! 

Ha! ha! Cc. 


Siy the urchin deals his darte, 
Without pity, — piercing hearts: 
Cupid triumpbs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law ! 
Ha ! ha ! Se. 
Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're fats —"twixt me and yous 


Then, ye maids, and men, be wary, 


How you meet be'ore you mariy: 
Cupid's will is ſolely law! 
Ha! ha! c. 
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Now the ſun is gone to bed, 
Let each lift his roſy head, 


| All our pain is oer and care, 


Let us haſte to better fare ; 
Try with nectar to repay 
All the mighty toils of day. 


{Who at ills can meanly pine, 


O'er the brimming joys of wine; 
Who can dare a coward prove, 

In the field of war or love, 

Fear and ſpleen, that ſhakes the ſoul, 
All lie drown'd within the bowl. 


Wine then, balm and friend of life, | 
Bani thought, and baniſh ftrife, 

| Arm the mind *gainſt ev'ry ill, 

Make us happy, come what will; 
Taſte the preſent, fcorn the paſt, 

Live as tho' to day's the laſt, 


Here's the charm againſt deſpair, 
| See it laughs at ſurly care; 


| | Come, my boys, and nobly join, 
In the praiſe of ſparkling wine, 


Fill the glaſs and raiſe the ſong, 
Keep the revels all night long, 
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Wao thirſts for more knowledge is welco 
He may ſeek a new clime, whois wretched at home, 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will; 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm. too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 
O England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 
Where my thoughts i can ſpeak, where by birthright 
Whatever I wiih far now comes at my call, I'm free 
| can ſport in the field or can roar in my hall; 
My time is my own, I can do as I will, 
I have children that prattle, a wife that is till, 


| feel that I'm happy, tho' taxes run high, 

want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I; 

I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 

ith party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 

ontention I hate, and a bumper love moſt, ¶ coaſt, 

ou'll pledge me, I'm ſure, for Old England s my 
— 125 

WI cou E friendly gleam of night, 

Form'd for revels and delight, 

Form'd fublimeſt joys to prove, 

Seaſon chole for wine and love, 

Slumber ſtill, ye ſons of care, 

Doom'd the toils of life to ſhare 3 

Partners of my ſocial bowl, 

Wake to bliſs th'enchanted ſoul. . 

Fi:l the ſparkling goblets higher, 

Rouſe, Oh! rouſe the dormant fire, 

V hile the fleeting minutes ſhine, 

Rich with love, and rich with wine. 
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XTINGUISH the candles, give Phæbus fair play 

he ſhutters unbolt, let us honour the day; 

lady Lucina we've drove from her poſt, 

he ſun ſhines upon us, we'llgive him a toaſt, 


ys Caution, the neighbours are paſſing along, 

hey'l] look thro? the ſaſhes & tell us we're wrong: 
mofirance avaunt—what is all they can ſay? 
that all night th.) ſlept, whilſt cue drank it away, 


etwors, diſputers, ye dignified doors, 
majors, ye minors, with prebends and proctors, 
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What ſenſe is it, prithee, which tells us to think, 
When all our ſeven ſenſes declare we ſhou'd drink? 


Our patron is Bacchus, and Jove was his ſire, 

He was born in a burſt of celeſtial fire; [charmsg, 
Mamma begg'd the god would come worthy her 
The lightning of love prov'd too much for her arms. 


From her, in a momeat, the baby was ſnatch'd, 
And into a buck by Nurſe Jupiter hatch'd; 
Th'immortal to expiate Semele's rape, | 
Beſtow'd on his foundling the gift of the grape, 


Ye love · ſick who live on the ſhine of an eye, 
The red of a cheek, or the tone of a figh ; 
Impreſs'd by the ſmiles or the frowns of a fair, 
As weather glaſs ſhews variations of air 


In country or town yon have ſeen, without doubt 
A dancing bear led by a ring in his ſnout, 

While Pug plays his tricks if ye ſhew him ſome fruit 
Theſe emblems, ye ladies, will moſt lovers ſuit, 


If girls won't comply why we never run mad, 

But away to the next, as enough may be had; 

If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang, nor deſpair, 
But in wine comfort ſeek, we are ſure of it there. 
Draw your bows ye Crocbetti in muſic's defence, 
With ſound I'm for having a portion of ſenſe ; 

Give me a bell's tinkle, a fat landlord's roar, 
With a good fellow's bellow, Bring fix bottles more, 


Six bottles ! we'll have them, and bumper away, 
Wevedrank up the night & we'l|drink down the da 
Here's his health who to wine & his word will be jug 
Here's the girl that wwe love & the friend we can truſt, 
- 127 | 
As Wit, Toke, and Humour, together were fat, 
With liquor a plentiful ſtock, 
Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawP'd, Paſt twelve o'clock, 


At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright ; | 


[uſt then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 
An ancient, pale-face, meagre ſprite, 


| 
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Jolly welcome attends hoſpitality's call, 

Common ſenſe is our cat'rer in liberty hall; 

For one diſh dreſs'd there, all court treats we reſign 
Keep your diſtance, ye Kings! independant we dine. 


a T 20 — 
A BUMPER of good liquor 
Will end a conteſt quicker 
Than juftice, jucge, or vicar ; 
So fill a chearful glaſs, 
And let good- humour paſs 
But if more deep the quarrel, 
Why ſooner drain the barrel, 
Than be the hateful fellow 
That's crabbed when he's mellow, 
A bumper, &c, 


1221— 
Acam Britannia ſmile, 
Smile at each threet'ning foe : 
To fave this d:noping iſle, 
See Redzey ſtrikes the blow; 
For Rodney quickly will regain 
Thy tcv*reign empire o'er the main. 


Azainſt thee treaeh'rous foes, 
And falſe allies combine; 
But vairly they oppoſe, 
If Rodney till is thine 2 
For callznt Rodney will maintain 
The Britiſb empire o'er the main. 
Long may he plovgh the main, 
Long may he victor prove, 
Rewards ſtill ſure to gain, 
Of king and people's love: 
For gallant Ro7ney will maintain 
' The Brit:h empire o'er the main, 
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N OW's the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing. and love, and laugh with me: 
Cupid is my theme of ſtory: g 
*11s his Godſhip's fame and glory, 
How all y'e'd unto his lag! 
Ha! ha! hal ha! ha! ha! ha! 
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Ober the grave, and o'er the gay, 
| Cupid takes his ſhare of play: | 
He makes heroes quit their glory: 
He's the God moſt fam'd in ſtory 
Bending them unto his law! 
Ha! ha! c. 


Siy the urchin deals his darte, 
Without pity, —p'ercing hearts; 
Cupid triumpbs over paſſions, 
Not regarding modes or faſhions, 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law |! 
Ha! ha! e. 
Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're fats —"twixt me and you 3 


Then, ye maids, and men, be wary, 


How you meet be'ore you marty 
Cupid's will is ſolely law! 
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Now the ſun is gone to bed, 

Let each lift his roſy head, 

All our pain is o'er and care, 

Let us haſte to better fare; 

Try with neQar to repay 

All the mighty toils of day. 

Who at ills can meanly pine, 

O'er the brimming joys of wine; 

Who can dare a coward prove, 

In the field of war or love, | 
Fear and ſpleen, that ſhakes the ſoul, 
All lie drown'd within the bowl. 

Wine then, balm and friend of life, 
Baniſ- thought, and baniſh ftrife, 

Arm the mind 'gainſt ev'ry ill, 

Make us happy, come what will; 


| Tafte the preſent, ſcorn the paſt, 


Live as tho' to day's the laſt, 


Here's the charm againſt deſpair, 
| See it laughs at ſurly care ; 


1 Come, my boys, and nobly join, | 


{ In the praiſe of ſparkling wine, 
Fill the glaſs and raiſe the ſong, 
Keep the revels all night long, 
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Wao thirſs for more knowledge is welcome to' 
He may ſeek a new clime, whois wretched at home, 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 
May quit poor Old England whenever he will; 
But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 
For change I'm. too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 
01d England, brave boys, good enough is for me, 
Where my thoughts i can ſpeak, where by birthright 
Whatever I with far now comes at my call, I'm free 
| can ſport in the field or can roar in my hall; 
My time is my own, I can do as IWill, 
| have children that prattle, a wife that js ſtill, 


| feel that I'm happy, tho' taxes run high, 
| want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I; | 
I'm alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 
ith party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 
oatention I hate, and a bumper love moſt, [ toaſt, 
ou'll pledge me, I'm ſure, for Old England s my 
— — 125 ; 
WELCOME friendly gleam of night, 
Form'd for revels and delight, 
Form'd fublimeſt joys to prove, 
Seaſon choſe for wine and love. 
Slumber ſtill, ye ſons of care, 
Doom'd the toils of life to ſhare ; 
Partners of my ſocial bowl, 
Wake to bliſs th'enchanted ſoul. 
Fil the ſparkling goblets higher, 
Rouſe, Oh! rouſe the dormant fire, 
V hile the fleeting minutes ſhine, 
Rich with love, and rich with wines 
— 126 
XTINGUISH the candles, give Phæbus fair play 
he ſhutters unbolt, let us honour the day; 
lady Lucina we've drove from her poſt, 
he ſun ſhines upon us, we'llgive him a toaſt, 


s Caution, the neighbours are paſſing along, 

hey'l] look thro? the ſaſhes e tell us we're wrong: 

denonſtrance avaunt—what is all they can ſay ? 

ut that all night thy ſlept, whilſt cve drank it away. 
F* wors, diſputers, ye dignified doors, 

e majors, ye minors, with prebends and proctors, 
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What ſenſe is it, prithee, which tells us to think, 
When all our ſeven ſenſes declare we ſhou'd drink? 


Our patron is Bacchus, and Jove was his fire, 

He was born in a burſt of celeſtial fire; [charms, 
Mamma begg'd the god would come worthy her 
The lightning of love prov'd too much for her arms. 


From her, in a momeat, the baby was ſnatch'd, 
And into a buck by Nurſe Jupiter hatch'd; 
Th'immortal to expiate Semele's rape, | 
Beſtow'd on his foundling the gift of the grape, 


Ve love-ſick who live on the ſhine of an eye, 
The red of a cheek, or the tone of a ſigh; 
Impreſs'd by the ſmiles or the frowns of a fair, 
As weather glaſs ſhews variations of air 


In country or town you have ſeen, without doubt 
A dancing bear led by a ring in his ſnout, 

While Pug plays his tricks if ye ſhew him ſome fruit 
Theſe emblems, ye ladies, will moſt lovers ſuit, 


If girls won't comply why we never run mad, 

But away to the next, as enough may be had; 

If again we're repuls'd, we ne'er hang, nor deſpair, 
But in wine comfort ſeek, we are ſure of it there. 
Draw your bows ye Crochetti in muſic's defence, 
With ſound I'm for having a portion of ſenſe ; 

Give me a bell's tinkle, a far landlord's roar, 
With a good fellow's bellow, Bring fix bottles more. 


Six bottles! we'll have them, and bumper away, 
Weve drank up the night & we'l|drink down the da. 
Here's his health who to wine & his word will be jug 
Here's the girl that awe love & the friend we can truſt, 
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As Wit, Toke, and Humour, together were ſat, 
With liquor a plentiful ftock, 

Still varying the ſcene, with ſong and with chat, 
The watchman bawl'd, Paſt twelve o'clock, 


At that hour, I've read, oft ſpirits do come, 
And poor timid mortals affright ; | 


ſoft then, in that inſtant, one enter'd the room, 
An ancient, pale-face, meagre ſprite, 


| 
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The phantom appear'd, and the candles burnt blue, 
Wit and humour began for to ſtare, 

Cries out Joke—Look'e, friends, this is nothing 
Behold !—ſce, tit only old Cere, [new 3 


I know he would tell vs, 'twas Time ſent bim here 
And tell us 'tis time to be gone 


But we'll tell bim this, let him think what he dare 


We'll finiſh him ere it be one. 


They quickly agreed, and about it they went, 
R ſolving of Care to get free; 

Wit moy'dic—aad ftrait they all join'd in conſent, 
To lay the ghoſt in the Red lea, 


Whole bumpers of claret they quickly drank off, 
And fav'rite toaſts they went round; 

When Humour, well pleas'd, thus ſet vp a Jaugh, 
Quoth he, How Care looks now he's drown'd ! 


Vhen loud ſhouting began, huzza they all czy'e, 
We're rid of this troubleſome gueſt ; 


| 


x ii your bumpers a ound, let this be our pride, 


o ſing, laugh and drink to the beſt. 


Now their blood zunning high, at a conqueſt fo 
To finging and drinking they fix, 

With the iun they arofe, with ſpirits elate, 
And decently parted at ſix. 
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A TRIFLING ſong you ſhall boa, 

Begun with a trifle, and ended: 
All trifling people draw near, 

Andi ſhall be nobiy attended, 


Were it not for trifles a few, 
That lately bave come into play, 

The men would want ſomething to do, 
And the women want ſomething to ſay. 


What makes men trifle in dreſſing ; 
Becauſe the ladies, they know, 
Admire, by often puſſcfling, 
That eminent trifle, a beau, 


When the lover his moments has trifled, 
The trif- of trifles to gain, 

No ſooner the virgin is rified, 
But a trifle all part them again, 


(great, 


| 
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What mortal man would be able 
Ac White's half an hour to fit? 

Or who could bear a tea table, 
Without taking trifles for wit. 


The cqurt is from trifles ſgcure ; 
Gold keys are no trifles, we ſee, 

White rods are no trifles, I'm ſure, 
 Whateyer their bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the place, 


Where trifles abundantly breed, 
The levee will ſhew you his grace 
Makes promiſes trifles indeed, 


A coach with fix footmen behind, 
I count neither trifles nor fin ; 
But, ye Gods! how oft do we find, 
A ſcandalous trifle within ? 


A flaſk of Champaigne, people think it 

A trifle, or ſomething as bad; 

But if you'll contrive how to rite it, 
You'll find it no trifle, by gad. 


A parſon's a trifle at ſea 5 
A widow's a trifle in ſorrow 3 ; 
A peace is a trifle to-day, 
Who knows what may happen to-morrow 5 


A black coat a trifle may cloak, 

Or to hide it a red may endeavour; 
But if once the army is broke, 

We ſha}l have more trifles than ever. 


The ſtage is a trifle, they ſay, 


The reaſon pray carry along, 


Becauſe that at every new play, 


The houſe they with trifles do throng. 


But with people's malice to trifle, 
And to ſet us all on a foot, 

The author of this is a trifle, 
And his ſong is a trifle to boot. 


12 
Bacchus, god of joys divine} 
Be by pleaſufes ever mine! 


— — — — 


Sil 


| E cor 
dound, f 
om po. 
e's wel 


Prepare, 
bud, lo 
om pol 
or virtu 


Smil 


Smile on this thy votary's prayer, 

All beſides not worth my care: 

All our griefs briſk wine diſpels, 

Drinking ev'ry trouble quells, 

Drinking ev'ry trouble quells, 
All our griefs, Sc. 


When the goblet full is fill'd, 

From the cluſt'ring vine diſtill'd; 
Then indeed I'm truly bleſt, x 
Andev'ry anxious thought's at reſt 3 
While its potent juice 1 quaff, 

Still I ſing, and dance and laugh, 


Would you be for ever gay, 
Mortals, learn of me the way; 
*T1s not beauty, tis not love, 
Will alone ſufficient prove; 

If you'd raiſe and charm the ſoul, 
Deeply drain the ſpicy bowl. 


HE comes, he comes, the hero comes, | 
bound, ſound the trumpet, beat, beat the drums, 


rom port to port, let cannons roar, 
e's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore, 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs prepare; 


0ud, loudly rend th'echoing air: 

om pole to pole your joys reſound, 

ot virtue's his, with glory crown'd, 

T 1 — — 

Ler the waiter bring clean glaſſes, 
With a freſh ſupply of wine; 

For I fee by all your faces, 
In my wiſhes you will join. 


It is not the charms of beauty 
Which I pwr pole to proclaim z 
We awhile will leave that duty, 
For a more prevailing theme. 


To the healih I'm now propoſing, 
Let's have one full glaſs at leaft 5 

No one here can think't impoſing, 
Tis the founder of our feaſts 


De 
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SEE Bacchus aſcending aſtride on his tun, 
Like Perſeus of old, who Andromeda won, 
To kill the fell monſter call'd ſobriety, 
That bane to the pleaſures of ſociety. 
As he lights upon the table, 
Drink, he cries, while you are able; 
And when you can no more contain, 
Then let it out and fill again. 
| Live and love, enjoy the fair; 
Baniſn ſorrow, baniſh care; 
Mind not what old dotards ſay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play, 
But youth's ſport begins to day. 
From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let no ſcare-crow virtue fright; 
Here, in pleaſure's vineyards, we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree 
Careleſs, airy, gay and free, 


: 134 — 
On CE the Gods of the Greeks at ambroſial feaſt —- 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quaffi ng, 


| Merry Momus among them appeared as a gueſt, 


Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


This happen'd fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 
While Nature diſorderly lay; 

While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm, 
And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 


On ev'ry Olympic the humourift droll'd, 
Hence none cou'd his jokes diſapprove, 
He ſung, repartee'd, many ſage ſtories told, 

And at length thus addreſs'd father Jove. 


Sire, -Mark how yon matter is heaving below, 
Were it ſettled twould pleaſe all your court, 

*Tis not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know, 
Pray people it juſt for our ſport, 


Jove nodded aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down, 
At his fat creation took birth ; 


The cloud-mantled deity ſmil'd on his throne, 


And announc'd the production was Earth. > 
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To honour their ſov'reign each God gave a boon 
Apollo afforded it light; 
The goddeſs of chilc-bid preſented a moon, 
To ſilver the ſhadow of light, 


The queen of ſoft wiſhes, foul Lulcan's fair brides 
Leering wiflful on her man of war, 

Took a pity on beings who wanted a guide, 
So the ſparkled the morn and eve ftar, 


From her cloud, all in ſpirits, the Guddeſs up ſprung 
In ellipfis each planet advanc'd ; 

The tune of the ſpheres the Nine Siſters ſung, 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd. 


E'en Jove himſelf cou'd not inſenſble ſtand, 
Rid Saturn his girdle faſt bind, 

The expounder of fate graip'd the globe in his hand 
And laugh'd at thoſe mites call'd mankind. 


From the hand of great Jove into ſpace it was hurl'd 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball, 

Bid his Eaughter Attraction take charge of the world 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall. 


Miſs pleaſ'd with the preſent review3 the globe round 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies and plains; 

The ſe'f balanc'd orb in an atmoſphere bound, 
Prolific by ſuns, deus, and rains. 


With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe Iulia endow'd, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyerds to rear, 
What ſuited each clime on each clime the beftow'd, 

And FR EHE DOM ſhe four d flouriſh'd here. 


That blue-ey'd celeſtial, Minerva the wiſe, 
Ineffably ſmil'd on the ſpot ; 

My dear, fays plum'd Pallas, your laſt gift I prize, 
But, excuſe me, one thing is forgot. 


Licentiouſneſs Freedom's deſtruction may bring, 
Unleſs prudence prepares its deſence; 

The Goddeſs of Sapience bid 7ris take wing, 
And on Dr1ToNs beftow'd Common Senſe, 


Fonr Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guatdians to cheriſh the root, 

The bloſſom of liberty gaily gan ſmile, 
And Epglithmen fed on the fruit. 


* 


SocrAl and Coxvivins SONGS, 


Thus fed, and thus bres; by a bounty fo rare, 
Oh! pieſerve it as pure as twas giv nz 

We wili while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in 
And return it untainted to my n. | [$eath 


— 13 
'T avs I fland, like 3 T, wich my doxies around 
From all fides their glances his pajiion confound ; 
For black, brawn, and fair, his inconſtancy dere, 
And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns: 
Each calls forth her chaoms to provoke his gefireq, 
Though willing to all, with but one he retires, 
But think of this maxim, and put off ail forrow, 
Ihe wretch of to-day may be happy to-morrow, 

But think, &c. 


| 170 — 
To wit you tha urs 
In the days of my youth, 

As mirth and nature bid, / 

| Tlik'd a glaſs, 

And Ilov'dalaſe, 

And I did as younkers did, 


But now I am old, 
With grief be it told, 

I muſt hoſe freaks forbear; 
At ſixty-three, 

FTwixt you and me, 

A man grows worſe for wear. 


Ic 

M ASTER Tommy's 2 Bog 
Pray what ſays St, Paul, 

Ir I'm not miſtaken, 
Marry not at all. 

Boys, beſore you marry, 
Mind the golden rule, 

Look before you leap, 
Or elſe you'll play the fool, 


If I take a wife, 
Whoſoe'er ſhe be, 
Tho' ſhe prove an angel, 
Still ſhe's wile, to me, 
Boys, Sc. 


— oops <= nw. 


i 
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If ſne bring me money, 
Will it be forgot; 
If ſhe brings me nothing, 
Can we boil the pot? 
Boys, Sec. i | 


If ſhe be a beauty, 
Then the Spaniards ſay, 
She'll be ever gadding, 


Very like ſhe may, 


Boys, c. 


She'll have beavux to ogle, 
Or Gallants to prate 
This is Madam's friſking, 
Jam Mal de Tete, 
Boys, Sc, | 


If ſhe be a wit, 

Lord have mercy then; 
When her tongue is filent, 
She'll employ her pen. 

Boys, So, 
If ſhe's weak and filly, 
Who am I to blame, 
If I take the folly, 
I'm to take the ſhame, 
Boys, Sc. 


But if in domeſtics, 
Madam is no fool; 


All the night I'm lectut'd, 


Every day at ſchool. 
Boys, Sc. 


Thus fool'ſh Tommy married, 


Counſels all in vain 
Nature gave me freedom, 
Freedom I maintain. 
Roys, Sc. 
Thus, Sir, I've run over, 
All the marriage ſtate ; 
Whea I more diſcover, 


I'll communicate, * 


Boys, Fe. 


(ad ws 64-34 . ay... 
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Tn. world is a fair, where the croud is bent wholly 


| On gew-gaws and rattles, noiſe, nonſenſe, and folly, 


Where higgledy-piggledy, pell-mell, and confuſion, 
We're born, take a peep, die, and loſe the illuſion, 
And there we ſee whirligigs. round-abouts, 

Ups and downs, ins and outs, _ | 
Fal-lals, drums, trumpets, globes, ſceptres, and 
Hot ſpiced gingerbread & merry - go rovnds,[ crowns 
With wonders wonders & wonders enough to make 2 
O don't you think it a wonderful fajr[ blind man flare 


{ Here are all ſorts of toys for all ranks & gradations, 
Gilt ribbons for ladies, for Lords—inftallations; 
| Wigs firſt worn at Weſtminſter, after on May days, 
On judges & chimney-ſweeps high-days & play days 
And there you ſhall ſee maſk'd faces, falſe noſes, 
| Ccaftenets, and ſalt boxes;  _ [doxies3 
Jack-puddings, with gridirons, dukes, devils, and 
With a ſtrange medley of tythe-pigs and biſhops, 
lawyers, bailiffs, and priſons ; [reaſons 3 
Fanatical-preachers, who have many more words than 
Wiſe dogs, learned horſes, illiterate afles, and many 
| other ſtrange beaſts there. 
O, don't you think it a wonderful fair? 


In this fair you will find, Sir, the worſt wares arg 
As knav'ry is getting what folly is ſpending[ vending 
Here ti les and honours are trades moſt prolific, 
And gold is the one univerſal ſpecific, [ſpeeches 
And here you hear many fine promiſes in many fine 
But if you love liberty and property beware of ſuch 
leeches ; | [and be gone, 

With their legerdemain tricks, hey, Preſto, fly quick 
| They are here, there, and every where, on all fides, 
and on none n cant, ſtamp and ſtare 

Then they ſqueeze their hats, beat their breaſts, ravs 
Oh ! don't you think it a wonderful fair. | 


- - 


| 
War Bricain on her ſea-girt ſhore, 
Her white rob'd Druids erſt addreſs'd, 
What aid (ſhe cry'd) ſhall I implore, 
What beſt defence, by numbers preſs'd ! 


( «P 
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4% Tho' hoſtile nations round thee riſe, 

(The myſtic oracles reply'd) 
« Ant view thine iſle with env'ous eyes, 

« Their threats defy, their rage deride; 
et Nor fear invaſion from your adverſe Gauls, 


4. Britain's beſt bulwarks are her Wooden Walls. 


4 Thine oaks deſcending to tbe main, 
&« With floating forts ſhall ſtem the tides, 
&« Aﬀerting Britain's liquid reign 
« Whete'er her thund'ring navy rides; 
c Nor leſs to peaceful arts inclin'd, 
«« Where commerce opens all her ſtores, 
& In focial bands ſhall league mankind, 
« And join the ſea-divided ſhores : 
« Spread then thy ſails where naval glory calls, 
4. Brita in's beſt bulwarks are her Mooden Halls. 


« Hail happy iſle ! what tho' the vales 
5 No vine empurp:ed tribute yield, 
& Nor fann'd with odovur-breathing gales, 
&« Nor crops ſpontaneous glad the fie. d: 
«« Yet liberty rewards the toil 
&«& Of irduftry, to labour prone, 
« Who jocund plovughs the grateful ſoil, 
«© And reaps the harveſt ſhe has ſown : 
« While other realms tvran nic {way inthral's, _ 
& Britain's beſt bulwarks are her Vooden Walls.“ 


Thus ſpake the bearded ſeers of yore, 

In viſions wrapt of Britain” 5 fame, 
Ere yet Ileria felt her pow'r, 

Cr Gallia trembled at her name; 
Ere yet Columbus der'd t'explore 

New regions riſing from the main; 
From ſea to ſea, from ſhore to ſho e, 

Bear then, ye winds, the folemn frain ! 
The ſacred truth an awe ſtruc k world appals, 
Britain's beſt bulwarks are her Mooden Halls 
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Crasr, rude Boreas, bluſt'ting railer, 
Lift, ye landimen all to me, 
Meſs-mates hear a brother ſailor, 
Sing the dangers of the ſea; 


| 
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Form bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
| When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt- troubled ocean, 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkies, 


Hark ! the boatſwain hoarſly bawling, 
By. top-ſail-ſheets, and haulyard ftand 
Down top gallants quick be hawling, 
Down your flay-ſails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet your braces, 
The top-ſail-ſh: ets, now let go, 


Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


| Now all you on down- beds ſporting, 


Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 
Freſh enjoyments, wanton courtingy 
Safe from all but love's alarms: 
R.und us roars the tempeſt louder, 
Think what fears our mincs enthrall ; 


"Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 


Now again the boatſwain calls, 


The top-ſail-yards point to the wind, boys, 
See all clear to reef each courſe; 

Let the fore Meet go, dod't mind, boys, 
Tho the weather ſhou!d be worſe: 

Fore and aft the ſprit- ſail-yard get, 
Reef the mizen, ſce all clear; 

Hands up each preventer brace let, 
Man the fore yard, cheer, lads, cheer, 


Now the dreadful thunder roaring. 
Peal on peal contending claſh ; 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh ; 
One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky; 
Different deaths at once ſurrounds us, 
Hark! what means that dreadful cry. 


The fore- maſt's gone! cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feet *bave deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt-tree's ſprung out, 
Call ali hands to clear the wreck 
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Quick the lanyards cut to peices, 
Come. my hearts, be ſtout and bold! 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water in the hold! 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 
We for wives or children mourn; 
Jas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! from hence there's no return: 
till the leak 1s gaining on us, x 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below; 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
For only that can ſave us nows 


)'er the lee-beam is the land boys, 
Let the guns o'er board be thrown, 
To the pump come ev'ry band, boys, 
See our mizen- maſt is gone, 
The leak we've found, it can't pour faſt, 
We've lightn'd her a foot and more; 
p and rig a Jury fore-maſt, 
She right, (he rights, boys, wear off ſhore, 


ow once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
ome. the can, boys, let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearis and our wives: 
ill it up, about ſkip wheel it, 

Cloſe ro your lips a brimmer join z 
here's the tempeſt now, who ſecls i', 
Now, our danger's drown'd in wine. 
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Ehola this fair goblet, twas carv'd from the tree, 
hich, oh! my twee Shakeſpeare, was pianted by 
*areiique I kiijs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, ſthee; 
ha comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine; 
hat comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine, 


All hall yield to the mulberry tree, 
All hall vtela to the mulbezcry tree; 
berd to thee, bleſt mulberry, 

end ty ihee, bleſt mulberry ; 


Soctart and Conyiviar, Joncs. 
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Ye trees of the foreſt ſo rampant and high, [the ſky ; 

Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſweep 

Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 

Co root out the natives at prices ſo dear. | 
All ſhall yield, Sc. 


The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſerv*d once our king, and will always our coaſt; 


| Of her we make ſhips we have thouſands ean fight, 


But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bowers, 


Pemona in fruit trees, and Flora in flowers; 

The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſnit, 

With the ſweeteſt of flowers and the taireſt of fruit. 
All ſhall yield, &c. | 


With learning and knowledgethe well-letter'd birch 

Supplies law and phyſic, and graces the church 

But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 

And he gives the beſt phyfic tor body and mind, 
Al: ſhall yield, Sc. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree, 

For him and his merits this takes its d greez 

Give Ppabus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 

The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill moce divints 
All ſhall yield, &c, 


As a genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright day, 
Morc rapture than wine to the heart can convey 3 
50 ihe tree which he plantee, by making his own, 


— 


Has the laurel and bays and tie vine all in one. 


All (all yield, Sc. 


[hen each take a telique of this hallow'd tree, 
From folly and fathion a charm let it be; 
il, fil: ro the planter the cup to the brim, 


„% konour your coun:rz, do honuuc to him. 


All thall yicld, &c, 


142äküöäò⁊—)6—G? 


i USH about the briſk bowl 'twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the graſs 2 


latchleſs was he who p'anted thee, 
19d thou like him immortal hal be, i 
Quick »s thou !ike him immortal Has be. f 


« 


{ue over, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Delerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an al: ; 


1 


Dizi ves is be rickon'd an aſs, 


The 
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The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, | 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, 

' Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 


Deſerves to be reckon d an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves, &c. | 
The beau, who ſo ſmart with bis well-powder'd hair 
An angel beholds in bis glaſs, 
And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
. Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves, Ec. 
The rnerchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; | 
And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, the aſs; 
Claps the horns, &c. 


The lawyer fo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forchead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho? he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an aſs, an aſs ; 
There you, Sc. 


The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 

The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, an aſs ; 
But death, Ec. : 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs ; 

For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, 


; 14 —— — 
Wrru woman and wine i defy ev'ry care, 
For lite without theſe is a bubble of air; 

For life without theſe, &c, 

Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ipirits enlivens my ſoul; 
Each helping the other, &c, | 
Let grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never ſhall a ter my coduct for them; | 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let en have their own humor, & I will have mine. 


Social and Convivial Son ds. 


[But ſhould'ſt thon my paſſion for wine difapotork, 


Wine prudently as'd will our ſenſes improve; 
'Tis the ſpring- tide of life, and the fuel of love; 

And Venus neter look'd with a ſmile more divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a ſprig of the vine 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou girl half diving 
irſt pledge me with kiſſes next pledge me with wing 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn, 


'RO 
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My bumper I'll quit, to be bleſt witk my love; is lib: 


For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, Thro 
My bottle I'll break, and aemoliſh my glaſs, om us 
What 
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A Maſter I have and I a his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 

And he'll get a wife as faſt as ha can; 

With a haily, Gaily, 

Gambo faily, | 

| Giggling, 

Niggling, | | 

Galloving galloway, draęgle tail dreary dun. 

[ ſaddled his fteed, ſo fine and ſo gay, 

Galloping dreary dun : 

mounted my mule, and we rode away, 

With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; | 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 

ö With her hatiy, Sc. 

We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; | 


t us Ii 
Life i: 


H 
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By the lord, ſays the friar, you are both aftray; Sandy's 
With your haily, Sc. . - ro 
nim e 


Our Journey, I fear, will do us no good, For her 

Galloping dreary dun; | ng o'er. 

We wander alone, like the babes in the weed; Pe 
With our haily, Se. dd wha f 


ou'd fic 
gang'd 
Al mi: 


My maſter is fighting and F'l] take a peeps 
Galloping dreary dun; 
But now I think on it—T'd better go ſleeps 


j With my haily, Cc, 
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The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And withes to add to the maſs, 

Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves, Sc. | 

The beau, who ſo ſmart with his well-powder'd hair 

An angel beholds in his glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an als, an aſs; 
Deſerves, Ec. | 

The rnerchant from climate to climate will roam, 
Of Craſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; 

And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 

Claps the horns of an ox on the aſs, the aſs; 
Claps the horns, &c. 


The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 
With forchead well fronted with braſs, 

Tho' he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee; 
There you, my good friend, are an aſs, an als ; 
There you, Sc. | 

The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 

The fick man a while may confide in his ſkill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, an aſs ; 

But death, Ec. f 


Then let us, companions, be jovial and gay, 
By turns take our bottle and laſs; 

For he who his pieaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, an aſs; 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
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Wr woman and wine 1 defy ev'ry care, 
For lite without theſe is a bubble of air; 

For life without theſe, &c, 
Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 

And a rew fiow of ipirits enlivens my ſoul; 
Each helping the other, &c, 

Let grave ſober mor! als my maxims condemn, 
Inever thall a ter my coduct for them; 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 


Let en have their on humor, & Iwill have mine. 


SociAt and Convivial Soncs. 
Wine prudently as'd will our ſenſes improve, 


'Tis the fpr:ing-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile more divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a ſprig ot the vine 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou girl half dine, 
irſt pledge me with kiſſes next pledge me with wing 
Then giving and taking, in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn, 

But ſhould'ſt thon my paſſion for wine diſapnton, 
My bumper I'll quit, to be bleſt witk my love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 

My bottie I'l] break, and aemoliſh my glaſs, 


A | I44 = 
Maſter I have and I am his man, 


Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll ge: a wife as falt as he can; 
With a haily, Gaily, 
Gambo taily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling, | 
Galloping galloway, draggle tail dreary dun, 


[ ſaddled his feed, ſo fine and ſo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun: 

mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
With our haily, &c. . 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her haily, &c, | 


We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 

By the lord, ſays the friar, you are both aſtray; 
With your haily, Sc : 


| Our Journey, I fear, will do us no good, 


Galloping dreary dun ; 
We wander alone, like the babes in the wood, 
With our haily, Sc. 


My maſter is fighting and F'l] take a peeps 
Galloping dreary dun; | 


But now I think on it—I'd better go ſleep, 
With my haily, Ce, | 
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ROM theface of the A, ſee the miſts diſappear, 
Reſplendent his beams brighten day; 

he highlands, the trees and the hill · tops are clear, 
'Tis the pride of the year, it is May. 


he Hare ſtarts away, puſs diſturb'd from her feat 
Flies frighted, and doubles the Wold, + ; 
ow plaintive the ſheep their loud echoes repeat, 
Becauſe not yet free'd from the fold, 


is liberty's language, the voice of the ſoul, 


Throughout air, upon earth, in the ſea;' 


om us unto where the moſt diſtant. Worlds roll, 
What animal wou'd not be free? 


t us live while we're free; but when liberty wanes 
Life is but impriſoning breath; ; Fo” 


— — — — — — —— — — — 
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| As ſlaves ſhall we figh, or esse from dur chains, 
And follow our freedom to death. 


We dare, even dying, our birſhrights defend, 
Our laſt ſhall be libert; 's call; 

Like Sampſon, we'll nobly exiſtency end, 
And our tyrants o'erwhelm with our fall, 


f "Good ſubjects will goverment ever obey, 


Into air toſs maglinity's tale; 
But honour forbid, fraud ſhould e'er come in Plays 
And England be ſet up to fale, 


While will without law, ſcourges Gallia' $ coaſt, 
Let us, in our honeſty bold, 


Tos ay Eng: i/hmen {corn to be told. 
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HEN lavrocks ſweet and yellow * | : 
Perfumes the banks of Tweed, 
th Nancy boaſts a ſweeter bloom, | | 
Her charms all charms exceed. 
leg o'er the merry fields of hay, 
Cried loveſick Fockey wi' a ſigh, / 
d wha ſa ſaft, ſa young and gay, 5 
Cau'd fic a handſome lad deny. | 


Sandy's cheek the white and ted, 
ike roſe and lily join'd; e 
him each Laſſy hung her bead, | 7 
For her each laddy pin'd. | 


* 


ng oer the merry fields — UM 1 


i' me my deareſt laſs he'd e yy; 
d wha fa ſaft, ſa young and gay, 
ou'd fic a handſome lad deny. 


gang'd o'er fields and broomy land, 


© 


{Then Sandy preſi'd 1 hos lily a 


And aſk'd her for his bride; - * 
\ Then o'er the merry fields of hay, 
Said ſhe, my deareſt lad we'll. hie; 
be wha ſa ſaft, ſa young and gay, | 
L . Cou'd fic. a made lad nk | SES 4 «2 


1 


- 


as l tell me awe would ſilly man 
Thus miſapply his ſhort ſojourn, 
| Thus waſte his life that's but a ſpan, 
And minutes that ſhall ne'er return! 
If he, with thankful lip, would taſte 
The pleaſures th+t around him play, 
No gloom; cl-ud ſhould overcaſt, 
But ſun-ſhine deck his happy day. 


| 'Tis not the biting wint'ry blaſt ; 


Tis not the ſcorching ſummer 2 3 
5 T 1s not the coaſt on which he's caſt, 


Ml mither gan to chide, 


Or where he's born, or where ſhall die; 
Ii N 
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No, independent quite of theſe, 5 
Life's pain or pleaſure he muſt find, 
No ſun can ſcorch, no. froſt can freeze, 

The joys of a contented mind, 


3 
VirTUE bids us conquer paſſion, 
Hard the victory we obtain 
Hard to vanquiſh inclination, 
But the pleaſure pays the pain. 
If a moment viitue' waver, 
She, reſtor'd to former peace, 
Proud that vice could not enſlave her, 
Feels her energy increaſe, | 
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Wu Selbe ks their eggs in ſnow, | 
And geeſe in wheat-ears build their neſts; 


When roafted crabs a hunting go, 

And cats can laugh at goſſip's jeſts; 
When law and conſcience are akin, 

And pigs are learnt by note to ſqueak; 
Your worſhip then ſhall firoke your chin 

And teach an owl to whiſtle Greeks 


Fill when let your wiſdom be dumb; 
For ſay man of Gotbam, 
What is this worle? 
A tetotum, "Pg 
By the finger of folly twirl'd; 


With a hey go-up, and about we come; 
While the ſun a good poſt- horſe is Seil 


So 2 we'll run 1 


WI three archers be, 


Rangers that rove throughout the North country, 


Lovers of ven'ſon and liberty, 
T kat values not honours or money. 


We three good-feHows be, 
That never yet ran from three times three, 


Quarter ſtaff, broad - ſword, or bow · manty, 


But gire us fair play for our money, 


MY 


} 


A 


1 


5 
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, Ve three merry men be, | 
a laſs or a glaſs under green wood. tree; 
record chaunting our auncient glee, 


— 


Ox Thames fair bank, a gentle youth 
kor Lucy ſigh'd with matchleſs truth, 
Even when he figh'd in rhyme; 


The lovely maid his flame return d 


And would with equal warmth have burw's, 
But that ſhe had not time, | 


Oft he repair'd, with eager feet, 


In ſecret ſhades his fair to meet 


Beneath the accuſtom d lime; 


. JOft times the maid wou'd meet him thee, 
But when he begg'd ſhe'd eaſe his . 


She ſaid ſhe had not time, 


It was not thus, inconſtant maid 


You acted ence, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
Whey love was in its prime. 

She griev'd to hear him thus complain. 
And wift'd ſhe could have eas'd his pain, 
But ſtill ſhe had not time. 


Then pointing to the church, he ery'd, 
This day I'll make young Fane my bride, 

Since you think love a crime; 3 : 
No, no, ſhe ſaid, my gentle youth, 


I've try'd your faith and conſtant truth, 


And now for love have time, 
— 7 — 


Ar the peaceful midnight hour, 


Every ſenſe and ev'ry pow'r, 
Fetter'd lies in downy ſleep, 
Then our careful watch we ho | 


While the wolf in nightly proul 


;Bays the moon with hideous howl;; 
Gates are barr'd, and vain reſiſtanee, 
Females ſhriek, but no aſſiſtance. 
Silence! ſilence! or you meet your fate; 
Your keys, your jewels, caſh and plate; 


| Locks, bolts, and bars, ſoon ee | 


(7 hen to rifle, roÞ, and plunder | 


Thouzh we have not a pray. of. money. : 


O by the hed of valour goaded, 
Piſtols prim'd, and carbines loaded, 
Courage flrikes on hearts of ſteel; 


Whilſt each ſpark thro' the dark gloom of aight, | 


Lends a clear and cheating light, 
Who a fear or doubt can feel? 


Like ſerpents now thro! thickets creepings 5 
Then on our prey Ble lions leaping 3 3 

Calvetti to the onſet lead us, 4 
Let the weary traveller dread unn 
Struck with terror and amaze, _— 
While our ſwords with lightning hlaze, 


Thunder to our carbines roaring, 5 
Burſting clouds in torrents pouring, 

Waſh the ſanguine dagger's blade, 

Ours a free, and roving trade; 

To the onſet let's away, 

Valour calls, and we obey | 


122 
———Eüä——ßk——— — — nrne a 


9 
Tur court is a fountain of honour and fame, | 


And ſweet are the waters that flow; 

Vet ſay if your thro\ts, or this water's to vio; 
As ve drink, the more thirſty we grow ? 
Yet the court to be ſure is a fine oy 

A gay, polite, a divine place: 
I am the man can tell you how, 
If there you'd with to rife, 
With your ever ſtep a bow! 
On your tongue a th ouſand lies 3 
Sobmiſſive | be your ſtile | 
Agteat man's frown's a rod, 
A penſion in h's ſmile, 
A ritbon in his nod, . 
Strict care and cloſe economy, 
Firſt make a mighty brag on, 2 
But ſet to guard the golden tree, 
Then gobble like a dragon ! 


Y — 10 — EY 
OUR wiſe men all declare 

Of the thing ſo frangeanere, 
The beautiful ſublime in great nature's law, 


McqceriAxcous SonGs, 


4 


A woman bears the belle; 3 
And why they cannot tell; 
'Tis the my tical charms of «Fe ne ſcai quoi.“ 


The lovely town-bred dame, 
Dear cauſe of many a flame, 


Each ſmart ſwears he ne'er ſuch a beauty wy 5 


Say what the lovers prize, 
Coral lips or brilliant eyes? 


| No; the myſtical charms of the“ E ne ſai quoi 


Behold the vi-lage maid, 
By nature's hand array'd, 
With her ſtockings green, and her hat of ſtraw. 
Is love in dimple ſleek, . 
Or the roſes of her check? 
No; the myſtical charms of the * Je ne ſca; quoi,” 
1 1 ——— 
Warn firſt an Arragonian maid 
Is brought to Sarageſſa. 
Of all ſhe ſees, and hears afraid, 
Her air is coarſe and groſs— a; 


| Stiff, formal, ſtarch, reſerv's, and coy, 


She ſeems a very prude—a : 
And while the courtier tempts to joy, 
Crier, ** fie! you ſhan't be rude = l“. 


But ſoon as caſt infaſhion's mould, 
She's made a dame of honour 3 
Politely frank, gentcely bold, 
No ſhyneſs reſts upon her: 
She paints, coquettes, and flirts her fan ; 
For now (the cafe revers d, Sir,) 
She's grown a match for ev'ry man, 
And cries, c pray do your worlt, Sir !“ 


— — 12 —ę — 

Wen a torers in the wind, 
Tho' miſs is coy, we always find 
At laſt ſhe turns out wond'rous kind, 

Nor thinks a man ſo ſhocking z 
A woman's frowns ate but a jeſt, 
She's angry only to be preſt, 
And then ſhe grants her friend's? requeſt, 

Le let them throw the ſtocking. 

13 
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While pudding - ſleeves unites their hande, 
And fetters both in marriage bands, 
Jobn grins. and Molly fooliſh ſtands, 
To ſꝛe the neighbours flock in; 
But after ſupper John is led, 
With love and liquor in his head, 
Tuck'd with his Molly into bed, 
Then heypto throw the Rocking! 


The night ſoon paſt, the morning come, 
The couple looking queer and rum; 
He ſays but little, ſhe is dumb, 

The chamber door unlock ing. 
But Molly, who was once ſo coy, 
No longer now conceals her joy; 
She vows all day for her dear boy, 

.. She'd —_ big a Rogking | 


1 
Exe round the huge oak, that o erſhadows my mill, 
The fond ivy hid dard to entwine 
Ere the church was a tuin, that nods on the hill, 
Or a rock built her neſt on the pine, 


Could I trace back the time, a much earlier date, 
Since my forefathers toil'd in yon field; | 
For the farm I now hold on your lordſhip's, <ltte, | 
Is the ſame that my grandfather till'd, f 


He. dyine, bequeatn'd to bis ſon a good name, 
Which unſully'd deſcended. to me 

For my child I've preſerv'd it, uncrimſon'd with 
And it ill from a ſpot ſhall be free. [chame, 


1 — — 
| I Travers'd Judab's barren lan), 
5 At beauty's altar to adore; 
But here the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Son's daughters were no more, 
In Greece, the bold imperious mien, 
The wanton lock, the leering eye, 
Bade love's devotion not be ſeen, | 
Where conſtancy is never nizh, 
From thence to Italy's fair ſhore, 
I bent my never-ceaſing way, 
And to Loretta's temple bore 


A mind devoted ill to pray. 


— 
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Had ficklied ev'ry feature oer, 
And made me ſoon regain the land. 
Where beauty fil's the weſtern ſtore, 
Where Hymen with celeſtial powr 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn; | 
Where pureſt virtue ſports. the hour. 
That uſhers in each happy mora. ; 
Ye daughters of ol Albion's ile, 
Wahere'erl go, where er 1 ſtray, 
O charity's ſweet children ſmile, 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 
Hs 
Tax great folks are noble, and proud let em be 
Of title, of honour, and wealth; 
That I am a Priton is title to me, | 
And I'm rich in a ftock of * health, - 
Lads, ſtop the mill, AY 
Be the hopper fiill ; 
When low the ſun, 
Oar work is done; 
Then we'll Gt to our homely board with glee, 
For ſweet is the bread of induſtry. 


Tho' in ſummer I copied the provident ant, 
For winter ſome grains to provide; 
Yet, what I could ſpare to a friend when in want, 
I ne'er was the friend who denied. 
Lsads, ſtop the mill, 
Be the hopper ſtills 
When low the ſan, | 
Our work is done; | 
Then we'll fit to cur homely board with ger 
For ſweet is the bread of induſtry, 
In greenwvod ſhade, or winding dell, 
We merry maids and archers dwell; 
In quiet, free from worldly ſtrife, 
We paſs a chearful fur! life, 
And by the moon's pale quivering beame, 
We friſk-it-near the chryſtal fireams, _ 


Our ſtation's near the King's highway, 


We rob the rich, the poor * 7 3 


He ſa 


cents 
Im; 


The woe worn wretch, we ſtill protect, 
The widow—orphan—ne'er neglet— 
Fat churchmen, proud, we caule to ſtand 
And whiſtle for our ſteady band. 
| 17 
As burns the charger when he hears 
The trumpet's martial ſound; 
Eager to ſcour the field he rears, 
And ſpurns th' indented ground 
He ſautfs the air, ereQs his flowing main, 
Scenis the big war, and ſweeps along the plain, 


Impatient thus, my ardent ſoul 
Bounds forth on wings of wind, 
And ſpurns the moments as they roll 
With lagging pace behind. Da Capo. 
| 18 
Torn gentle hermit of the dale, 
And guide our lonely way, | 
To where yon taper chears the vale 
With hoſpitable ray: 


For here forlorn and loſt I tread, 
With fainting ſteps and flow, 

Where wilds, unmeaſurably ſpread, 
Seem length'ning as they go. Bs 

Ve beanties, or ſuch as would beauties be fam'd, 
Lay patches and waſhes and painting aſide, 

Co burn all the glaſſes that ever were fram'd, 
The gewgaws of faſhion, & knicknacks af pride, 

A noſtrum to call from the toilet of reaſon 

'Tis eaſy, tis cheap, and 'tis ever in ſeaſon, 

By all to be found, and with all to be pleaſing. 
When art has in vain her coſmetics applied. 


Good nature, believe me, 's the ſmootheſſ of varniſh, 
Which ever bedimples the beautiful cheek 5; 
No time nor no tint can its excellence tarniſh, 
it holds good ſo lang, and it lies on ſo ſleek, 
Tis more than the bluſh of the roſe in the morn- 
The white of the lily is not fo adorning, Ling. 
All accident ptoof, and all ſcrutiny ſcorning; 
'Tis caſe to the witty, and wit to the weak. 


- 
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Tis ſurely the girdle that Venus was bound with, 
The graces, her handmaids, all proud put it on; 
'Tis ſurely the radiance Aurora is crown'd with, 
Wha, ſmiling, ariſes, and waits for the ſun. 
Oh! wear it, ye laſſes, on every occaſion, . 
'Tis the nobleſt reproof, tis the ſtrongeſt perſuaſion, 
Twill keep, nay, twill almoſt retrieve repuzation 3 - 
And laſt, and look lovely, when beauty is gone. 
— 20 — 
SOFTLY ſound the martial trumpet, 
Now the din of war is o'er ; 
Peace, fair.maid, prepares a banquet,) 


|  Laurell'd heroes pant no more. 
A calm retreat, where myrtles twine, 


With molly roſe, and ſweet woodbine, 
Shall recompence your toil and care, 
You've ſheath'd the ſword, now guard the fair, 


| 9 , 
t, Sir? you, Sir? no, Sir 
"Tis this, Sir, I'd have you to know== 
Conſtantly writing, Sir, 
: And his nails biting, Sir, 
Oh, he's a wondrous fellow ! 


Now in the garret, Sir—bigh, Sir—high, Sit! 


Now in the cellar below; 
Sunſhine and vapour, Sir 
Pen, ink, and paper, Sir, 

Oh, he's a wondrous fellow | 

His noddle he empties 0 ho! f 
Scribbling and ſcrawling, Sir, 
Starting and bawling, 51: «=s 

Oh, he's a wondrous fellow | 


How 


2” —— 
impart a] our att is, 


We fide with all iparties— | 
No qualms of the confci nce await us 

For an author well paid, - 

If he's true to the trade, 


* 
. 


| . Will tand in trumgut pararsse 
3 3 TIN . 


With 
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With deliberation 


We marr reputation 


Our muſe never ſqueamifh or nice is 


We can mend it again 
With a dach of the pen 


There is praiſe and abuſe of all prices, 


The rogue to applaud, 
And mzke virtue of fraud, 
For a trifle we always aie willing; 
We ne'er rün a man down 
For leſs thin a crown, 
But give a ſly cut for a ſhilling. 
2 
Tur little bark by e toft, 
With joy regains the ſhore, .. 
Put we by ſorrows almott loſt, 
Enjoy this calm no more. 


B isfortune hence, with all thy train, 


Ot cores aad jealoufies, and pain 

Henceforth the puteſt jvys we'll prove, 

Spcinging from virtve, (ruth and love. 
24 —ä 

Lrrrur muſes come and cry, 

Put yoor finger in your eye; 

Join the macaroni kind, * 

Demn the weather, demn the wind. 

Winds that rump!e powder'd hair, 

W-nds that fright the feather'd fair, 

Winds that blow our hats away, 

Ang. ruse y with our zuffles play. 


Winds that drown the gentle note, 
Fritter'd through a gentle hroat; 
Winds that clouds around us throw, 
Ard ſpoil the glitter of our ſhow, 


 Demn the wings that us have ſtirr'd, 
On Friday Jure the twenty-third, 
To plague the macaton kind: 

Demn the rain, and dems the wind. 


7 a 
* OU gave Te laſt week a y ung liunet, 


Shut vp in 3 fine gclgen cage 5 


—— 


| 


{ Your features may vie with a me@gal's green 40 


| But wrangling, & 


. Soxes. 


; 


Yet how ſad the pcor thing was ibis i it, - 3 
Ch how did it flutter and rage | ne. 
Then ne mop'd, and he pin'd, But « 
hat 3118s wings were confin' d, | . 
Till I open'd the door of his den; Thi 
Then fo merry was he. "Tis 
And becauſe he was free, . 
He came to his cage back again. 

Wu, Jobn, Ra pb, Sal- Nh t you come? Wat 
Are all the ſervants deaf and dumb? a Weg 
Wie won't obey—we have our cue | Can t 
We're maſters afl, as well as you. Off p. 
gut ſome muſt rule, while ſome muſt ſerve: web. 
And ſome maſt work, Jeſt all thould ſtarve, Cant 
27 Nom 
| Free. flies your eyes, and your jetty black 5 Get, x 
Io beetles, as black as my hat, I compare! i ye 
Softer than moſs is your ſkin, and what ſhell. Get o. 
Can your teeth, that are whiter than iv'ry, excel? Per 10 

My rattleſnake, my cockatrice, 
My little bird of Paradiſe, 5 * 
* 


My foſſii of ten thouſand dyes, 
My pretty box of butterflies | 


You are more precious than Ophir's gold duff, 


Unique is your form, than an Othe more rare, 
And a true dilletante muſt make you his care. 

My rattleſnske, my cockatrice, 

My little bird of Paradiſe, 

My foſſil of ten thouſand dyes, 

M , pretty box of butterflies ! | 

28 —— 

To a ſtage- coach we apt ly may liken this nation 
Where Fe ſeldom are pleas'd with their ſatiol 
Jangling, & joſtling, & jumbling 
The inſide-folks grin & the outſides are grumbling 


The inns they are in, and the outs they are out; 

To be in is the riddle, which makes all this rout. 

The cuts call the miniſtry infamous elves ; 

And the inns, when they're out, ſay the ſamethiny 
themſelves, k 


Dn her | 
And 


It is cunning credulity ever enſlaves; , 
The world isa hot-bed, to raiſe fools and knaves: 
They pull this& that way, ſometimes pull together; 
But common · ſenſe ſcorns to go partners with either. 


My country, my freedom, and oh, my religion : ! 
Theſe tickle the ear, faith, like Mabimer's pigeon + 
'Tis the time's cant, the face the fi neſſe of all ages 
For what the beſt actors of, get the beſt wages. 


0b my country but hols, Sir, on which ſide the 
Wa ⁊vorth tul ydur words, if ye dinna tak heed. [Te weed 
We give praiſe to one ſide, the other abuſe, —- 

Can the unborn their place of nativity chuſe ? 


ome ? 


Off prejudice, off, to oblivion's cave; 
we boaſt we are Britons, as Britons behave : 
 \W Car this, or that fide of a ſtream alter nature? 
Vo, —vaſh thoſe refleQions away in the water. 


hain Get, get, is the cry now, and get all ye can; 
lf ye can get, get honeſtly 3 ; get, though's the plan. 

K Get ene thing, and ev'ry thing elſe you'll obtain: 

xcel? I For honours are now humble ſervants to gain. 


The African ſlave- dealers ſome may think baſe; 
But what muſt they thivk—if at home tis the cate 
The Guinea trade here keeps a market *tis certain; 


When a beauty's enjoy'd by a man of the town, 
What he goted laft week on, this week he'll diſown 
The ſelf-ſellers thus, become thoſe people's ſcoff, 
ho firſt turn them proſtitutes, then turn them off. 


Whetc honeſter folks have been ſometimes ſuſpended 
lay they die as they liv'd by all good men * 
Me Britons bejeech thee 10 Bear us good Lord. 


— 2 
LiF; love, and reputation walk'd 
One ev'ning out of town, 
hey ſung, they laugh'd, they toy'd, R talk'd 
Till night came darkling on. 
Love wilful needs wou'd be their guide, 

And ſmil'd at loſs of day, 

Dn her the kindred pair relied, _ 
And loſt with her their way. 


natio\ 
- atiol 
nb ling 
n bling 
out; 

8 rout. 


e thin 
I 


And yes & no's bought & fold; more's the misfortune 


May all be turn'd off, who thoſe dealinęs befriended | 
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Damp fell the dew, the wind blew cold, 


All bleak the barren moor. 


Acroſs they toil'd, when love, grown bold, 


Knock'sd loud at labour's door. 


| Awhile within the reed-roof'd cot 


They Rood, and ſtar'd at care, 
But _ cou'd not endure the ſpot, 
For poverty was there. 


The twvain propos'd next morn to part, 
And travel different ways; 

Quoth love, I ſoon ſhall find a heart; 
Mit went to look for praiſe; 

Rut reputation, ſighing, ſpoke, 
« '{js better we agree, 


« Yet friencs take care of me, 


„Without me beauty wins no heart, 


% Without me vit is vain; 


« If, headitrong, here with me you part, | 


7 We ne'er.can meet again, 


% Of me you beth ſhou'd take great carey 


«© And ſhun the rambling plan, 
« No calling back, my friends, I'll dear, 
« So keep me while you can.“ 


Love ſtopt among the village youth, 
Expecting to be crown'd, 

Enquiring for her brother truth, 
But truth was never found. 

She ſought in vain, for love was blind, 
And hate her guidance ctoſt; 

'Tis faid, ſince truth ſhe cou'd not find, 
That love herſelf is Joſt. 


_ 10 8 
Goop people all, both great and ſmall, 
And eke, and aye, and alſo 


| Pray lend an ear, and you ſhall hear, 


And then I need not bawl ſo, 
There was a time, when times were good, 
The antient bard in zhime ſings; 


'| So uſe time well, *tis time we ſhould, 


We ſhould fo, did we time things. 


| © Though love may laugh, and soit may joke, 


* 
. 
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But out of time, and out of tune, 
We helter ſkelter go forth; 
Sometimes too late, ſometimes too ſoon, 
| Good lack-a-day, and ſo forth, 
We give great folks the greateſt crimes, 
They can afford to father *em, 
But ſo impartial are the times, 
We're guilty, omnium gatberum. 


For fox-hunting boldly bucks embrace, 
But ſportſmen of diſcernment, 
Abroad will chu fe a nabed's chace, 
Or hunt at home preferment. 
To hunt the ftateſman who's in play, 
When patriots caſt-about Sir, 
A penſion ſtops the hark-away, 
Ard fo the fiele's flung out Sir, 


In ſuch place-tempting times as theſe, 
Upright be our intentions; 
Ii! fare the tobn who firſt took fees, 
And him who firſt paid penſions, 
Yet ſine-cures we'll not abuſe, 
Nor their illuſtrious givers, 
We quarrel now, cauſe we can't chuſs 
Who ſhou's be the receivers. 


Dear Engliſomen and country-folks, 
Don't give yourſelves uneas'nefs, ; 
Nor mind the flouts, the ſhouts, the jokes, 
But only mind your bas'nefs, 
Wou'd one mind one, the kingdom thro', 
And work within his tation, 
At home he'l} find enough to do, 
And not undo the nation. 


So to conclude, and make an end, 
| Of this nice diction'd ditty, 
Indeed *'tis time, the times ſhou'd mend, 
In country, court, and city. 
For our good 2xcen our ſong we'll fing, 
May ſhe ne'er wake nor fleep ill; 
And next my lads, — God bleſs the Xing, 
And all his faithful people, 
———— — 
To excel in bor: ton both as genius and critic, 
And be quite the thing, Sir, immenſe ſcientific 3 


— 


EzOus Sox es. 


1 


| Full work for the wits, when 


| ES For s 
On all exhibitions give ſentence by gueſs, And 
With ſkrugs and ſtolen phraſes that ſentence expref, ; 
| Sing tantararara taſte all x 
The money you ſquander yout judgment confirm, 5 
Vou need not know ſcience, repeat but the term. . 
| The labour of learning belongs to the poor, Let u; 
Do but pay—that's enough for a true connoiſſeur, Aten 
As to Shakeſpeare, or Purcell, why you may allow But ; 
| They were <vell-encugh once==but they will not do nul And c 
Admit Newton clever, juſt clever,-that's all; 
And formerly, faith, we might fancy 7/bite ball. 1 
When lord of the feaſt, midſt your para ſite groviM The 0 
You're the ſlave of conceit, and low forgery 's d 
All artiſts (but E 2410 ones) praiſe and procure, Sho 
{| By your band of bear- leaders you're dubb'd Conni W? a 
For words when you're loſt, fili the blank with gi 
And pantomime ſcorn by your power of face, hu Thi 


If merit dares ſpeak, and he's known to the poor, MW Fut. 
Knock him down with a bet & your triumph's ſecun 
With high- varniſh'd maſters, &bronz'd buſtos grac'd 
Your houſe, like a toy-ſhop, is lumber d in taſte, 
All, all are antiques, Ciceronis procure, © 
For who dares deceive ſuch compleat Connoiſeuril 
The. worth of a man, ſay the wiſe, is his pence: 

'T'was ſaid ſo, and ſo it will centuries hence. [cutt 
Then money's tbe thing z the grand pimp that pi 

be forms Connoiſſcun 
Sing tantararara taite al, 


„The 
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THAT the world is a ſage, & the ſtage is aſcha 
Where ſome ſtudy knave's parts, and ſome play NLD 
Was faid, and again ſo we ſay; [feht 
For as the world's round, and rolls round about och he 
Old faſhions came in, and new faſhions go out, hoice 

As vanity dreffes the play. 

|} Do not ſerioufly think of thefe whimſical time, Bi... : 
But fing or ſay ſomething in whimſical rhimes r -banig 
The world's but a whim, andall that; Wc... 
I mean not the world which revolves on the poly, frf 


— 


But the animai world, made up of odd ſouls, 
The {ons and the daughters of chat, 


For a new exhibition their portrai's we'll plan, 
And pen and ink likeneſſes ſketch if we can, 
Where all may their ſemblances ſee; 
Tho' ſolks of firie breeding, immenſeiy polite, 
Their own faces finiſh with rouge and flake white, 
| And leave no employment for me. | 
mg. Let us tenderly take off thoſe maſks, and their cures 
Attempt, by expoſing ſuch caricatures 57 
In impartiality's hall; BEES 
But if the gall'd ſinner ſhou'd wince at a line, 
And cry,** curſe the fellow !the picture's not mine,” 
The prime-ſerjeant painter we'll call. 
Come, ſatyr, aſſift me, my projet iS ueꝛv.— | 
The demi-beatt. grinning, bis range of reeds blew, 
c And this was his ſymphony's ſong :z= 
« Should I fing of theſe times, or in proſe or in verſe 
©&Wezkthings, but not wicked ones I ſhou'd rehea:ſe 
% A medley betwixt right and wrong. 


© This æra is much too inſipid for me, 

« Futility's only in practice I ſee, 

„ Unworthy one ſtroke of my laſh; 

«& The faſhion is folly, let folly go cn, | 

« To ſhe ſenſe ſobſides, and true taſte to bon ton, 

« And genius is baniſh'd for traſh,” _ 

Diſdain from n'd his brow, redd'ning rage his eyes 

-ontempt o'er his countenance ſpread as he paſt, [caſt 
No more diſſipation he'il ſchoal; | 

ell be quite the thing then, as life's but a toy, 

bubble in which we can only enjoy 

Thy pleaſure of play ing the fool. 


oiſſeun 


alte all 


LD Homer but with him what have we to do? 
What aste Grecians, or Trojans, ta me or to you ? 
doch heatheniſh heroes no mare I'll invoke, 
hoice ſpirits afſiſt me, attend hearts of oak. 

COPS Derry down. 


d«©ct peace, belov'd hancmaid of ſcience and art, 
nanimity take your petitioner's ; art; : 
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{ Perkaps my addreſs you may premature think, 
Becauſe I have mention'd no toaſt as I drink 
There are many fine toaſts, but the beſt of em all 
Is the toaſt of the times; that is Liberty-Hall. 


That fine Britiſp huilding by Alfred was fram'd, 


Its grand corner-ſtone Magna Charta is nam'd 3 


Independency came at integrity 's call, | 
And form'd the front pillars of Liberty Hall. 


: This manor our forefathers bought with their blood 


And their ſons & their ſons ſons have prov'd the deeds 
By that title we live, with that title we'll Tall, [good 
For life is not life out of Liberty-Hall. 


In mantle of honour, each ftar-ſpangled fold, 
Playirg bright in the ſun-ſhine, the burniſh of gold 
Truth: beams on her breaſt + ſee, at loyalty's call, 
The genius of England in Liberty- Hall. | 

Ye ſweet ſmelling courtlings of ribban4 and lace, 
The ſpaniels of power, and bounty's diſgrace, 

So ſupple, ſo ſervile, ſo paſſive ye fall, ; 

Tas paſſive-obedience loſt Liberty-Hall. 


But when revolution had ſettl'd the crown, 

And natural reaſon knock'd tyraany down, - 

No frowns cloath'd with terror appear'd to appall, 
The doors were th:own open of Liberty Hull. 


See England triumphant, her ſhips ſweep the ſea, 
Her ſtandard is juſtice, ber watch. word be free; 
Ovr king is our couatryman, Engliphmen all, 

God bleſ; bim, and b'eſs us, in Liberty-Hall, 

On were is des all -monſieur wants to know, 

is neither at Marli, Verſailles, Fontainbieau 3 
Tis a palace of no mortal architect's art, 

For Liberty Hall is an Engliſpman's beart, 


| Fee FR] 34 
A Wonder! a wonder! a wonder I'i] ſhow, 
Yau'H wonder indeed when this wonder you know 


| We are wonderful high, and as wonderful low. 


; +. Which nobody can deny. 
We always are wond'ring at ev ry thing new 
The good things we wonder at rich people do, 


* Wt of my-ſore, tis the beſt I can dow 
e feeot ürſt, may it pleaſe ye my ſervice to you, | 


4 


" L196 wonder indeed if ſuch wonders are tue. 
FEE: 3 1 Ge 


=y 
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N | 
Some wonderful folks malte a wonderful root, ] 
While fome- blunder in, other folles blunder out, 
Wie wonder what blunderers can be about. | 


One fide ſays the times are ſo gocd tbey are glad; 
The times, ſays the other fide, ne'er were ſo bad: 
No wonder if this fide or that fide is mad. 


For the time I ſome patriot changes propoſe, 
That cur taxes be leſs, and we wear plainer cloaths | 
And that ev'ry wearer may pay what he owes. 


Imprim reflect on the taxes on wheels, 
On ca ds, and the claret we waſte at our meals; 
Theſe grievances both parties equally feels. 


To be ſure we muſt own it is curſed provoking, 
'To ſee how ſome people their vices are cloaking, 
Wh le virtue=but neighbours don't think Iam joking 
For my grandfather ſaid, and his name is rever'd, 
That his father's father had oftentimes heard, 
How v:rtve, when he was a ſchvol-boy, appear'd. 


She fled without leaving behind her directions, 
Tas in vain ſheobſerv'd to oppoſe ſuch connexions 
As turtle-feaſts, cuckoldoms, cards, and elections. 


Vou may think me ſevere, but indeed you think 

I promis'e a wonder at firſt in my ſong, wrong, 

And the wonder is — Ho cou'd you liften ſo long? 
Which nobody can deny. 


SOFT breathing, the zephyrs awaken the grove, 
Now, now, is the ſeaſon for pleaſure and love; 
Yet let no delights on our moments intrude, 

But ſuch as are ſimple, and ſuch as are good. 


Far hence be the love that's by wantonneſs bred 
Far hence be the pleaſures by vanity led! 
But joys, which both reaſon and virtue approve, 
Such, ſuch are the glory and pride of the grove, 
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Trovon from place to place I'm ranging, 
No relief my breaſt can find, 

Though each day the ſcene Im changing, 
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How can I be peace enjoying, 
Or in valley or on hill ? | 


Love his power is yet employing, come 
Paſſion is my maſter ſtill. : Cooli 

37 = — Meag 

| BREhold on the brow the leaves play in the breezl Shall 
Waile cattle calm feed in the vale; Care, 
The church- ſpire tapering, points thro' the tren, But) 
As lord of the hill and the dale. Tg: More 
The playful colts ſkip-after lambs to the brook, I give 


The brook flow and filently glides; 
The ſurface ſo ſmooth, and fo clear, if you look H 


It reflects the gay green on its ſides. Ple: 

By bis feather'd ſeraglio in farm-yard-careſs'd, i 
The King of the Walle dares to crow, * 

No Nabob, nor Nimrod enſlaving the eaſt, MW 
Such proweſs with beauty can ſhew. Flat 
Beneath the ſtill cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, "x 
Her face like the ruddy-fac'd morn; 15 5 
Loud ſtrok es in the bara the ftrong threſhers rep 85 
Or winnow for market the corn. Lau 
Induftrious, their wives, at the doors of their ci <2" 


Sit ſpinning, dreſs d neatly, though coarſe, vg 
To their babes, while unheeding tbe traveller tu Qt 


Re ſt leſs thoughts difturb my mind. 5 


They ſhew the fine man and his horſe. Hie| 
At the heelsof the ſteed bark the baſe village vb Thi 
Each puppy rude echo beftirs; e ll 
Eut the horſe too high bred, bounds away from d Doa 
Diſregarding the clamour of curs, Bat} 
Inideral railers thus envy betray, No: 
When merit above them they view; Tru 
But Genios diſdains to turn out of bis way, dine 
Or afford à reply to the crew. | 
To contempt and deſpair ſuch inſanes we eommi EE vor 
But to generous rivals, a toaſt— | ow brig 
May rich men reward honeſt fellows of wit,” bat a c 
Here's a health to thoſe dunces hate moſt, ith lin 
8 — — ö ut wel] 
HiTnz turn thy wand'ripg eyes, Ince D. 
| Here the vale of pleaſure lie "Ox 


The trilling flute, and warbling grove, 
Wake the melting ſoul to love. 
come and taſte the golden hours, 
Cooling fountains, moſſy bow'rs, 
Meagre looks, nor raking noiſe, 
tee Shall diſturb thy peaceful joys, 
Care, nor thought, not fear you'll ſee,” 
er, But young - eyed hope and liberty; 
More than wiſdom, more than fame, 
k ] give, for pleaſure is my name. 
5 
H . e ee ee 
look II AIL politeneſs, pow'r divine, 
Pleas'd we bend beneath thy ſhrine, 
4 Studious of the true bon, 
, Lovers of the Cotillon, 


Hail politeneſs, &c 8 


Flaunting belles, and powder'd beaux 
Houſe-wives dreſt in Sundays cloaths, 
Spruce mechanics, old and young, 
Learn to dance the cotillon, 


Lawyers, doctors, leave your fees, 
Careful but to dance with eaſe, 
Nimbly how they trip along, 

In the charming cotillon,, 


High and low, and rich and poor, 
Think on humble joys no more, 
All with dancing madneſs ſtun, 
Doat upon the cotillon. 


Bath and Tunbridge Wells, adieu! 
No no more we think on you; 
True politeneſs is our own, 
vince we've learn'd' the cotillon. 


40 
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EE yon fair proſpect, how lovely it ſeems, . , . 

ow bright „„ ſhines Sel's Glver beams,” |, Than the garden 's gayeſt pride, 
hat a concert is here with the Jark and the thruſh | 42 
ith linnets that warble and ſing, from each buſh ? Younc Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
ut well may they warble, and nature look gay, 
nce Damen was wedded to Phillis to day. 


'8 now juſt a month, than as cyoffing the n, 13 Together o er che bills they ſtray d. 
bat Phillis firſt ſaw, and was ſeen by the wan; | Their 
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| Some glances they chang'd, the youth fawher home, 
| And ſoon, very ſoon, did they lovers become; 
l He preſs's her to marry, ſhe bid him to ſtay, 

If ſhe found him in earneſt, (he'd fix on a days 


She prov'd he was faithful, both tender and kind, 
For ſhepherds are not like the great, faiſe inclin's 
Notlike acoquet, void of feeling and ſenſe, [pence 3 
The nymph ſcorn'd to. keep him too long in ſuſ- 
The next time he aſk'd her, ſhe did not ſay nay, 
So Damon and Phillis were wedded to-day. 


*Tis here in the village true peace reigns alone, 
Here only the ſweets of contentment are known 3 
The ſwains are ſincere, the nymphs all are kind, 
True love only wins them, to int'reſt they're blind; 
Whene'er that invites them, its call they obey, - 
Uniting like Damon and Pb1illis to day. 


, 41— 
WI EN once love's ſubtle poiſon gains, 
A paſſage to the female breaſt, 

Ruſhing, like lightning, thro" the veins, 
Each wiſh, and ev'ry thought's poſſeſs'd, 


To heal-the pangs our minds endure, 

> Reaſon in vain its ſkill applies; 

Nought can afford the heart a cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the eyes, 


» 42 
Wu AT are outwaid forms and ſhowe, 
To an honeft heart eompar'd; 

Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 

Has the nobler portion ſhar'd, 


Oft we ſee the homely flow'r, 
Bearings: at the hedge's ſide, 
Virtues of more ſov'reign pow'r, 


— — | 


Fair Roſalie a ruſtic maid 
They met, they lov'd ; each other's jay, 


Ms ap 
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| Their parents ſaw, and bleſs'd their love, *T was thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, Ty 
| Nor would their happineſs delay, J.. While his harp rung ſymphonious a Hefmit begun Ml - 
To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prore, No more with himſelf or with nature at war, Or 
| To-morrow be their wedding - day. ö He thought as a ſage, though he felt as a man. | 
| When as at eve, beſide the brook, TS Ah why! all abandon'd to da-kneſs and woe, 85 
' Where ſtray'd their flocks, they ſat and ſmil'd, | Why, alone Pbilamela, that languiſhing fall? | 
| One luckleſs lamb the current took, For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 0 No 
| "Twas Roſalie . ſhe ſtarted wild. And ſorrow no longer thy boſom inthral. i 
| Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave z But if pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, [mourn | 
Too fatally the youth obey'd : Mourn, ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to il On 
He ran, he plung'd into the wave, O ſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs away, 
To give the little wanderer aid. | Full quickly they pals—but they never return. 
t ſcarce he guides him to the ſhore Now gliding remote, on the verge of the ſky, / 7 
_— uur ſunk, poor Lubin dies te” The moon half extinguiſh's her creſcent diſplays, V ; 
Ah Roſalie! for ever more, | But lately I mark'd, when majzftic on high, But 
lies, She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze, MM Silly! 
In his cold grave thy lover lies, 4 £0 3 V | 8 
ier I Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 0 
On that lone bank — Oh! ſtill be ſeen, The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again, N How 
Faithſu! ro grief, thou hapleſs maid ; But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew? 5 
And with ſad wreaths of cypreſs green, Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo van?! ht 
For ever ſcoth thy Lubin's ſhade, 1 wed e Hoe 5 4 
| | 40 Fan I' is night, and the landſcape is lovely no more, It 1 
| I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for vou WM At firi 
| On | never be one of thoſe ſad filly fellows, For morn is approachidg your e Fi 
Who always are ſnappiſh, ſuſpicious, and Jealous, Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and glitt'ring with But at 
Who hve but to doubt, | | | Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn;3 des. Con 
To pine and to pout, Kind nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave; « But 
To take one to taſk, bs = But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn! « © 
| Examine, and aſk 1 . | O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grare! Co. b 
A bundred croſs queſtions, to pick ſomething out. Rs | ) ; 
Oh! never, Cc. H IS form by nature's hand was caſt wy 
If by chance he ſhou'd come, In beauty's manly mould, WS 
And not find her at home, - His heart a collly jewel was, | | 4 
"Tis, Madam, why ſo late, „ Cas'd in a ſhrine of gold. | v 
« Where the devil could you wait? The gods in Keay*nly ſynod met, | A 
c What's been done? what's been ſaid? And each a bleſſing gave, "© 3 F 
% Zyuunds! I feel it on my hed,” = Wiſe, valiant, virtuous, he became | 
Oh} never, Cc. 8 | But ah! he was a ſlave, | 
| - 4c . Hie ſerv'd as ſlave yet never ſerv'd, 
Ar the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtil], A proud unworthy dame; | 
Ard mortals the ſweets of forgetfulreſs prove, | He lov'd as youth ne'er lov'd before, 
When novght but the torrent is heard on the hill, Zu fed a bopeveſs flames 
And nought bu the rig htingale's ſong in thegrove lt eo oa 


egan 


; 8 
For hard the heart of her he lov'd, 
And ſtub born was ber pride, 
One day ſhe drove bim from her ſight, 
He bow'd, obey'd, and died. 


And never ſhall his mouraful tale, 
Soft pity fail to move; 

Nor was there one who ſaw the youth, 
That ever fail'd to love. 

And was it then that fortune's blind, 
Or was it fortune's ſpite, ; 

Oh! take away her pow'r, ye gods! 
Or give her back her fight, 


Waar: a loves] is he that has nothing to . 
Rat a look, and a vow, and a ſigh! [live, 

Silly maid, take my word, you ſhould know how to 
before you're ſo ready to die. 


How ſtupid a pair are the * oom and bride, 
Who wed but for eooĩpg and billing; 

Ch! how dull will they be, as they fit ſide by fide, 
If it happens they're not worth, a ſhilling. 


At firſt, by good luck, every hour of the day, 
'Tis my darling, my ſoul's deareſt pleaſure; 

But at laſt, ſays the wife, I want money to pay, 
Come, give it, my heart's richeſt treaſure! 


But I have it not, ſweeting! his theme may 
„Come let us be cooing and biiling” [breed ſtrife 
Go, barbatous haſbanè go, termagant wife 
So it n when not worth a ſhilling. 


48 
| Ye fair, ye lovers, at my call, RE 
Young, grave, and gay, come hither, 
Ail take me, take me while ye may, 
Fortune comes not ev'ry days 
Ye fair, &c., 


J know you a child purſue, 

Who from her tyrant father flew, 

Co on to find her rack your brains, 
And wear the fools-cap for your pains. 
I know, Ec. SS 
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You to his ſchemes aſſiſtance lend, : 

But little think how things may end; 

Regard but in this magic glaſs, 

You ſee a gooſe, and you an aſs, 
An aſs, SS. Bo: | [ 


2 1 
Nich and day the anxious lover, 
Is attentive to the fair, 
Till the doubtful courtſhip's over, 
Is ſhe then fo much his care? 


Warm as ſummer, his addreſſes, | 
Hope and ardour's in his eyes; F 
Cool as winter, his eateſſes, 
When ſhe yields his capiive prize, 


* 


Now the owner of her beauty, 
Sees no more an angel's face; 

Half is love, the reſt is duty : 
Pleaſure ſure 1 is in the chace. 


* 


LET court lovers pay adoration to crowns, 
That man is a monarch for me, 

Who cheerful improves the few acres he owns, 
Unenvving, induſtrious, and free. 


At night, in high bealth, from his labour he reſls, 
His houthold fic round in a row, 

Wife, children, and ſervants, domeſtical gueſts, 
Such circles in town can ye ſhew, 


He ſmiles on his babes, as ſome ſtri ve for his knee, 
And fome to their mother's neck cling, 

While playful the prattlers for place diſagree, 
The roof with their ſhrill trebles ring, 

Thoſe cynics who brood o'er a ſingle life's ſpleen, 
The offspring they have dare not own, 

But happy-wed pairs can enjoy the fond ſcene 
To you wretched mortals unknown, 


His dame the good man of the houſe thus addreſs'd , 
« Twas ſo with us when we were young.“ 

Her hand within his he with gentleneſs preſs'd, 
While ſentiment prompted his tongue. 


* 
* 
1 
* 
7 - — Semen. act 
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- MM 


1% re- 


Vain jeſters be mute, I'll a ſentiment give, 


— 
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„J remember the day of my falling in love, 
« How fearful I firſt came to Woo; 

« I hope that theſe boys will as true- hearted prove 
« And our laſſes, my dear, look like you.“ 


A tear of joy ftarting, he kiſs'd from her cheek, 
Love gratefully glowing her face, 
Too full her fond heart, not a word coy'd ſhe ſpeak 
But, fighing, return'd his embrace. : 
*Tis by ſuch endearments affection is ſhewn, 
In filence more nobly exprets'd. 


Than all the cant phraſe, the Bon Ton of the town, | 


Where Love is a Monmouth ſtreet gueſt, 


Go on, ye high births, and pretend to deſpiſa 
Thoſe ſcenes which to you are unknown ; 
But laugh not too long, rather aim to be wiſe, 
And compare ſuch a life with your own. 


A toaſt which eſteem will not ſcorn ; 
May they who can taſte them, Love's kiſſes receive, 
And tenderneſs meet a return. 
— 517 
F AIR Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman, 
With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Young Thomas lov'd no other woman, 
But left his heart wich her at home, 
She view'd the ſea from off the hill, 
And as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning wheel, 
She ſung of her bonn; ſeaman, 


The wind blew loud, and ſhe grew. paler 
To ſee the weather-cock turn round, 
When lo! ſhe ſpy'd her bonny ſailor 
Come tripping o'er the fallow ground, 
With nimble haſte he leapt the ſtile, 
And Sally met him with a ſmile, 
And bugg'd her bonny ſailor, 


This knife the gift of lovely Sally, 

I till have kept it for her ſake; 
A thouſand times in am'rous folly, 

Thy name I've carv'd upon the deck: 
Again this happy pledge returns 
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This thimble did't thou give to Sally, 
While this 1 ſee I think on you; 
Then why does Tom ſtand ſhilly ſhally, 
While yonder fieep'e is in view. 
Tom, never to occaſion blind, 5 
Now took ber in the willing mind, 
And went to church with Salh, 


—ů—— 


Yet virgins attend, 
Believe me your friend, 
And with prudence adhere to my plan 3 3 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 
But get married as faſt as you can. 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 


To beat quick at the fight of a man; 


Then chooſe out a youth 
With honour and truth, 
And get married as faſt as you can, 


For age, like a cloud, 
Yorr cha'ms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimfical liſe's but a ſpan; 
Then, maids, make your' hay, 
While 50 darts his ray, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake. 
Will artfully take 

Ev'ry method poor girls to trepan; 
But baffle their ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 

And get married as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 

Ha e join'd both your hands, 

The bright flame ſtill continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the ſtings 

T hat jealouſy brings, 

But be conſtant, and bleſt while you can, 


3 —— 


TRE mind of a woman can never be known, 


To ſhew how truly Thomas burns. 
How wy burns for Sally, | 


You never can guels it aright ; 
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Tin tel} you the reaſon—ſhe knows not her own; 
It changes ſo often ere night. 
Twould puzzle Apollo, 
Her whimfies to follow; 
His oracle wou d be a Jeſt : 
She Il frown when ſhe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She” change «ith the wind, 
And often abuſes 
The man that ſhe chuſes, 
And what the refuſes 
ikes beſt, 


— — er RAS 


ATURE gave all 1 aims, 
althful guards from hoſtile harms; 
aus the lion brood defend, 
orrid javis that wide diſtend; 

Jorns the bull, refiflleſs force; 
olid hoofs the vig'rous horſe 
[imble feet the fearful hare 
Vings to fly the birds of air. 


0 the fox did wiles ordain, 

he craftieſt of the ſylvan train; 

uſks the gave the grunting ſwine, 
aills the fret ful porcupine z 

ns to ſwim, the wat'ty kind; 2 
an the virtues of the mind; 

ature, laviſhing her ſtore, 

hat for woman had ſhe more? 


lpieſs woman ! to be fair 

auty fell to woman's ſhare ; 

auty, that nor wants or fears 

o16:, or fl mes, or ſhields, or ſpears; 
wty fronger aid affords, 

onger fer than ſhields or ſwords ; 
onger far than ſwords or ſhields; 

n himſelf to beauty yields, 


HEN the maid whom we love, no entrea- 
ho'd lead a life of piningz [ties can move, 
er charms will excuſe the fond raſhneſs you uſe, 
"Way with idle whining ; g 


1 
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Never ſtand like a fool with looks ſheepiſh and 


Such baſhful love is teazing 3 [ cool, 
But with ſpirit addreſs, and you're ſure of ſuccels 


For honeſt warmth is pleaſing, &c, 


And tho' wedlock's your view, 
Like a rake if you woo; 

Girls ſooner quit their coyneſs, 
They know beauty inſpires, 
Leſs reſpect than deſires; 


| Hence love is prov'd by boldneſs, 


So ne'er ſtand like a fool, c. 
| 6 
Come come, bid . fear, 
Love and harmony live here: 
No domeſtic jealous jars, 
Ruzzing flanders, wards and wars, 
In my preſence will appear; 
Love and harmony reign here; 
Sighs toam'r-us ſighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning : 
Botoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting 
Are the only tumults here, 
All the woes you need to fear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 
'T' Als is a petit maitre's day 
Awake at noon, 
Or ſcarce ſo ſoon, 
See him to his ſofa creep, 
Sipping his tea—half afſleep— 
Curſe the vapours ! 
| Reach the papers— 
What's the opera ?—demn the play, 


Air my boots, I think I'll ride— 
- Tho? rot it, no! 
It ſhakes one ſo 
Let them bring the vis a vis: 
Lounging there, his lordſhip ſee, 
With vacant air, 
And ſullen flare, 
Born of dullneſs, rais'd by pride ! 
K k 2 


Stop 


Stop at Betty's !/—what's the news ? = 
A battle they ſa)— 
Have you p nes to day? 
Yes, my lord —-we' ve beat the Dutch, 
Ha—iome ice—T thought as much: 
What, and nothing more ? 
That's a monſtrous bore | 
Well, drive to I/achar the Fezo's. 


Laſt at Brookes's—deep at play 
1/Jachar's debt, 
At Faro ſet, 
Win or loſe - lerenely ſad, 
Calm he fits, nor vex'd, nor glad; 
»Tis half alive, 
: He cuts at five 
This is a petit-maure's day. 

Z | 7, 
QUNDS Sir! then Vii 
Phe thing of all things, which I hate and deteſt; 

A coxcomb, a fop, 
A dainty' milk ſep; 
Who, e ſſenc'd and dizen'd from bottom to top, 


Looks juſt like a doll for a milliner 8 hop. 


A tning tull of prate, 
And pride and conceit; 
All fathion, no weight; | 
Who throgs and takes ſnuff, 
And carries a muff; 
A minikin, 
Finiking, 
French powder puff; 
And now, Sir, I fancy, I've told you enough. 


Vir mortals who ſearch 2 content, 

Aud yet the ſweet path never find, 

Come learn how your cares to prevent 

And give trouble and care to the winds 
Give, Ec. 


They tell me no man e' er was bleſt 
With ipicits ſo even before; 

That grief has no place in the breaſt, 
Lam happy and can be no mot e. 


— — erent 


ell you without any jeſt, 


| 


It is not from love that I boaſt, 


| Who lament what they all might encure, 


| Couch her lips and ſhe ſwoons outright : 


Mi1scELLANEous Songs. 


Way tis true, and I te!l you the ezuſe 

That make> me thus j-yous appear; 

Cho? my plan may not meet with applauſe, 
'Tis uſeful and I am ſincere, | 


My bliſs is not founded on wealth, 
For that would my pleaſure dſtroy; Whit 
The great zre but happy by feaith, | 
And few are the ſweets they enjoy, 


A life that's unclouded wich woe; 
Ah! that is a dangerous coaſt, 
And love is felicity's foe 


Hygeia, ſweet goddeſs ! from thee | 
Our delights ate made firm and ſecure; In | 
Vet thouſands are healthy as me, | To. 


Employment's the chirm that will pleaſe, 
Embrace it and ever be glad | 
For ſurely that mind is at. eaſe, 
Which never has time to be ſad. In h 
60 x 1 To: 
lr a daughter you have, ſhe's the piagve of you 
No peace ſhall you know tho' you've boried your wil 
At twenty ſhe mocks at the duty you taught her, 
O! what a plague is an obſtinate daughter, 
Sighing and whining, dying and pining, 
O] what a plague is an obitinate daughter, 


When ſcarce in her teens, they have wit to perpie 
With letters and lovers, for ever they vex us, |! 
WhEileeach flillrejeCts the fair ſaitor you ve brought 
O! what a piague is an bſtinate davgh'er, - [he 

Jangling and wrangling, flouting and poutingy 
O! what a plague, &c, 


51 
Wu a tender maid is fiiſt eſſay d 
By ſome admiring ſwain; 
How her blufhes rife if ſhe meets his eyes 
While he unfol''s his pata |! 
It he takes her hand the trembles quite! 


While a pita pit a pit a pat a pit apit af 
| Her heartavows her fright, 


perple 
rough 


le 


utings 


eyes 


But in time appear fewer ſigns of fear; 
The youth ſhe boldly views: : 
If her hand he graſp, or her boſom claſp, 
No mantling bluſh enſues! 
Then io church well pleas'd the lovers moye, 
While her ſmiles her contentment prove, 
And a pit a pat, Se. 
Her heart avows her love! 
62 — 
Tae wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 
A competence in Jife to gain; 
Undaunted braves the ſtormy ſeas, 
To find at laſt content and eaſe; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


hen winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
\ndthunders ſhake from pole to pole; 

ho* deathful wayes ſurrounding foam, 

till flatt'ring fancy wafts him home; 

In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, | 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


hen round the bow] the jovial crew. 
The early ſcenes of youth renew ; ;, 
Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This is the univerſal toaſt ! 5 
May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore ! 


| 63 
900 N as the buſy day is o'er, 
And evening comes with pleafant ſhade, 
e gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 

Merrily ply our jovial trade. 

nd while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 
And as ſoft muſic breathes around 

he feathering oar returns the gleam, 

And dips in concert to the ſound, 


own by ſome convent's mould' ring walls 
Oft we hear the enamour'd youth 
ily the watchful fair he calls, 

Who whiſpers vows of love and truth. 


pit a 


And while the moon, &c. 


— 
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* 


1 And oft where the rialto ſwells, 

With happier pairs we circle round 
Whoſe ſecret ſighs fond echo tells, 

Whoſe murmur'd yows ſhe bids reſound, 


Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
That fearful love muſt own its ſighs; * 

Then ſmiles the maid, to hear reveal'd 
How more than ever ſhe complies. 


6 — —— ——— 


Younc Colin having much to ſay, 


In ſecret to a maid, 
Perſuaded her to leave the hay, 
And ſeek th* embow'ring ſhade 
And after roving with his mate 
Where none could hear or ſee, 


Upon the velvet ground they ſat 


Under the greenwood tree. 


Your charms, .ſays Colin, warm. my breaſt, 
What myſt J for them give? . 


| Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 


I can't without you live. 
My flocks, my herds, my all is thine, 
Could you and I agree, 
O ſay, you to my wiſh incline 
Under the greenwood tree. 
Too late you tempt my heart, fond ſwain, 
The wary laſs replies, 
A lad who muſt not ſue in vain, 
Now for my favour tries ; 
He bids me name the ſacred day, 
In all things we agree; 
Then why ſhould you and I now ſtay 
Under the greenwood tre. 
All this but ſerv'd to fire his mind, 
Be knew not what to do; 
Till to his ſuit ſhe would be kind 
He would not let her go; | 
His love, his wealth, the youth diſplay'd, 
No longer coy was ſhe; | | 


K k 3 


And while the moon, &. 


And while the moon, Cc. 


378 
At church ſhe ſeal'd the vow * made 
Under the greznwood tree. 


65 
Wy AT” s a poor ſimple clown 
To do in the town, 1 
Of their freaks and vagaries I'l] none; 
The folks I ſaw there 
Two faces did wear, | 
An honeſt man ne er has but one, 


Let others to Lqhadon go roam, 
I love my neigbbour 
To fing and to labour, 
To me there's nothing like _ and home, 


Nay the ladies, I vow, 
I cannot tell EY | 
Were now white 38 a curd, and now red; 
La! how would you fare, 
At theu huge crop of hair, 
4 a hay · cock o'top of their head. 
Let others, Sc. 


Then *:18 ſo dizen'd out, 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbands and flippets between; 
They ſo noddle and toſs, 
uſt dike a fo-e horſe, 
With taſſels, ard belis in a team 
8 Let others, Sc. 


Then the fops are ſo fine, 

Wi: h lank waiſted chine, 
Anda little ſkimp bit of a hat; 

Which from ſun, wind and rain, 

Will not ſhelter their brain, | 
Tho' there's non 80 to take cats of that. 
Let others, Cc. 


v. ould you the creatures ape, 
In looks ard their ſhape, 
Teach acalf on his hind legs to go; 
Let him wadd le in gait, 
A ſkim Giſh on h s pate, 
And ne'il look all the world like a bean, 
Let others, Ec. 


— 


; 
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No paſſion his prudence ſours, 


| 


66 

IN the city of Phœbus a wid w there dwelt, 
Of her honour ſo nice and fo jealons, 

It was clear as the ſun that whatever the felt, 
She'd no feeling for us honeſt fellows. 

It was, e. 


For ſhe Aouted and pouted, and look'd ſo demure, 
On her knees the was ever a praying; 

Her blood was as cold as December I'm ſure, 
When other young bloods were a maying. 


This widow a challenge to Venus would ſend, 
On her pride ſhe had ſuch a reliance; 

S'y Cupid ſtood by while her meſſage ſhe penn'd, 
And ſmil'd at her faucy defiance, 


In a moment an arrow he ſhap'd from her pen, 


Then aim'd at her heart and let fly; 
Let no widow he cried forfwear marriage again, 
One and all from this hour ſhali comply, 
G7 — 
My name's Ted Blarney I'll be bound, 
And manand boy upon this ground, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, 
Crying, Yauxhall watch, 


| And as that time's a little ſhort 


With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort; 
To be ſure I have not had ſome ſport, 
Crying, Fauxhall watch. 5 


Oh ! of pretty wenches dreſs'd ſo tight, 

And macaronies, what a ſig it | 

| Of a moon-l' bt mern I've bid good 5 
Crying, Yauxpail watch. 


638K 
Young man, young man, 

Be this your plan, 

Wiſdom get Where e' er you can, 

Young man, Cs. 


See, ſee, che humble bee 

Draws wea tn from the meaneſt flow'rs, 
Thea he hi-s away 
With his precious prey, 

No paſſion, 


Sc 


Be 


Wild youth, paſſion and truth 
So oppoſite never agreez 
Be prudent ſage, 
Draw wit from old age, 
Be wiſe as the humble bee, 
Fe, | Be e ec. 


GREAT Ceſar once renown'd in tame, 
For a mighty arm and a laurel'd brow, 
Wich his vent, vidi, vici, came, 
And conquer d the world with his row dow dow. 
And conquer'd, Cc. 


Thus ſhould our vaunting enemies come, 
and winds and waves their courſe allow, 
Ny In freedoms cauſe we'll beat our drum, 
| And they Il fly at the ſound of our row, dow, dow. 
= Rew, dow, Sc. 


Then come my lacs our glory ſhare, 
Whoſe honeſt hearts B itith valour avow, 
At honor's call to camp repair, 
And follow the beat of my row, dow, dow. 
Row, dow, dow, Ec. 


| —— 
Down the bourne and thro? the mead, 
His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Jobnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
end Mary wip'd her bonny mou', 
Dear ſhe loo'd the well known ſong. 
While her , Johnny, blithe and bonny, 
Sung her praiſe the whole day long, 
Down the bourne, Tc 


Coſtly claiths ſhe had but few, 
Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Fohnny wiſely wiſh'd no more; 
Love's the pearl, the ſhepherd's p'ize, 
O'er the mountain, near the fountain, 
Love d:lights the ſhepherd's eyes, 
Down the bourne, &©c, 


Gold and titles give not health, 
And Zohnny cou'd nae theſe impart z 
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| 


— EE 
* 


379 
Youthful, Mary's greateſt wealth,” | 
Was ſtill her faithful Fobnny's heart: 
Sweet the joys the lovers find! 
Great tlie treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure 
Where the heart is always Kind. 
Down the bourne, Ec. 
Sa I 
Tur miſer thus a mul ſees, 
Which he's oblig'd to pay; 
With fighs reſigns it by degrees, 
And fears *tis gone for aye. 


Fhe boythus, when his ſparrow's flown, 
The bird in filence eyes; 
But ſoon as out of fight 'tis gone, 
Whines, whimpers, ſobs, and criess 
72 
LT HERE wes a maid, and ſhe went to th: mill, 
Sing trolly, lolly, lolly, lolly, lo, 
The mill turn'd round, but the maid Rood ſtill. 
Oh oh! did the ſo? did ſhe ſo? did the ſo? 


The miller he kiſs'd her, away ſhe went; 
Sing trolly, Sc. 


The maid was well pleas'd, and the miller content, | 


Oh bo! was he ſo? Se. 


He danc'd and he ſung, while the mill went clack; 
Sing trolly, Sc. 

And he cheriſh'd his heart with a cup of old ſack. 
Oh ho! did he fo ? Tc, 


Taz ſweets of peace hall be our own, 
Aid ſmiling plenty crown the plains ; 
Tis peace adori:s the monarch's throne, 
And chears the cottage of the ſwains. 


The rifing ſun ſhall bleſs the mead, 
And fair the mountain olive ſpring 

The vine its richeſt cluſters ſpread, 
When glory crowns a patriot king, 


74 — —— 
WIEN the head of poor Tummas was broke 
By Roger, who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the ftroke, 
And wept for poor Tummas's ſake; 


When 


380 


When his worſhip gave noggins of ale, 
And the liquor was charming and ſtout ; 
O theſe were the :imes to regale, 
And we footed it rarely about, 


Then our partners were buxom as does, 

And we all were as happy as kings; 
Each lad in his holiday clothes, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things: 
What merriment all the day long! 

May the feaſt of our Colin prove ſuch 
Odzooks! but III join in the ſong, 

And l'il hobble about with my crutch. 
A Fond father's bliſs is er ON his race, 
And exult on the bloom that juſt buds on their face; 
With their prattle he']] daily himſelf entertain, 
And read in their ſmiles their lov'd mother again. 
Men of pleaſure be mute, this is life's lovely view; 
When we look on our young ones our youth werencw 


Thus living we love, and thus loving enjoy; 

No deceit here diſtrats, no debauches deitroy; 

From the may-morn of youth unto winter's white age 

Hand in hand, witk contemme nt, we ſing hro' life's 

When death bi ds up ſtop we end our eaſy ſong, | Rage; 

And give the Gods thanks that we liv d weil ſo long. 

76 8 

TRE poachers far fortune who damſels enſnare, 

With dreſs and addrefi:s deceive; 

To laſſes of wealth how thoſe miſcreants ſwear, 
And, alas! how the laſſes be ieve. 


Nay, ſome ladies ſœem to expect being loſt, 
They truſt hom they kaow are forfworn ; ; 

They liften to him who has ruin'd the moſt, 
And hope to be ruin'd in turn. 


Can this be þeliev'd ?—n0 !—the ſong-maker jokes, 
is the tale of a flenderous crew; 

A figh — then I fea: that there may be ſome folks 
Who are forry to ſay it is true. 


Bot when love for love is receiv'd on each ſide, | 


How tenderneſs im' les on the pair; 
This, this is a triumph, and this is my pride, 
| enjoy ſuch a la oute lait. 


: Suck; & : 0 
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No paint on her hat art in her mind, 
Her thoughts are erplain'd by her eyes; 

From principle faithful from grutitude kind, 
And fcorns the deceit of diſguiſe. 


All along on the ſlope, by the fide of a ſtream, 
Our hours we happily paſs; . 


| My head on her lap, while my love is her theme, 


And my leoks I lift up to my laſs: 


Enjoying the breeze from the fields. of new hay, 
We gather the ſummer's ſweet pride; 

Or point to the bꝛook where the ſmall fiſhes play, 
And count them beneath the clear tide. 


In rooms rich embelliſh'd with luxury's ſtore, 
Let wealth pamper'd indolence yawnz 
Let wantonneſs act her deliriums o'er, 
Til! dupes to her dungeon are drawn. 


Let common - place fondneſs her blanciſhments 
And temp: by the toilet's parade; [ ſpread, 
The ſqueeze, the ſoft ſigh, wanton glance, and ſly 
Are pantomime tricks of her trade. [tread, 


I have try'd, and can tell, -I have frolick'd aways 
Ard follow'd the faſhion of fun; 


The ſame farce have ated that's play'd at this day, 


And while the world wheels will be done. 


77 — 
How brim full of e the life of a beau! 
They*vegothing to think of, they ve nothing to do; 
And nothing to talk of, for nothing they know: 
Such, ſoch, is the life of a beau, 
Such, Se. 


For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
<pend the morning in nothing, but curling their hair 
And do nothing. all day, but ſing, ſaunter and ſtare; 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, - 

Such, Sc. 


For nothing, at night, to the playhouſe they croud; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are proud; 
But to bow, and to grin, and talk noting aloud; 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 


For 


For no 
And fe 
For th. 
Such, 


Such, 


For nc 
They 
hen 
18987 
duch, 
Such, 


Wu 


Arg c 
Ang | 
Do pa 
The c 
Mock 


' 
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qi nothing they run to th* aſſembly and hall; 

:4 for nothing, at cards, a fair partner they call; 
For they ſtill muſt be bifled. who've aothing at all 
Rien ſuck, is the liſe of a beau, 

duch, Se. , 


For nothing. on ſundays, at church they appear; 
The y have nota ng to hope for, and nothing to fear; 
They can be nothing no where, who nothing are 
Such, ſuch, i is the life of a beau, [here: 
deb, Se. | | 
83 — 
Wurm daifies py'd, and vi'lets blue, 
And cuckow-buds of yellow hue, 
And lady: moc ls aT filver het | 
Do paint the meadows with delights 
The cuckow then, on <ev'ry tree, 
Mocks merry'd men; for thus tings he: 
Cucl Ku „ } cuckow! oh ! word of fear, 
Ut; ada to a Marry'd gar, 
Un ade Se. 


Warn ſnepherds pire on caten 8 
Ars merry larks are ploughmens clocks; 
Vihen törtles tread, and rooks and ace 
aud maidens bleach Leit ſummes ſmocks; 3 
Ihe cucko then, on ev'r, tree, 
Moczs marry'd men; tor thus ings he: 
Cuckow ! cuckow | oh ! word of fear, 
Unpicahng, Ge. 

— 


Hoes, thou ſource of every bleſitog, 
Parent of each | Joy divine, 

Every balmy ſwe ( poſl- fling, 
Every promi-'d bliſs be thine, 


Soſten friend to keart-felt __—_ 
end, O! lend thy powerful d 
Bid the over ceaſe to lanzuiſh, 
Sheer the fond deipaiting ma'd, 
C | 80 
GME live with ine, and be 1% love, 
aud we will all the pleaſures prove 
hat vallies, groves, or hill, or fic Id, 
Or wood, or ite eepy mountaiſf yield. 


* 


There will we fit upon the rocks, 
And ſee the ſhepherds fecd their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melod ious birds ſing madrigals. 


There will I make thee beds of roſes, 
With a thoufand fragran' oofes, 

A cap of flowers, and a kittle * 
Embroider'd all with leaves of myrtle, 


A gown, made of the fineſt wool, 
Waich from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Siippers lin'd' choicely for the cold; 
With buckles of the pureſt gold. 


A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds, 

With coral claſp:, and amber guds; 3 
And if theſe pleaſures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


Thy ſilver diſhes for thy meat, 
As precious as the gods do eat, 
"Shall, on an ivory table, be 


| Prepar'd each day for thee and me. 


The ſhepherd-ſw ains ſhall dance and ing 
For thy delight each May morning: 

If chaie delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

| Gl — 
If all the world and love were young, 

| And truth in every ſhepherd's tongue, 
Theſe pretty plesſures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 


But time drives flocks from fietd to fold ; 


When rivers rage, and rocks giow cold, 
And Philomel beeometh dumb, 
The reit complain of ca es to come. 


The flowers that bloom in wanton field, 
To way ward winter reckoning yield; 
honey- tone ue, a heart of gall, 

Is fancy's ſpring, but ſorrow's fall, 
Thy gowns, thy ſhoes, thy beds of roſes, 


Thy cap, thy kirtle, anc thy pokes, 
Soon break, ſoon wither, ſoon forgotten, 


In folly ripe, in reaſon rotten, 


Thy belt of ſtraw, and ivy bude, 
Thy coral claſps, and amber ſtuds; 
All theſe in me ro mind can move, 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 


What ſhould we talk of dainties then, 
Of better meat than's fit for men? 
Theſe are but vain ; that's os) good 
Which Ged hath bleſt, and ſent for food, 


But could youth Jaft, and love ſtill breed; 
Had joy no date, and age no need | 
Then theſe delights my mind m ght move 
To live with thee, and be thy love, 
——— 82 — —_—_— 

1 fair, be advis'd by a friend, 

W hoſe council proceeds from the heart, 
Oo beau:y no longer depend, 

Or fly to the eForts of art ; 
If a ſhepherè you'd gain to your arms, 

Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 

And ſoftens the ſoul into love, 


To day be not nice as a bride, 
To-morrow untimely ſevere; 

Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice nor folly appear : 

Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſk deceit from your breaſt, 

Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


Neglected, you'll wither and fade, 

Till beauty, by age, ſhall decay; 
Then lonely retreat o the ſhade, 

And mourn the ſad hours away: 
How ceip'rate will then be your fate, 
- How great your ſad loſ to deplore; 
Repentance, alas! is too late, 

When the power to cha:m is no more. 


Wu ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
Vainly blame the pow'is above, 
Or accufe the will of fate, 
Which allows us all to love? 


| | Love (impartial gentle boy) 


Deas his gifts as free as air, 
Love is all the ſhepherd's joy, 
Love is all the damſel's care, 


Hope, that charmer of the ſoul, 
Hope, in love ſhould ever live, 
C uid our years for ever roll, 
Love would blefſings ever give : 
Youth, alas! too ſwiftly flies, 
Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay 5 
Be-uty like a ſhadow dies, 
Love has wings and will away. 
— 84 — 
Tun ſhepherd who roves the wood thro” 
To hear the ſwect warblers in May, 
If by chance there's a ſongſter that's new, 
He liſtens a while to the lay. i 
Tbo' the thruſh and the nightingale's thioat 
Are ſweeter by far than the reſt, 
He better is pleas'd with the note 
That ſuits with the tune of his breaſt, 


80 I, tho' the leaſt of the choir, 
May win for a moment vour ear, 
Love and pleaſure my voice would inſpire, 
And pleaſure and love can endear.. 
Tho? lender my pipe and my ſong, 
There are who may liſt to my ſtrein; 
My fame is to pleaſe the gay throng, 
Nor fing in the grove all in' vain, 


—— 


TRE proſpect clear'd 3 is heard 
The muſic of the hive | 
The bloſſoms blow, the ſpirits flow, 
And nature's all alive: ö 
In ev'ry grove the work is love, 
The word is, “ Sing and play;“ 
From eve to morn the ſages warn, 
« Ye maids, beware of May !” 


Each lively ſcheme, each am'rous iheme, 
Our nymphs and poeis chuſe; 


The dance delights, the ſong invites, 


A: mirth proyokes the muſe: 


+ 


The 


IN th 
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Elſe ſſ 
Nor 
Honou 
Virt 
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Snot 
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But ſhe 
Scori 


doftly { 
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But ſho 


That lik 
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d may*f 
0 give 


IN the blaze and bloom of beauty, 
Shepherds mind to be fincere; 
Keep to virtue, 'tis your duty, 
Then the nymph has nought to fear, 
Elſe ſhe'll Night whate'er you mention, 
Nor by looks your ſuit approve 
Honour knows no baſe intention, 
Virtuous love's reward is love. 


In the blaze, Sc. 
SHOULD the god of ſoft affeRion, 
Gentle tair-ones, touch your hearts, 


Seek in virtue your protection; 
Virtue will repel his darts. 


7 


\ 


But ſhould gen'rous be the paſſion, 
Scorn to keep the youth in pain; 
Softly ſooth his inclination, 
And give love for love again, 


gut ſhould, &c, 


OWEET echo! ſweeteſt nymph, that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within thy airy cell, | 
dy ſlow meander's margin green, 
And in the violet embroider'd vale, 
Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 
ant thou not tell me of a gentle pair, 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are. 
O! if you have 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave; 
Tell me but where, | 
Sweet queen of parley, daughter of the ſphere; 
may ſt thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 
d give refounding grace to all heaven's harmonies, 
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The war's no more, our chief's come oer; 
Again the grave ones fay, 

« Where-e'er we tread, temptations ſpread, 
« Beware the ides of May! 


Hoee and 


3 would you here obtain 


Pleaſure unalloy'd with pain, 
Joy that ſuits the rural ſphere, 
Gentle ſhepherd lend an ear, 


Learn to reliſh calm delights, 
Verdant vales and fountains bright, 
Tices that nod on ſloping hills, 
Caves that echo murm'ring ril's, 


Tranquil pleaſures never cloy, 
Baniſh each tumultuous joy, 
A'l but love, for love inſpires 
Tender wiſhes, fiercer fires, 


See, to ſweeten thy repoſe, 
loſſoms bud, the fountain floss: 5 
Lo! to crown :hee, at thy word x 


All that muſic can afford. 


— —— — 
Bus V, curious thi: ty Ay 

D ink with me and drink as I, 
Freely welcome o my cup, 

Cou d'ſt thou ſip and ſip it up: 

Make the moſt of life you may, 

Life is thort and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſt' ning quick to their decline, 
Thine's a ſummer mine's no more, 
Tho' repeated to threeſcore 
Threeſcore ſummers when they're gone, 
Will apycar as ſhort as one, 
— 91 —— 
fear alternate riſing. 
Srrive for empire o'er my heart, 
Ev'ry peril now deſpiſing, 
Now at ev'ry breath I ſtart. 
Teach, ye learned ſages, teach me, 
How to ſtem this beating tide ; 
If you've any rules to teach me, 
Haſte and be the weak one's guide, 


Thus 


\ 


384 
Thus our trials, at a d'?2nce, 
Wiſdom's ſcience promiſe aid; 
Yet, in need of their afi ſtance, 
We attempt to graſp a ſhace, 


— 
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OME lift to me, ye gay and free, 
And ye whom cares moleſt, 
War, wine, and love but tend to prove, 
That Second Thoughts are bet. 


The queen of charms, the god of arms, 

+ Gay Bacchus, and the reit, 

When aſk'd, ne*er flounce, yet all pronounce 
That Second Thoughts are be. | 

The jealous boy, if D:phrie's coy, 
*Gainſt Cupid will proteſt, 

His nymph dii22in, then think again 3 
For Second T houghts are beſt, 

The fair one too, unus'd to woe, 
Drives Strephon from her breaft, 

Then ſeeks the elf, makes love herſelf, 
For Second Theoupbts are beſt. 


And Mars who doats on ſcarlet coats, 
I'm ſure will tans the tleſt, 
Nor frown on her who dares aver, 


That Second Tbougbts are 6/3, 


Ev'n Neptune too, our feet in v.ew, 
Kef:t Gallia's fleet in Bree; 

They meant io feht, he put them right ; 
Their Second Thoughts were Left. 


Again! but mark the tipvling ſpark, 
When ſeated as a gueit, 

At firſt reſien bis darling wine, 

But Second Thoughts are beſt. 


And you i ſee, will fide with me, 
Some louder than the reit, 
Will cry. ne more” and then “ encoze?”? 
But Second Thoughts are beſt. 


m_— 
LONG time hid Lyſorder told Daphne his gain, 
Ana repeated his pation again ard again; 
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The obdurate feir one awhile was fo coy, 


— 


That all her rep!y was, Pardonnezmoy.. Ar 
in vain he intreated, implor'd, and care ſe'd, Ar 
Of all his pretenſons ſhe made but a jeſt; Muct 
Tno' bis life be declar'd her diſdain would deftroy Tt 
Vet regardleſs ſhe anſwer'd him Pardonnezmcy, 2 
Bot finding his ſighs no impreſſion could make, One 
He determin'd another expedient to take; An 
And artifice now he reſolvesto employ, Nut b 
To make her forget to ſay, Pardonnezmoy. He 
| He ſwore that her eyes like bright Phæbus did ſhine, Her t 
That her air was majeſtic, her form all divine; An 
With ſuch fond deluſions he purchas'd the toy, MWAl! th 
And flatt'ry prevail'd over Pardonneæ moy. = 
| | chi 
A , ro” we | Its 
AND did you not hear-of a jolly young watermit Foun 
} Who at Black friars -bridge us'd for to ply? nk, 
He feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity, Che cl 
Winning each heart and delighting each eye: So 
He look'd ſo neat and row'd fo fieadily, - det w. 
The maidens all flock'd in his boat fo readily, [ai Wh. 
Aud he eyed the young rogues with ſo charming vo oe 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fare, i , 
What fights of fine folks he oft row'd in his when Quoth 
*T was clean'd out ſo nice and ſo painted with Tho 
| He was always firſt oars, wheh the fine city ladieyM So goo, 
In a party to Ranelagb went, or Vauxhall. No | 
And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and lee11 My mo 
But 'twas all one to Tam their jibing and jeering, A fri 
For loving or liking he little did care, Take n 
As this water man ne'er was in want of a fare. The 
And yet, but to ſee how firangely things happen, Ar 
As he row'd along, thinking of noiking at al Ty 
He was ply'd by a damſel ſo lovely and charmin| 7% 
T hat ſhe ſmil's, & ſo ſtraii way in love he did? Ti e 
And would this zoung damſel but baniſh his ſon Thos 
| He'o wed her (o night before it was merrow: _ Y, 
| And how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 85 8 
When he's marry'd and never in want of a or | —4 
i : 
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AT Twterdown- Bill there dwelt an old Pair, 
And 't may be they dwelt there ſtill, 

Much riches indeed didn't fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill; 


y But fully contented with what they did get, 

; They xnew not of gvile or of arts; 5 : 

e, One daughter they had, and her name it was Ber. 
And ſhe was the pride ef their hearts. | 

Nut brown were her locks, her ſhave it was ſtrait, a 

Her eyes were a8 black as a ſloe; - [gait 

bine, Her teeth were mille white, full ſmart was her 

le; And ſeek was her ſkin as a doe; 

oy, Al thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour | 


No bit of true blue could be ſpy d, 


Its mam it Had Ioft, and it ery d. 


ternal Young Bet was as mild as the morningsof May, 
5 The babe ſhe hugg'd cloſe to her breaſt; 
terity "8 She chaf 'd him all over, he ſmil'd as he Jay; 
yer She kiſs'd him and lull'd him to reſt ; 


J [ai Why Love, the fly maſter of arts; - 
1D; No ſooner he wak'd, but he dropp'd his diſguiſe, 
fare. BY And ſhew'd her his wings, and his darts, 
when Quoth he, I am Love, but yet be not afraid, 
with Tho? all I make ſhake at my will, 
ladieg So good, and ſo kind, bave you been, my fair maid, 
Ie. No harm ſhnll you feel from my ſcill; 
lee My mother ne' et dealt with fuck fondneſs by me, 
rin WY A friend you ſhall find in me till, 

Take my quiver and ſhoot, be greater than ans 
re. The Venus of Toiterdogon bill. 

96 

1 Ar a ſilent evening . 
1 Two fond lovers in a bower, 
gal Songht their mutual bliſs, ä 
zialen Though her heart was juſt relenting, | 
= Though her eyes Teem's juſt. conſenting, 
bt: Yet the fear d to kifs. 
\ fare! Since this ſilent ſhade, he cried, 


Will thoſe roſy bluſhes hide; 
Why will you refift ?. 


Achild, wet and cold, came and knock'd at the door | 


But who do you think ſhe had got for ber prize, | 


| 


Since no tell-tale ſpy is near us, 
Eye nor ſees, nor ear can hear us, 
Who would not be kiſs'd ? 


Celia, hearing what he ſaid, 
Gently lifted up her head, 

Her breaſt ſoft wiſhes fill: 
Since, ſhe cried, no ſpy is near us, 
Eye nor ſees, nor ear can hear us, 

Kiſs—or what you will, 


As tother day young Damon came, 
Where Che ſat demure, 

He ſih'd and gaz'd ro own his flame, 
For love had ſtruck him ſure, 
Hit auk ward mien amaz d the fair, 

Which he no doubt ſeem'd thy at; 
And when he prais'd her ſhape and air, 
She anſwer'd, Swain, be quiet. 


My dear, he cry'd, O! ba: wot oF 
Nor deem my meaning rude j 

Let love like mine thy mind employs 

True love can ne'er intrude. 

Her hand he then eſſay'd to kiſs, © 
Which, frowning, ſhe ery'd fye atz 
And when he ſtruggled for the bliſe, 

Twas be a little quiet. 


The ſwain perceiv'd her alter'd tone, 
And boldly graſp'd her hand; 
The nymph was forc'd to own the flame, 
And join'd in Hymen s band, 
Alas! bow chang's each wedded pair | 
T he power of words they try at 5 
Now Damon has not one tv fpare, 
But, Pray, dear wife, be quiet. 
— wremman—aad 
Come liſten, and laugh at the (158, 
Since folly was never fo ripe, 


For ev? ry man laughs at thoſe rhimes 
That give his owa follies a wipe 1 


"» 


We live in a kind of diſguiſe; 


We flatter, we lye and proteſt, 
While ech of ut artfully tries, 
On others te faſten the jeſt, 


+ 
8 


LI 


385 


The virgin, when firſt ſhe is woo oe 
Returns ev'ry figh with diſdain ; - 
And while by her Jover purſu” d, 
Can laugh at her foliy and pain: 
But when from her innocence won. 
And doom'd for her virtue to mourn, _ 
When ſhe finds herſelf loft and undone, . . 
He laughs (though unjuſt) i in his turn. 


The foo!s who at law do contend, 
Can laugh at each other's e -- 
And while the dire ſult does depend, - 
Ne'er think how their ſubſtance grows leſs; | 
Till hamper'd by tedious expence, I 
Altho' to compound they are lot 
They'll find, when reſtor'd to their ſenſe, | 
The lawyers fit laughing at both. 125 


But while we perceive it the faſhion 

For each fool to laugh at the other, 
Let us firive, with a gen'tous compatſiion, 

To correct, not contemn, one another, 
We all have fonie follies.to hide. 

W hich, known, would diſhonour: the beſt; 3 
And life, whsn 'tis thoroughly tried, 

Like friendſhip, will ſeem but a jeſt, 

— 92 — 2 

Tou ſoft flowing Avon! by thy filver ſtream, 
Of ladjects immortal thy Shalſpcar wou'd dream; 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green bed 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Here ſwains ſhall be fam'd for their love & their truth 
And cheerful old age feel the tranſports of youth; 
For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall reads: 
For hallow'd the turf is that. pillows his. head. 


The love-ftricken maiden, the ſighing young ſwajn? 
Here rove without danger and toy without pain; 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall here dread, 
For hallow'd the turf 1s that. pillows his head. 
Flow on, ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow, 

Ke the ſwans on thy boſom ſtill whiter than ſnow. 
Ever full · be thy ſtream like hisfame may it — 


And ths turf ever hallow'd That pillows his head. 


— 


47 


: 


| 
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| Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, . 


What charms can foothe her — * 


The only art, her guilt to covet, 80 


q 
| 
/ 


ö 


| 


þ 


= 
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are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
Which in the garden enamels the ground; 


Viaglds 


And gaudy. hutterflies frolic around. 


'3ut when once pluck'd, * tis no; longer alluring, | 
To Covent-garden * tis ſent, as yet ſweet; - 


There fades and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring 


4 


Rots, ſtinks, and dies, and is trod under feet, 
— 10] ä——— 
WII EN jovely woman ſt oops to follyß, | 
And finds, too late,-thet men betray; '- 


What art can waſh her guilt ny * 2 


Jo hide her ſhame from ev 'ry eye, 
io give repentance to her lover, © 
And wring his boſoni—is to die! 
- 102 — ä —— „ 
thou winter's wind, 2 
Thou art not ſo unkind, Ap 
Thou art not ſo ins | . 
As man's ingratitude 2 8 
Thy tooth is not 4o keen, 
Becauſe thou art not ſeen, 
Aithp thy breath be ruce, 
Altho' thy breath be rude, 


Freeze, ſreeze, thou bitter oy: 
Thou dog not bite fo nigh, 
Thou doſt not bite ſo nigh, 

As benefits forgot ; | 
I'ho* thou the waters warp, ' 
Thy fting is not ſo ſharp, i 
Pho thou the Waters warp, 
Thy ſting is not ſo ſharp, 

As triencs remember'd not, 

As friends ane *d not. 


Brow, blow, 
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HEN bick' rings hot, 
To high words got, 

Ereak out at gamiorum z . 


re 5 


7 
3 


The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
Is pu ſi about the j jorum. 


With fiſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug ? 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag, 
In gibe can wag, - 
Wich ber mouth full of liquor. 
— 
Tax card invites, in crouds we fly, 
To join the jovial routful cy; 
What joy—trom cares and piagues all 4 
To hie to the midnight Hai k-away ! 
N.r want, nor pain, nor griefs, nor care, 
Nor drouiſh huſbands enter there; 
The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight Hark away. 


Uncounted ſtrikes the morning clock, 
And drowſy waichmen icly. kinoek'y ” 
Till darlight jeeps, we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly Hark away. 

When tir's with ſport to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep, 

To morrow's welcome cali obey, _ 
And again tor the widnight Hark AWAY « | 


10s 
HE pride of all nature was * Wil 1383 
he price of all nature was ſweet Willy O, | 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
lone ever was | ke to the ſweet Wilhy C 0. 


e lung it ſo rarely, did ſweet Willy O, 
e ſung it fo rately, @&c. 


He melted each maid, " 4 
So ſkilful he play'd, 5 


lo ſhepherd cler pip'd like the furdet With 0. 


I nature obey” d him, the ſweet Willy: O, 
ll nature obey'd him, @c. . 
Wherever he came, 
Whate er had a name, 
hene er he ſung, follow'd the ſweet 2 O. 


2 * 
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He would be a ſoldier, the feet vi O,. 
He would be a ſoldier, Se. | 
When arm'd inthe fie'd, 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them while living, the ſweet W uly O, 


| He charm'u them, Sc. 


And when H'illy dy 'd, 
Tu as nature that figh'd 


To part with her all in the ſweet willy © o. 


— 106 — — 
Tue 1 lark proclaim” d return of morn, 
When Dolly tript acroſs the lawn, 
Voung · Colin follow'd with his flail, 
She went to fill her milking pail 3 
He lov'd and begg'd ſhe'd hear him now, 
She anſwer d ſhe myſt milk her cow. 


He-ſighing Vow "dhe loy'd her more 

Than ever youth did nymph before, 

With rapture prais'd her blooming charms, 
And preſs'd the fair one in his arms; 

She bade him keep his diſtance now, 

Nor hinder her to milk her co -w-. 


Fair maid, he cry'd, cou'd you approve 
An artleſs ſhepheru's honeſt love, 

Yon little farm, yon flocks are mine, 
all, with their-maſter's heart, is thine, 
Then begg'd ſhe wou'd his flame allow, 
She anſwer's, ſhe maſt'milk her cow. 


Not ſo ſepuls'd, the comely youth, 
With kiſſes, prayers, and vows of truth, 
So pleas'd the nymph, ſhe ſmil'd conſent, 


And to the church they inflaut Went; 


His flame ſhe did not diſallow, : 
But quite Forgot to milk her cow, i 
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WER, perted fromthe ſea, 

May inc: eaſe the river's tide, 
Fo the bubbling fount may fler, 
ny through Rug valleys glides x 
12 
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Nr hough, 
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- Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, ” — 12ä — 
| Through the land *tis free to 10am, | Oons ! neighbour, ne*er bluſh for a trifle likethiy 
BD - SI] it marmurs as it flows, What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs? 
| Till it reach its native home. The greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 


* Se 


| W By 18 —— | Would dothe ſame thing were they in the ſame place 

| by HO'D know the ſweets of liberty ? No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free | 

| Tis to climb the mountain's brow; To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee: —L 

| Theace 1e difechg rough induf 7 That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe; Of 

| 1 At the harrow or the plough : | We all love a pretty girl—under the roſe. 

b- Tis where my ſons _ crops have ſown, # — 45 Ho 

| j 1 ſt 1 1 . E pe 

| n r 85 harveſt all their own : i FAREWEII, the i den, Alien | 

[ »Tis where the heart to truth ally'd, BY bach rude and ſenſual joy W. 

1 Never felt unmaniy fear; : | {| Gay, fleeting pleaſures, all untrue, 5 

1 »Tis where the eye, with milder pride, | That in poſſeſſion cloy. 6 

Nobly ſheds ſweet pity's tear, | pot h TS ſcene Pll ff 

are de e b 
| | 5 ff | 

| | Theſe are the tweets os erty. To wholeſome, , Th 

[ On how vain is every bleffing, And harmleſs rural ſport. | = 

Row. infipid all our jons, | How happy is the humble cell, 

Life how little worth poffeffing, How blcft the deep retreat, oF M 

. But when love its time employs ! Where ſorrows billows never ſwell, (A; 

| Love the pureft, nobleſt pleaſure, | Nor paſſivn's tempeſts boat! LT Bo 

| PRIOR Hee Peony, | | But ſafely thro? the ſea of life, * 

f Adding wealth te ar ry treafvre, - { Calm reaſon wafts us o'er, | Te] 

Taking pain from ev'ry woe. Free from ambition, noiſe, and ſtri'e, MH w 


S Ix infancy our hopes and ſears To death's eternal ſhare, 


1 - 
Were to cach other Known; FF 


| And friendſhip in our riper years, | Loves. gentle gen'rous paſſion ! 
Has twin'd our hearts in one: Source of all ſublime delight; 
O! clear him then from this offener; When wilh mutual inclination, 

| Thy love, thy duty, prove: Two fond heart's in one unite. 


Reſtore him with that innocence 


Which fi rſt inſpir'd my love. What are titles, pomp, or riches, 


8 If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
When too late, we may repents 


|. BREHOLD on Lethe's diſmal ftrand 
Thy father's troub ed image ftand ! 


| in his face what grief profound! Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation, 
| See he rolls his haygard eyes! | But a chaſte and conftant love, 
| Hark! © Revenge! Revenge!” he cries, Is a glorious emulation 

| And poin's to his ſtill bleeding wound, Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


Obey the call, revenge his death, R 
And caim his ſoul that gave thee breath, ; | | L 


ovi 


Oh! where ſhall 1 my true love find = 


Lo | 3 beiten, torment ade 
Pure delight in pain yougive. 


3 Thrilligs anguiſh, Aattering, teaſing, 


' Ne'er from grief or rapture ceaſing, 
Yet I'll love, or ceaſe to live, 
— 116 
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| Te ACH me; ye nine, to ing of tea, 


Of grateful green, of black bohea ; 
Hark] the kettle. toftly ſingiogy 
How again it bubbles oer; 8 8 
Quickly Fohn, Black Suſan, bring i o, 
Water in the tea pot pour. 


The bread and butter thinly — 


Ob ! ſpread it delicately nice; 3 
Let the toaſt be criſp and crumpling, 
The rolls as doughy as a dumpling: 


Then, eating, ſipping, ſnuſſing up the Ream, * 


We chat, and 'midſt a motley chaos ſeem 
Of cups and ſaucers, butter, bread, and cream, 


— 11 ä 
Miss Danae, when fas and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept from Fove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of braſs. 5 


Tell us. myſterious huſband, tell ue, 
Why ſo myſterious, why. ſo jealous > 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the gg 
Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair? 


Send her abroad, and let her ſee - 

That all this world of pageantry,  . 
Which ſhe, forbidden; longs to know, | 
I; powder, pocket t-glaſs, and beau. 


De to her virtues ever kind, 

Be to her faults a little blind, 8 

Let all her ways be unconfin' d, : 
And clap your Padlock on her mind, - 


418 — 
AL in the Downs the fleet was moor 4. 
The ſtreamers waving in- the wind, 

hen black-ey'd * came on board, - 


ivy. 


$50 
i 
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PO EET 


- — ——— — — — 


Miser Tran Ro. Bones; f 


Tell me, ye jovial ſallore; tell t me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew 7 


VE 


” "BEE 


Ee conan 


William, who high upon the yard, | 
Rock'd with the bil ows to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known, voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 


| The cores fly ſwiftly thro” his glowing hands, 
1 And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands. 


1 So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 


Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt. 


= If chance his mate's ſhrill voice he hcar, 


And drops at once into her neſt ; 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William 's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet: 


0 Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear! 


My, vows ſhall ever true remain; 3 
Let me wipe off that falling tear; 
We only part to meet again. 


| Believe not what the lahdmen ſay, 


Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind; 


| They'll tell thee failors when aways ; 


In ev'ty port a miſtreſs find 


For thou art preſent men 85 1 80. 


If to fair India's coaſt, we ſail, . 

FThine eyes are (een in di merida 4 bright) 

Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale; - 8 
Thy ſkin is ivory 10 white: 


Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 2555 
| Wakes i in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sues 


|} Tho! battle calls me from thy arms, 

| Let not my pretty Saſan moutſj; 

Tho” cannons roar, yet ſafe from hatms | 8 
: William ſhall to his dear return: 

Love turns away the balls that round me fly, 

"Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The 
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Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart mall be 
The faithful compals. that fill en to thee. 


Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee ſo, 


| 
| 
| 
| 


.,® 


rn 
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| Nexi Momus got up. with his rifible ph, 


7] he baatſwain gave the drevdfu] word, | 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join, Is 


The fails their {well ng boſom ſpreed 


tn. eee WA AA IO. pe LS 


No longer: muſt ſhe ſtay on board ; The full tide of harmony ſtill ſhall be his, v 
| Tney kifs'd, the fgh'd, ne hung his head; But the ſong and rhe catch and the laugh ſhall de To 
Her leſs'n:ng boat unwiiling tons to and; 66 , hen „de not Jealous [mine, v 
Adieu! the ciy d, and way'd her lily hand. - 4. 6. Of how honeſt feflows.®” Ie wn. 


] Cry'd Jouve, We retent, fince the truth you now tell Korn 
„And {wear by old Styx that they long ſha!l entnine C 
% The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine,” Whe 


| Ye ſons of Anacreon, then j Join band in band, 'F 
Preſerve unanimity, friend{hip, ard love; 

{Tis yours to ſupport what” s ſo happily plann'd; Be 
You've the ſanction of gods and the fiat of ZvlM I its 


1 
To Anzeregn | in hrav'n, . he ſat fn full glee, * 
A few ſons of h-rmony ſent a petition, | 
That he their iuſpirer and pa'ron would be, 
Whea this aaſwerarriv'd from the jolly old Grecian 
Voice, fiddle and fiute, 
© No longer be me, 


« II lend 5ou my name, and inſpire you to boct, | While thus we agree, | 1 far 
& Ang beſides I'll in ſtruct you wi h mirth to em wine | Our.toaft let inhibit To , 
© The myrtle of Venus, with Bacchus's vine. May our elub flaurifh happy, united, and feb The 
This news through Ofpmpres imme: ately fl-w, * | And long may the fons of Haacrean entwine Won 
vi Whenold Chunder pretended to give Mel Pairs The myitle of Venus with Barchys's vine. The 
| If thefe ov rtals ave ſyffer'd their ſchemeto purfue 9 | 1 MW Who 
% Ihe devil a goddeſs will ſtay above ſtairs, IN the golden barge we ride ; 7 The 
„Hark 1 atready they cry, Don the filver Thames we glide, = £177 
++ In tranſports of Joy; <1 Eternaliy picking = | Enca: 
Awey to the ſons of Anacreon we'll Ay ; ; Cold ham and cola chicken s Tode 
« Andthere with good felloas we'll learn to entwine Ladies ſm ling and joking : b 
The myr le of Venus with Bacchus's vine. Common-councilmen guiling and ſmoaking,M Any! 
& The yellow-hair'd god & his nine fuſty ma'ds, Ladies joking, councilmen ſmoaking, Shou! 
From Helicon's banks will incontinent flees Smoaking, joking ;z joking, ſmoaking, They 
dalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, Puff! puff! puff !— dome 
And the biforked hill a meer deſart will be, | With 90 double flute, Thin] 
„My thunder, no fear on't, And ſerpent to boot. | They 
« Sh ill ſoon bo its errand, ſrant;] Hum! hum! hum! wot! tot! rnd And t 
« And dam'me, I'll fwinge the ringleagers I War- With flats ang with ſharps, Each. 
„n trim the young dogs for thus daring to twine | French horns and Welch harps 3 Here 
6: The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine.“ J. And ſometimes by ſnatches, : If I by 
Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, © Pr'ythee nee: quarrel, Giees, canons, and catches, i ſhall 
« Good king of the gods, with your vot'ries below] They ſing and bawl away; 
« Your thunder is uſeleſs ;” Then ſhowin: his laurel Bebbiamo tuiti tre, Gay 
Cry'd, << Sic evitabile fulnen, you know; N Bebbiamo, Sc. That r 
«« Then over each head, And the city barge reigns "Ing And 
cc My laurels III ſpread, [4read; 33 Up the river to Staines : . b Of ple: 
61 So my ons from your crackers no miſchiet ſhall | While Cheapfide Antonies are row'd in Page, | Wh 
« Whi e ſnug in their club. room they jovially twine | And Aldgate Clecpatras eat White - Bait. 1 3 


«© The myrzle of Verus with Bacchus's vine.“ Eat WINGER t, Src, Sc. Er. 


king 


Surccecing clouds the Kies o erſpread, 


—— — 
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In love to pine and languiſh, | 
Yet to know your paſſion vai n;; | 
To harbour heart-felt anguiſh, . 
Yet fear to tell your pain. 
What pow'rs unrelenting, 
Severer ills inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe 
Where days and nights tormenting, 
"Yield not a moment's eaſe, 
122 = 
Bes TON] your attention on this little ſong, 
If its not very good, it is not very long; 
] faiter my ſelf no perſon here gradges : 
To give an opinion you're moaxſtrous good judges. 
The ſage politician ſtill low'rs on the times, 
Un ruin and beggary ringing the chimes; 
The free- hearted fellows old gaidnunc deſpiſe, 
Who reyel kke princes—they're monſtrou ſiy wile, 


The ladies, good creatures, mean all for the beſt, 
Why, if the French come they will find us well dreſt; 


Encamp'd ſo like ſoldiers, hair powder'd & fruzzled, 


To decide which was which, they'd be monffrouſly puz | 
Let no ſour grey beard deride their iatent'en, | zled. 
Any lady among them coule vanquiſh a Frenchman; 
Should the monſieurs invade, what with women and 
They'd be monſtrou ſiy glad to get ſafe back again.[men 
Some diſciplinarians who ſervice have known, 
Think Britens have ſpirit enough of their own | 
They fee with concern, our fair ladies roam, 
And think they'd be mofrouſfly better at home; 
Tach night hither flock, let pleaſure iavite, | 
Here Venns, Apollo, and Bacchus delight; | 
IfI but enjoy the gay ſmiles of this throng, 
I ſhall think this of mine is a monſtrous good 
— 123 | 
Cay e the fancy warme, 
That none can fly from beauty's charms, 
And ſtill allures us with a ſcene 
Of pleaſure lovely and ferenes | 


When oft the dawn is roſy red, 


ſong, 


| Come, ſee rural felicity, 


Let envy, let pride, let hate and ambition, 


| With reaſon we taſte of each heart · ſtirring pleaſure 


So love, that ſeems at once fo fair, | 
[ts joys 9ſt changes to deſpair. 


| — 124 — — : [bours, 
Com E haſte to the wedding, ye friends &ye nejgh- 
The lovers their bliſs can no longer delayz ; | 
Forget all your ſorrows, your care, and your. labour s, | 
And let ev'ry heart beat with rapture to- day: ; 
Ye vot'ries all, attend to my call, | 
Come revel in pleaſures that never ean eloy. 


Which love and innocence ever enjoy, 


Still croud to, and beat at the breaſt of the great; 
To ſvch wretched paſſions ve give no admiſhon, 

But leave them alone to the wiſe-ones of ſtate; 
We boaſt of no wealth, but contentment and health, 
In mirth and ia friendſhip our moments employ , 
Come, ſee rural felicity, Se. 


With reaſon we drink of the full-flowing bowl; 
Are jocund and gay, but all within meafure, | 
For fatal exceſs will enſlave the free ſoul. 
Then come at cur bidding to this happy wedding, 
No care ſhall intrude, here, our bliſs to annoy. 
Come, ſee rural felicity, Sc. — 
a C — — 125 — — 
OM hither my country ſquire, 
Take friendly i- ſtructions from me 8. 
The lords ſhall admire 
Thy taſte in attire, 
The ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 
Such flaunting. gallanting, and jaunting, 
Aad frolicking thou ſhalt fee, 
Thou ne'er, like a clown, 
Shall quit Landen's ſweet town, 
To live in thine own country. | 


A ſkimming diſh hat provide, 
With little more brim than lace : 
Nine hairs on a fide, 
To a pigtail ty'd, - 
Will ſet off thy jolly broed face, 


Such flaunting, Se. Co 


392 
Go get thee a footman's frock, 
A cudgel quite up to thy noſe; - 
Then frize like a ſhock, 
And plaiſter thy block, 
And buckle thy ſhoes at thy toes. 
Such flaunting, Sc. 


A brace of ladies fair 
To pleaſure thee ſhall ftrive ; 
In a chaiſe and pair 
They ſh4ll take the air, 
And thou on the box ſhall drive, 


Such flaunting, Sc. p — 


Convert thy acres to caſh, 
And ſaw thy timber trees down; 3 
Who'd keep ſuch traſh, 
Aud not cut a flaſh, | 
Or enjoy the delights of the town? 
Such flaunting, gallanting, and jaunting, 
And frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne'er, like a clown, 
Shall quit London's ſweet town, 
4 To live in thine own 0 


Wro . e 


er been at Paris muſt needs know the 
Greve, 
Where honour and juſtice moſt oddly contribute 


Ihe fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave, 


To eaſe heroes pains by a halter and gibbet, 
Derry down, down, hey derry down. 


[put on, 


There death breaks the ſhackles which force had 
And the hangman compleas what the judge but begun 
There the {quite of the pad, & the knight of the poſi 
Find their pains no more baulk'd, and their hopes 
Derry down, Se. 
Great claims are there made, many ſecretsare known 
And the king, & 
But my heaters cry out, what a du: ce doſt thou ail? 
Cut off theſe reflections, and give us thy tale. 
Derry down, &c. 


*T was there, then, in civil reſpe& to harſh laws, 
And for want of falſe witneſs to back a bad cauſe, 


[no more croſt. 


the law, & the thief has his own: 


— 
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j A Norman of late was oblig'd to appear, 


And who to aſſiſt, but. a grave . 
Derry down, Ge. 


The ſquire, whoſe good grace 5 Sa the fron; 

Seem'd not in great haſte that the ſhew ſhould begin 

Ncw fitted the halter, nqw travers'd the cart, 

And often took leave, but was loth to depart; 
Derry down, Sc, 


| What frightens you thus, my good for. „ ſays che prieſt 


You murder'd are ſorry, and have been confeſt ? 


O, father! my ſorrow will ſcarce ſave My bacon, . 


For was not that I murder's, but that ah Was $ taken, 
Derry down, Sc. | 8 


Poh ! pr'ythe, ne'er trouble thy bead wirh och fans 

Rely on * aid you ſhall have from St. Francis: cies 

If the money you promis'd be brought to the cheſt, 

You bave only to die, let the chaten do nc reſt, 
Derry down, Sc. 


And what will folks ſay. if they ſee you afraid? 

It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade: 

Courage, friend; to day is your period of ſorrow, 

And thiogs will vo better, believe Tae, to morrow, 
Derry down, Se. 


To-morrow ! cur hero eat ina © flight; [oight, 


He that's hang'd before noon, ought to think of to» 


Tell your beads, quoth the prieſt, & be fairly tuck'd 
For you ſurely to-night ball i in paradiſe ſup. [ up, 
Derry down, Sc. 


Alas! quoth the ſquire, howe'er ſumptuous the treat 

Parbleu ! I ſhall have little ſtomach to eat: 

I ſhould therefore eſteem it a favour and grace, 

Would you be ſo kind as to goin my place. 
Derry down, &c, 


That I wou'd, quoth the father, & thank you to boot 


But our actions, you know, with our-duty muſt ſuit 
The feaſt I propoſe to you I cannot taſte,- -- | 
For this night by our order is mark'd for a fal. | 

Derry down, Sc. | 


Then turning abodt, to the haggmen hs, Gas 10 


Rb me, I by . this eee Wes 
0. 
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For thy cord, and my cord both equally tie, 
And welive by the gold for which other men 
Derry down, &c. f 
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Coun. one day, in angry mood, 
Becauſe Myrtilla, whom he lov'd, 

Laugh'd at his flame, and mock'd his ſighs, 
Thus fervently to Jova applies: 

Oh, Jove! thou ſov'reign god above, 

Who know'ft the pains of ſlighted love; 
Hear a poor mortal's pray'r, and take 

All the whole ſex for pity's fake ; 

And then we men might live. at eaſe, 

Secure of happineſs and peace, 


Jove kindly heard, (he pray'd not twice; ;) 

And took the woman in a trice. 

When Colin ſaw the coaſt was clear, 

(For not a fingte girl was near,) 

Reflefting with himſelf, *twas kind, 

Says he, to gratify my mind; 

But now my paſſion's er, O ! Jove, 

Give me Myrtilſa back, my love 

Let me with her on earth be bleſt, 

And keep in heaven all ths reft, 

a — 128 
OME liften, ye f ir, 
And the reaſon declare, 

('Tis a peint much your anſwer behoving) 
Why the words of a feold, . 
As we often are told 

Are ſo very pathetic and moving? 


Why the reaſen's ſoon ſbe wn; 
Was there ever man known, 
In his ſenſes, would tarry to hear her ? 
Then there needs little proving 
g Her words mnſt be moving. 
Since none who can move will ſtay near her. 
C — CR | 
ONE all ye ſhepherds of the plain, 
Come ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry ſwain, 
Leave all your work, and haſte away, 
For Damon eds his Philida. . 
et mirth and pleaſure then go round, 
et ev'ry heart with joy abound; 
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die. 


| That Damon weds his Philida, 


| And cty'd, coquette, remember, 


And we'll be merty, briſk, and gays 


$93 


For Damon weds his Philida. © 


The ſwains ſhall pipe in pleaſing ſtrains, 
The nymphs ſhall dance blithe o'er the plain, 
In honour of this happy day, | 
No melancholy ſhall be ſeen, 

All ſhall be happy on the green; 

For we'll caſt all our care away, 

| When Damon weds his Philida, 


The roſe and lily we'll entwine, - 


And ev'ry pleaſing flower we'll joins 


And make a chaplet fair and gay, 

To deck the lovely Philida, 

Beneath their feet we flowers will trewy 
And garlands hang on ev'ry bough; 

And all to grace the wedding-day 


| Of Damon and his Philida, 


© AIREST iſle, all iſles excellings 
Seat of pleaſure and of love, 
Venus here will chuſe hec dwelling, 
And ſorſake her Cyprian grove 
Cupid, from his favourite nation, 
Care and envy will remove, 
| Jealouſy that poiſons paſſion, 
And deſpair that dies far love. 
| Gentle murmurs, ſweet complaining, 
Sighs that blow the fire of love, 
Soft repulſes, kind diſdaining, 
Shall be all the pain you prove, 
Ev'ry ſwain ſhall pay his duty, 
Grateful ev'ry nymph ſhall prove, 


And, as theſe excel in beauty, 


Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for love: 

| Fair Kitty's charms young Johnny toole, 
So eager he for billing, | 5 
When lo! the nymph the ſwain forfoole, 
To ſhow her pow'r of killing + 

The ſhepherd briſkly chang'd his tune, 


— „ 8 
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The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December. 


Young Febiny ſoon met Pyilo mel, 
Good: nat ur'd, blithe, and bonny, 
She ſwoth'd the lovpsßck ſwain ſo well, 
Proud Kate's forgot by Johnny. 
Coquettes take warning, change your tune, 
This woeful truth remember, 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, 


Alas! poor Kate! with ſcythe ſo ſh arp, 
Time o'er her forehead ſtruek her, 
And now her Charms begin to Warp, 
She's in a piteous pucker. 
Coquettes, take warning, 3 your tune, 
This woeful truth remember; | 
The lover you refuſe in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, = 
132 


| From ſilent ſhades avd the Elyfian groves, 


Where ſad departed ſpirits mourn their loves; 


Poor ſenſeleſs Befs, in atters cloath'd and folly, 
Is come to cure her love fick melancholy : 
Bright Cynthia kept her revel: late, 
While Mab, the fairy queen did dance; 3 
And Oberon did ſit in ſtate, 
When Mars at Fenus ran his "BY 
In yonder cowllip lies my dear, 
Intomb'd in liquid gems of dew; 
Each day I'll water it with a tear, 
Its fading bloſſom to renew, 
For, ſince my love is dead, 
And ell my joys are gone, 
Poor Beſs, for his ſake, 5 
A garland will make, | 
My muſic {hal} be a groan : | 
I'!] lay me down and die within ſome hollow tree, 
The raven and cat, the owl and bat, 
Shall warble forth my elegy; 
Did you not ſee my love as be paſs'd by you, 
His two — eyes, if he come nigh you 
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From eryſtal ſtreams, and from the country where | 
FZowe crowns the fields with flow'rets all the year | 


They will ſcorch up your hearts. 
Ladies, beware ye, te 


; Leſt he thould datt a glance that * enſaare je; 


; Hark ! hark I hear old Charon bawl, 


His boat. he will no longer ſtay; 


T he furies laſh their whips and call, 


Come, come away, come, come à ay: 


Poor Beſs will return to the place bene ſhe came 

Since the world is ſo mad ſhe can hope for no cuie, 

For love's grown a bubble; a ſhadow, a name, 

Which fools do-admire and wife men endure, 
Cold and hungry am I grown, | | 

Ambroſia will. I feed upon. 

Drink nectar ſtill, and ſing 4 

Who is content, does all ſorrow ent, 


82 And Beſs in her ſtraw, whilſt free from the law, 


In her thoughts, is as great as a king. 


— . = * 

H ONEST lover, In Ku, „ 

If in all thy love there ever 1. 5 

Was one wav'ring thought; if. thy flame. = 
Were not ſtill even, ſtill the ſame; 

Know this; 

Thou lov'ſt amiſs; 

And to love true, 

Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. | ; 


If when ſhe appears i“ th* room, 
Thou doſt not quake, and art rack dumb; 
And in ſtriv'ng this to cover, 
Doſt no ſpeak thy words dire over: WI {2 
Know this, J +197 £1. 956 
Thou lov'ſt amiſs; 
And to lover rue, 1 8 E 
Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. _ : 
If fondly thou doſt not miſtake, 


And all defects for graces take; | 
Perſuad'ſt'thyſelf that jeſts are n 


K ; #52 3M: 
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| When ſhe bath little or — 8 EB. 


Know this, 
| Thou Jov'ſt amiſs 3- © 
And to love true, 


| Thou muſt begin again, and: love. anew. | 
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If when thou appear "+ to be withins | 
Thou lett'ſt not men aſk: and aſk oy; ; 
And when theu anſwer, if it be no 

ro what was aſk'd thee properlyt ' 


Know this | | —— 


Thou lov'ſt amiſs; 
And to love true, 
Thou muſt begin again, and love anew. 


If when thy ſtomach calls to eat, 
Thou cutt'ſt not fingers ſtead of meat, 
And with much gazing on her face 
Doſt not riſe hungry from the 2 
Know this, | 
Thou lov | amiſt 3 
And to love true, 
Thou muſt begin again, and ks anews | 


If by this thou doſt diſcover 
That thou art no perfect lover, 
And defiring to love irue, _ 
Thou doſt begin to love anew 
Know this,  _ 
Thu lov'ſt amiſs; | 
And to love true, | 
Thou muſt 2 W and love ane w. | 


" % 
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H OW prone the boſom is to ſigh ! ++ 
How prone to weep, the human eye! 
As thro' this painful lite we ſteer, 
This valley of the ſigh and tear. 


When by the heart with ſorrow griev 'd, 
A thouſand bleſſings are receiv'd, ' a 
With ev'ry comfort that can chear; 

Tis _ bright virtue's grateful tear. 


hen ey'ry parting pang is oer, | 
And friends long abſent meet ↄnce more, 
taught with delight, and love ſincere; 

Tis then ſweet friendſhip's joyful tear. 


hen two fond lovers, doom'd to part, 
Feel deadly pangs invade theit heart, 
orn from the object each holds dear; 

Ti then, 0 "IN ! the prong tear. 


If 


| 


When wretches, on the earth reclin? d, 
Their doom of condemnation ſign' 4, 


I The end of earthly being near;) 


'Tis then ſoft pity's gentle tears 


If on ſome lovely creature's face, 
Rich in proportion, colour, grace, 


& £4 pearly drop ſhould once appear; 


[LEM then the lovely, beauteous tear, 


Surrounded by a charge fo dear, 
Tis then the fond, maternal tear. 


When lovers ſee tbe beauteous maid, 
To whom their fond attention's paid, 


With conſcious bluſhing-ſobs draw near; 
| 'Tis then the Jovely, pleading tear, 


When two dear friends, of kindred mind, 


By ev'ry gen'rous tie conjoin'd, 
Behold their dreaded parting near, 
"Tis then, O then! the bitter tear. 


Strikes in an agony his breaſt ; 


"Tis then the beſt, the ſaving tear, 


A wretched thing like me, 
Heap ruin thus on ruin, | 
And add to miſery 


[The griefs I languith'd under, 


In ſecret let me ſhare, - 2.4 
But this pew ſtroke of thunder, 
Is more than I can bear. 


—— 


H6w pleaſant a ſailor's lite paſſes, 
Who roams o'er the watery mala! 
No treaſure he ever amaſſes, 


We're ſtrangets to party and faction, 
o hongut and honeſty true, 


When mothers, (O! the grateful ſight) 
Their ch Idren view with fond delight; 


But when the wretch, with ſins oppreſs'd, 


[When torn with guilt, me and fear; 


213 — | 


| An | why Koala fate, purſuing 


136 — 


But chearfully ſpends all his gan- EH 


39 
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— 
— 
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And would not commit a baſe action, 
For power or profit in view. = 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? 
A light heaft, and a thin pair of breeches 
| Goes thorough the world, my brave boys. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
Enrich'd with the bleſſings of life, 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife, 
When terrible tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
Then why, Cc. | | 


The courtier's more ſubjeQto dangers, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 
Than we, that to politicks ſtrangers, | 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 
The various bleflings of nature, 
In various natione we try ; 
No mortals than vs can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we die. 
Then why, Ec. 


137 
Ir you at an office ſolicit your due. 
And would not have matters negleed, 


To eo what his duty directed. 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She, too, has this palpable failing, 
The perqutſite ſoftens ber into conſent ; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing, 
1738 
Ir ſhe whiſpers the jud;e, be he ever ſo wiſe, 
1 ho' great and important his truſt is; 
His hard is unſtezdy, 3 pair of bleck eyes 
Will kick up tbe balarce of joſtice. 


Tf bis paſſicns are ftrong, Ei judyment grows weak 
For love through His veins will be creeping z 
d his werthip, f near to 107d din pi'd check, 


MisczLLAN EOVS SONGS, 


Wurd the toſy morn avpearing, 


Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, © 
Sip the ſweets and hail the dawn, 


Warbling birds the day proclaiming 
| Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain 
They forſake their leafy dwelling, 
To ſecure the golden grain. | 


See, content, the humble leaner, 


Takes the ſcatter'd ears that fall 


Nature, all her children viewing 


Kindly bounteous cares for all.. 


\ 


H OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 
On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 
Which is better tban ſervitely cringing at court. 


What tho” he all whiten'd and duſty does go, 
The more he is powder'd, the more like a beau; 


A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 


Than a courtier who firuts in his garter and ſtar, 


A palm more pclite may as dirtily: deat? ' 


I | Gold, in handling, witiflick to the fingers like mel 
You muſt quicken the clerk © V7 ³˙¹ R Harm, 


What tho' if a pudding for dinner he lacks, 


In this, of right noble example be brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags, 


Or ſhould he endeawvur to heap an eſtate, 

in ibis too he mimicks the tools of the fta'ey 
Whoſe aim is alone his. on coffers to fill, 

As all his conc ern's to bring griſts to his mill. 
He eats when he's henry, & erinks when he's d 
And down when he's weary contented does he j 
Then riſes up cheerfal to work and to fing: 
Iſ ſo happy a miller, then who'd be à king? 


"MN Though he coght te be blind, will be Feecping. : 


well 


— — eo ee ee eee eee ere ee er rr OOO 


Paints with gold the verdant lawn, ; 


Tho? his hands are fo daub'd, they're not fit to be 
The hands ef bis beiters are not very clean; | ſer! 


He cribs, without feruple, from other men's ſacks 


MiscELLANEOUs SONGS. 


— 


| — 41 — 
Wurn Britain's queen on Albion's ſtrand 
Firſt landed from the German main, 
Neptune, the guardian of our land, , 
With Nazas join'd, and ſung this ſtrain: 
Hail, happy ifle; | 
Whoſe ſun has ſeldom ſeen, 
So gracious, ſo 
Belov'd a queens 


Fair freedom dreads no galling chain, 
In George and Charlotte's love ſecure 5 
For while the laws his will reſtrain, 
Her mild commands our hearts allure. 


Britons with glory, ST 
With glory crown the day, 

From whence ſprung George 
And Charlotte's ſway. 


In her the power to charm is ſeen, 
With unaffeCted wit and ſenſe; - 

A truly great, yet humble mien, 
Effulgent truth and innocence, 


And when no more theſe virtues ſhirie; 
Save in the bright hiſtoric page, 

Or in her own illuſtrious line, | 
Prolong'd by heav'n from age to age, 


Still Britannia 

Her grateful voice ſhall raiſe, 
In joyful ſtrains, 

To Charlſctte's praiſe, 


—— — — 142 — 
Tux breed came forth frae the barn, 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks; 
How can I be married to- day, 
That ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 
That ba' neither blankets, ne theets, 
And wants a covering too ? 
The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do, 


Woo'd and marry'd and aw 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw 5 


And waz ſhe not very weel off, 
To be woo'd and matry'd and aw? 


What is the matter? quoth Molly, 


Though we be ſcant o' claiths, 
. We's creep the claiſer together, 

And drive away the fleas, 
The ſummer is coming on, 

And we's get pickles of wooz 
We's ſee a laſs of our ain, 

And ſhe'llſpin blankets enowg 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 
Ihe deel tick aw this preed ! 
I had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 
My gown was linſy- winſey, 


| And ne'er a fark at aw; 


Ane you ea' gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa, 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came frae the plovgh : 

Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer- enough; 

The ſtirk that gaus in the tetker, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 

To lade your corn in harveſt : 
What wad ye ha', ye jade? 

Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came home frae the kye; 

Molly wou'd ne'er ha had you, 
Had he known you as well as I. 

For you're baith proyd and taucy, 
Ne fit for a poor mon's wate 

Gin I ne'er ha' a better than vou, 
I'ſe ne'er ha' ane in my life. 

Then vp ipake the breed's ſiſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 

O, gin I married to neet, 
"Tis aw that I'd deſire ; 

But I, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 


Mm 
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396 | 
And would not commit 2 baſe action, 
For power or profit in view. 
Then why ſhould we quarrel for riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering toys ? | | 
A light heaft, and a thin pair of bes, - 
. Goes thorough the world, my brave *. 


The world is a beautiful garden, 
: Enrich'd with the bleſſings of lifes. 
The toiler with plenty rewarding, 
Which plenty too often breeds ſtrife. 
When terrible tempeſts affail us, 
And mountainous billows affright, 
No grandeur or wealth can avail us, 
But ſkilful induſtry ſteers right. 
8 Then why, Se. 6 


The courtier's more fubjeAto danger, 
Who rules at the helm of the ſtate, 

Than we, that to politicks ſtrangert, 
Eſcape the ſnares laid for the great. 

The various bleflings of nature, 
In various nations we try; ; | 

No mortals than us can be 3 
Who merrily live till we en 

Then why, Sc. | 


— 


77 
Ir you at an office ſolicit your due- 
And would not have tnatters neglefted,. 


To eo what his duty directed. 


Or would you ihe frowns of a lady prevent, 
She, too, bas this palpable failing, 

The p<xqn1ifite ſoftens ber into conſent ; 
That n with Al is prevailing. 


You muſt quicken the clerk with the perquilite . 


138 — 
Ir ſhe 1 the Take, be he ever ſo _ 
T ho' great and important his truſt is 3 
His hand is u , pair of bleck eyes 
Will Kick up tbe balance of juice. 
Tf bis paſſicns are ſtrong, Ei- judyment grows weak 
For love through His veins will be creeping z 
Agd his werthip, f near to a 10um7d dimpi'd check, 
1 * he cet to be blind, will be ORG © 
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1 75 How happy a ſtate does 


| He-cribs, without ſeruple, from other men 8 fickt 


In ibis too be mimicks the tobe of the ſta ei 


: : He eats where he's" henry, & rinks when he's d 


4 


os Wren: the roſy morn avpeariog, | 
Paints with gold the verdant lawny. 


Bees on banks of thyme diſporting, * 
Sip the ſweets and hail the daun. a 


Warbling birds the day. a 


Carol ſweet the lively ſtrain 


They forſake their leafy dwelling, | | 


+ | To ſecure the golden grain. 


N See, content, the humble gleanen, 


Takes the ſcatter d ears That fall 


Nature, all her children vi ewing 


Kindly dee cares e | 5 | 
I "8 ** 


a 


0 
be I polfeſt, 
Who would be no greater, nor fears to be leſs; 


on his mill and himſelf he depends for ſoppor, 
I Which is better tban ſervitely eringing et count. 


W hat tho' he all whiten'd and duſty L 2d | 
5 


The more he is powder'd, the more like a 


A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far 
ITban a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar, 


| Tho? his hands are fo daub? d, they? re not fit to le 


The hands of bis berttexs ure not very clean; ; 127 
A palm more polite may as dirtiliy de ' 
Gold, in handling, vin tick to ide fiogerslike me 


What tho' if a pudding for finter be lackz, 


In this, of right noble example be brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other nien's bags. 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate, 


Whoſe aim is alone his on rotfers ro; fil, 
As all his concern's to bring griſts do hi mill. 


And down when he's weary contented does The 3 
Then riſes up cheerfol to work and te ding: | 
Iſ fo berry a . then aten 


| 
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Wurn Britain's queen on Albion's ſtrand 


Firſt landed from the German main, 
Neptune, the guardian of our land, , 
With Naias join'd, and ſang this ſtrain: 
Hail, happy iſle; 2 
Whoſe ſun has ſeldom ſeen, 
So gracious, ſo ns 
Belov'd a queen; 


Fair freedom Creads no galling chain, 
In George and Charlotte's love ſecure 5 
For while the laws his will reſtrain, 
Her mild commands our hearts allure. 
Britons with glory, C7 
With glory crown the day, 
From whence ſprung George 
And Charlotte's ſway, 


In her the power to charm is ſeen, 
With unaffected wit and ſenſe; + 
A truly great, yet humble mien, 
Effulgent truth and innocence, 
And when no more theſe virtues ſhifleg 
| Save in the bright hiſtoric page, 
Or in her own illuſtrious line, 
Prolcng'd by heav'n from age to age, 
Still Britannia 5 | 
Her grateful voice ſhall raiſe, _ 
In joyful ſtrains, 
To Charlottes praiſe. 


— ——— 
Tur breed came forth frae the barn, 
And ſhe was diting her cheeks; 


How can I be married to-day, "WM, 


Tbat ha' neither blankets, ne ſheets ? 

That ha? neither blankets, ne theets, 
And wants a covering too ? 

The breed that has aw things to borrow, 
Has e'en right muckle to do, 


Woo'd and marry'd and aw 
Marry'd and woo'd and aw 5 


| | And was ſhe not very weel off, 


| To be woo'd and matry'd and aw ? 
What is the matter? quoth Molly, 
Though we be ſcant o'claiths, 

Webs creep the claiſer together, 

And drive away the fleas, 


The ſummer is coming on, 


And we's get pickles of wooz 
We's ſee a laſs of our ain, 
And ſhe'llſpin blankets enowg 


Then up ſpake the breed's mother, 

Ihe deel ftick aw this preed! 
I had ne a plack in my pocket, 
The day I was made a breed. 
My gown was linſy- winſey, 
And ne'er a fark at aw; 

Ane you ea gowns and buſkins, 
Mair than ane or twa, 


Then up ſpake the breed's fether, 
As he came frae the plough : 
Hawd your tongue, my daughter, 
And yeſe get geer- enough; 
The ſtirk that gaus in the tetker, 
And our brawd baſſen yade, 
To lade your corn in harveſt: 
What wad ye ha', ye jade? 
Then up ſpake the breed's brother, 
As he came home frae the kye; 
Molly wou'd he'er ha' had you, 
Had he known you as well as I. 


For you're baith proyd and ſaucy, 


Ne fit for a poor mon's wife; 
Gin I ne'er ha” a better than you, 
I'ſe ne er ha' ane in my life, 


Then vp ſpake the breed's ſiſter, 
As ſhe ſat down by the fire: 
O, gin I married to neet, | 
"Tis aw that I'd defire 
But I, poor girl, muſt live ſingle, 
And do the beſt I can; 


| M m 
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I dig 


398 
I did not care what eame o' me, 
So I had buta gude man, 
Woo'd and marry'd, &c, 


— — 143— 
Wurd Famy to woman is growing apace, 
The roſe- bud beginning to blow on her face; 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


No ſooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 
Than, among the gay youths, a tyrant ſhe reigns ; 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what, 


Tho? all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 
At court, park, and play, the ridotto and rout ; 
Tho” flatter'd, and envied, yet pines at her lot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what, 


A touch of the hand, or a glance of the eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die; 
Not knowing tis Cupid his arrow has ſhot, 

Her heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 
Ye fair, take advice, and be bleſt while you may; 
Each look, word, and action, your wiſhes betray 
Give eaſe to the heart by the conjugal knot, [what. 


Tho' they pant e' er ſo much, you'll ſoon know for 


T 4 
HEY ſay there is an echo here, 
I'll try. I'll try, Ill try; 
Ha !—'tis not here—ha !—nor is it there, 

You'll find it by-and-by. 
Pray try again—ha !-try again, 
Perhaps this place more likely is; 
We'll find it by-and-by, 
Ha! Ha! 
Echo. — ha! — ha! 
That's it— that's it: 
By Jove, you've hit jit to a T, 
Ec bo. Tea; 
The echo calls for tea. 
Ecbo. 


tea. 


It calls for tea tis very droll, 
roll. 


| 


M1scttLantous Sons, \ | 


The echo calls for tea and roll, | \ 
Echo. roll, 


Echo. ham. 
To cram — cram, cram, cram, cram, 
Echo, — ham — — ham, ham, ham, 
As I hope to live, it calls for ham, 


I — renting. 
TRERE was an old man, & tho' it's not common 
Vet, it he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho? its incredible, yet I've been told 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old! 
Whene' er he was hungry. he'd long for ſome meat, 
And, if he could get it, tis ſaid he would eat; 
When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, - 
And his liquor, moſt commonly ran down his throat, 
He ſeldom or ever could ſes without light, 
And yet, I've been told, he could hear in the night; 
He has often been awake in the day time, 'tis ſaid, 
And has fallen afleep as he lay in his bed. 


'Tis reported his tongue always mov'dwhen he talk'd 
And he ſtirr'd both his arms & his legs When hewalk'd 
And his gait was ſo odd, bad you ſeen him you'd 


His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 
For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean; 
He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen' d to grin 
And his mouth ſtood acroſs *twixt his noſe & his chin 
man, 
Among other ftrange things that befel this good yeo 
He was married poor ſoul, & his wife was a woman; 
And unleſs by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguil'd, 
| We may roundly affirm he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 


And then, as folks fay, he was not very well; 
But what was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition 
As he could not give fees, he could get no phylicians 


What pity ! he died; yet, tis ſaid that his ceath 


| Was oceafion'd at laſt by a ſtoppage of breath; 
| 


Bot peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder! 
Had neliy'd a day longer, he's been a day _ 


It ſeems to be in a humour to cram, 


For one leg ort'other would always be firſt. [burſt, 


Is meanneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe, 


- 
—— 


Wirz. chearful old friend, & a merry old ſong, | 
And a tankayd of porter, I could fit the night long, 
And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, [wine 
Tho' I muſt drink porter, while they can drink 


I envy no mortal, be he ever ſo great ; 
Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly eſtate 
But what I abhor, and deem as a curſe, 


Then let us, companions, be cheerful and gay, 
And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away; 
Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 

For, the more we are covy'd the higher we riſes 


— — 
Tux farmer's dog leapt over the ſtyle 
His name was little Bingo. 5 
The farmer's dog leapt over the ſtyle, 
His name was little Bingo. 
B with an LI with an NM, 
N with a G=C with an 0; 
His name was little Bingo: 
B_I—N—GC—0, 
His name was little Bingo, 
The farmer Jov'd à cup of good ale, 
He call'd it rare good ſtings. 


The farmer lov'd, Sc. | 
| — with an T, Se. 


And is not this a ſweet little ſong ? 
I think it ii by jingo. 
And is not this, Sc. | | 
Ee J with an I, Sc. 


148 


Vou know I'm your prieſt and your conſcience is 


But if you grow wicked, it's not a good ſign, [mine |. 


So leave off your raking, and marry a wife, 

And then, my dear Darby, you're ſettled for life, 
Sing Ballynamono, oro, 
A good merry wedding for me. 


The banns being publiſh'd, to chapel we go, 
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The bridg & the bridegroom in coats white as ſaow | 


] 


| 
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So modeſt her air, and ſo ſheepiſh your look, 


You oat with your ring, and I pull out my book, 
Sing Ballynamono, oro, 5 
A good merry wedding for me. 

1 thumb out the place, and I then read away, 

She bluſhes at love, and ſhe whiſpers, obey, 

You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 

I ſhut up my book, and I pocket your gold, 
Sing, Ec. 
That ſnug little guinea for me, 


149 nn 
SINCE Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby ! ah, what can you do ? 
No longer Þ]I ftay here a clown, 

But ſell off, and gallop to town : 

I'l] dreſs, and Ill ſtrut with an air, 


| The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


In town I ſhall cut a great daſh; 

But how for to compaſs the caſh, | 

At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 

With cards I can take the flats in, 

Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd; 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd, 


But firſt for to get a great name, 

A duel eſtabliſh my fame; 

To my man then a challenge I'll write; 

But firſt, I'll be ſure he won't fight, 

We'll ſwear not to part till we fall, 

Thea ſhoot without powder, and the devil a baÞ, 


| 150 
Dr AR Katbleen, you, . doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crowed out; 
You never dream how late tis. | 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of play, 
On two legs rid e 
Along, to bid | 
Good morrow to your night-cap, 
M m 2 | 
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Laſt nicht a little bowſy 
With whiſkey, ale, and cyder, 
} aſk'd young Betty Blotoxy, 
Jo let me fit beſide her. 
Her anger role, 
And ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypſey cock'd her noſe; 
Vet here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
Good · morrow to your night-cap, 


6 Beneath the honey ſuckle, 
« The daiſy and the vi'let 
« Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 
& They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it, 
c Sweet Sal and Bel! 
& Pve pleas'd fo well—— 
& Bu hold, I muſt'nt kiſs and tel 
& So here I've rid, | 
« Along, to bid 
„ Gocd-morrow to your night cap 


7 
| 1 

Oos reck' ning we've paid, here's to all boy repos, 

The decks we have clear'd, & tis time we ſhould go 

A coach did you ſay ? no, I'm ſober and ſtrong, 

Waiter! call me a link boy, he'll light me along. 


Obſequious the dog with his dripping-torch bows, 
Your honor, poor Jack, fir, your honor, Jack knows 


For the ſake of the peace hus hell honour me on, 


Gold-duſt ſtrows the race-ground where all honor's 
3 : won. 
Hold your light up! what half- naked objects here lye, 
Thus hudcled in heaps ? good your honour, they cry; 
To poor creatures, your honour, ſome charity ſpare 
Honour's phraſe is neceffity's common- place prayer 
Young periſhing out- caſſs thus nigbily are found, 
No pariſhes care, they're too poor to be own'd. 
For be, in theſe times, wou'd be policy's ſcorn, 
Who diſtreſs wou 4 aſſi it, yet expect no return. 
With courtier-like bowing the ſhoe cleaners call. 
And offer their bruſh, ſtool, & ſhining black ball 
Japanniog, your honour, theſe colouriſts' plan, 
And, realiy, fume honvurs may want a japan. 


MrscELLANEOUS SONGS. 
To varniſh the taſte is, as caſes from duſt, 


Each picture now glares with a tranſparent cruſt 
Nay, ſome ladies faces are colour'd like blinds, 
While men uſejapanning, which maſquerades mindg 


Of honour, of freedom, yet England can boaſt, 
And honour and freedom's an Engiiſhman's. toaſt; 
May infamy ever deſerters attend, 
But honours crown thoſe who our honours defend. 
1 52 
) OCEKEY ſaid to Jean, Yang wilt thou do't ? 
| Ne'er a whit, quoth Jenny, for my fortune good, 
For my fortune good, I winna mirry thee, . 


* . 


I ha'e gold and gear, I ha'e land enough, 

I ha'e ſeven good oxen ganging in a pleugh, 
Ganging in a pleugh, and wand'ring o'er the lee 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 
I've ain geud houſe and barn, and eke a bire, 


I'ſe make a ranting fire, and merry we will he, 
And gin you will not ha've me, ye may let me be. 
Fenny \+i4 to Jockey, gin ye winna tell, 

Ye ſhall be the lad, I'll be the laſs myſel ; 

Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 

Ye're welcomer to take me than to let me be. 


Py 


As you mean to ſet ſail bor the land of delight, 


Andinwedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing ev'ry night 
If you hope that your voyage ſucceſsful ſhould prove 
Fill your fails with affection, your cabin with love, 
Let your heart, like the mainmaſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt like cur tackle be tight 

Of the ſhoals of indiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 
And the quickſands of jealouſy never come acar. 


If huſbands e'er hope to live peaceable lives, [wives 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, _ 

And on ſhip- board the helm is ſtill rul'd by the tail, 


Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
A brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 

And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn. 


E'en's ye like, quoth Jockey, ye may let me be. 


A peat ſtack fore the door, will make a ranting fire 


— SIR 
—— —O—_———— 


M1sctLLAanzous Soxcs; 
| Her death would grieve you ſore, 
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4 WHENCE comes it, neighbour Dick, But let not that rorment you 3 
| That you with youth uncommon, | My life! the'll ſee fourſcore, 
18 Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, If that will but content you 2 
4 And wedded an old woman? Happy Dick ! 
| Happy Dick! | on this you may rely, 
| Zach belle condemns the chotee | For the pains you took to win her, 
. Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly; She'II ne'er in child-bed die, 
But we, your friends, rejoice, | Unleſs the devil's in her 
, That you have judg'd fo rightly 2 | Fo Happy Dic? 
. Happy Dick ! Some have the name of hell 
Though odd to ſome it ſounds, _ To matrimony given; 
That on threeſcore you ventur'd How falſly you can tell, 
Yet in ten thouſand pounds Who find it ſuch a heaven: 
Ten thouſand charms are center d: Happy Dick ! 
; : Happy Diet Y Wich you, each day and nigh} 
Beauty, we know, will fade, | Is crown'd with joy and gladneſy3 
As doth the ſhort liv'd flower; | While envious virgins bite 
Nor can the faireſt maid | The hated ſheets for madneſs; 
Inſure her bloom an hour: 3 Happy Dick ! 
” | Happy Dick 7 Wich fpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 
Then wiſely you reſigns 


| : F had miſs'd in any other 
For ſixty , charms 10 tranfientz j And when you've hes — 
As the curious value coin 5 


. ay you have ſuch another 1 
The more for being ancient 3 ! _y Happy Dick * | 1 
Happy Dick ! . 
: f Obſerving hence, by you 
it With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee la marriage ſuch decorum, 
e The fading beauties round her. | Our wiſer youth ſhall do 
e. And the herfelf ſtill be { As you have done before em 5 
; Happy Dick! | | 


. e 6 1 — 
7 Oft is the married ſtate | My wife the died laſt Saturday night, 
| With jealouſies attended; | Il buried her on the Sunday + | 
es And hence, through foul debate ö [ c>urted another, in coming from church, 
1 Are nuptial Joys ſuſpended: I And1 married again on Monday. 
8 e on Tueſday aftet, I flole a horſe; 
7 . - : iy a ter, 0 e a or ez 
l. But 2 with ſuch a wife, On Wedneſday apprehended; | 
No jealous fears are under 3 On Thurſday, I was tried and caft, 
She's yours alone, for life, 


Happy Diet © nz 


8 pa — * 39e - Sat RI 
* ae clini — on 
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NE W SONGS ſung at Public Places in 1784. 


HEN I was of a tender age, 
And in my youthful prime, 
My mother oft wou'd itt a rage, 
Cry, girl take care in time; 
For vou are now ſo forward grown, 
The men will you purſue, 


And all the day this was her tone 
Mind, huſſey, what you do ! 


Regardleſs of her fond advice, 
I haſten o'er the plain, 
Where I was courted in a trice, 
By each young ſylvan ſwain 5 
Vet by the bye, I muſt declare, 
I virtue had in view, ' 
Altho' my mother cry'd beware, 
Mind, huſſey, what you do. 


To Damon, gayeſt of the green, 
I gave my youthful hand; 
His blooming face and comely mien 
I cou'd not well withſtand ; 

But ſtrait to church we tript away, 
W.th hearts both firm and true, 
Ah then my mother ceas'd to lay 
Mind, hufley, what you do! 


Ye lafles all attend to me, 
And hence this leſſon learn, 
When to your mind a man you ſee, 
Ne'er look moroſe or ſtern ; 
But take him with a free good will, 
Snould he have love for you, 
Altbo' your mother's crying ſtiil, 
Nia, hy:! TIP what you do! 


—ͤ—— — — 


| 


—— — — 
Let poets praiſe the flow'ry mead, 
The moſs-clad hill, the dale; 
The ſhepherd piping on his reed, 
The mai4 with milking pail ; 


| The lark who ſoars on pinions high, 


Or ſweetly purling rill, 
While I breath forth a tender figh 
For Melly of the Mill. 


In vain to ſing her charms I try, 
And all her bezuties trace; 
Such brilliancy informs her Eye, 
Such excellence her-face, 
Her eaſy ſhape, engaging air 
My breaſt with tranſport fill; 
No nymph ſo pleaſing or ſo fair 
As Molly of the Mill, 


"Tis not her perſon charms alone, 
The beauties of her mind; 

Wit, fenſe, and ſentiment, we on, 
In her are all combin'd; 


* ] Such is the nymph who ſways my heart, 


In murmuiing ſounds, let the brook fofily fay, 


And makes my boſom thrill, 
Adorn'd by nature more than art, 
Sweet Molly of the Mill. 


3 ——— 
For the brook and the willow forſaking the plaing 
Young Celia came mournfully ſpeaking her pain, 
Soft zephyrs and willow, kind brook lend your aid, 
Regard the complaint of a wrerched fond maid, 
To the wiliow, the willow complain: 
While echo repeats the ſad cauſe of my pain. 


If the man that I love ſhould here chance to ſtray® 


Fox 


* 


— — 


; New 

For you ev'ry ſhepherd ſhe us'd with diſdain, 

But Strepbon, alas, is a falſe-hearted ſwain. 
To the willow, Sc. [enſoare 

For the ſake of the nymph, whom your wit did 

Add a tear to the brook, add a ſigh to the air; 

But if your hard heart doth relentleſs remain, 


May you love as I love, and like me love in vain, | 


To the willow, &c, 


Wern ara my ſage mother began to adviſe, 
© Deareſt Nancy (ſaid ſhe) to be virtuous and good, 
To treacherous man ſhut your ears and your eyes. 
I promis*d for certain I wou'd if I cou'd,  [fair, 
On the green when I danc'd, and the lads call'd me 
While fighing and flatt'ring on tip-toe they ſtood, 
They begg'd I'd believe them their Vows were fin- 
I told them I certainly wou'd if I cou'd, [cere; 


And when my dear Jockey appear'd on the plain, 
Each elderly maiden and ill-natur'd prude, 
All bid me beware of the blooming young ſwain. 
I ſaid with a figh I wou'd if J cou'd, [ maid; 
He approach'd with delight, and call'd me ſweet 
Then whiſper'd with all the reſpect that he ſhou'd 
If I offer'd my hand, you'd refuſe, I'm afraid 
J, laughing, reply'd, I wou'd if I cou'd, 


Thoſe ſmiles are propitious, the ſhepherd then cry'd 
Thy meaning, tho' humble, be ſoon underſtood, 
We'll meet in the morn, & I'll make you my bride, 
I promis'd, with bluſhes, I wou'd if I cou'd. 
We met this bleſt morning, and haſten'd away, 
For my ſhepherd is honeſt, and faithful, and good 
And I, ſimple I, ſaid I'd love and obey ; 
But certainly meant, that I wou'd if I cou'd, 


< 
Warn dewy morn A beams bright, 
Invite our nymphs to ſport and play 
To me their ſongs give no delight, 
Love tunes my ſad and mournful lay; 
And all the day long, 
I fing this ſad ſong, 8 
Return to my arms, my dear ſwain; | 


” O love bring TM here, 


SONGS, 403 
To baniſh my care, 
Or give me my heart back again, 
He promis'd he ſoon wou'd return, 
While tender fighs beſpake his truth 
Yet ftill my Jemmy do I mourn, 
I till lament the abſent youth. 
And all the day long, &c, 

Thus Jenny ſung among the broom, _ 
Where liſt'ning ſtood her conſtant ſwainz 
The lad came forth, ſhe ken'd him ſoon, 

And carroll'd ſweet her alter'd firain, 
Now all the day long, 
Love and joy claims my ſong gz 
For Jemmy once more cheers our plain; 
Fond love brought him here, 
To baniſh my care, 3 
Not to—give me my heart back again. 


1 Told a ſweet damfel a tender ſoft tale, 
Each eve as we ſat in the ſhade, 
In hopes that in time my fond ſuit might prevada 
For ſhe was a delicate maid. | 
I ſaid that my love was ſo ardent and true, 
That nothing my paſſion cou'd cure, 
But ſhe only anſwer'd, ah! what will you do? 
"Tis a pity indeed to be ſure, 


I play'd on my pipe, and ſung a ſoft ſong, 
The ſentiments warm from my heart : 


She liſten'd attentive, but then ere twas long, 


Declar'd it was time to depart. | 
I preſs'd her white hand with a languiſhing ſmile, 
And ſaid, pity the pangs I endure, 
But no other anſwer cou'd gain all the while, 
Than, pity indeed to be ſure. 
At length little Cupid aſſiſted my plan, 
To ſoften the nymph to my mind, 
My wiſhes to crown, and my heart more trepan, 
She ſoon became tender and. kind; | 
To church the next day ſhe conſen.ed to go, 
Suſpenſe I no longer endure, _ 5 
For wedlock's the greateſt delight we can know, | 
'Tis charming indeed to be ſure, COME, 
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2 
Coux, and crown your Billy's wiſhes, 
Vain's the taſk you now purſue ; 
Leave, O leave, thoſe pewter diſhes, 
Think not they can ſhine like you. 


What, tho' curling ſtreams around thee, 
Quick in circling eddies play, 

Beauty's luſtre might confound me, 
Did not thoſe obſcure its ray. 


While you ſcour that radiant pewter, 
Which reflects dur roſy hue ; 
Who'd not wiſh to be a ſuitor 
To its bright reflexion too. 
8 — | 
ForTuNe's like a tight—or flip ſhoe, 
As Ive heard that poets ſay; 
If tight it galls—if looſe it trips you 
So III keep the middling way. 
Tight ſhoe nips you 
Looſe ih oe trips you 
Nips you, 
| Trips you; 
So I'll keep the middling way. 


SINCE I feel I am growing old, 
Let me not united prove 
Fire and water heat and cold 
The ſcythe of time and ſhaft of loves 


But would you know the art 
Of poſſeſſing the heart, 
Unrivall's fix'd - conſtant and kind, 
That loves you — not your pelf, 
Fall in love — with yourſelf, 


And the devil a rival you'll find. 


10 — 


BiLLy B- la ſcorns to rank with thoſe flimſy 


Who with heelpiec'd conftitution, and with never 
| Yawnout a life of pleaſure: [ paid for clothes, 
They faintly ſqueeze the band, while I boldly 

ſqueeze the toe; | 
But *tis all in the way of bufineſs, tho' the ladies 
Pt the foot and the heart 1 take mcaſure, | 


4 
TRE Gag through the foreſt, when rouz's by the 


Taaſhy beaux 


ſcry out oh] 


NEwW SONGS. | 
Like a double channel pump, & as ſmart as a ſeal. 


ſkin ſhoe, [ wear out two, 


{ Tho' I don' much look the beau—but egad III 


| Who yawn out life a pleaſure, 

And faintly 1queeze the band! while I bold 
ſ{queeze the toe, [cry out ob | 

F or 'tis thus I fit the ladies, tho' they ſometime 

| Of the foot and the heart JI take meaſure, 


11 


[horny 


Sore frighted, high · bounding. flies wretched, forlorn 
Quick panting heart burſting, the hounds nowinview 
Speed doubles! ſpeed doubles ! they eager purſue, 
| Bur ſcaping the hunters again through the groves, 
Forgetting paſt evils, with freedom he rove 
Not ſo in his ſoul who from tyrant love flies, 
The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing he dies, 

12 


| Bear on my heart, eyes pour your tears, 


Corroding grief conſumes my years; 
As thou, my girl, I once was glad, 
But now a widow ever ſad. 


Love made me happy for a while, 

And tben, like thee, I'd chearful ſmiles 
Now like the willow droops my head, 

I moura a lover huſband dead. 
12— 


] Wrrn cruel parents ſullen frown, 
| And loud complaints and chidings ſtun me, 


I cry, © alas! if 'm undone, 


1% *Tijs love, dear love! that has undone me.“ 


Oh how happy, happy e'en in ruin! 

What pleaſures flow from my undoing ! 
My parents, friends, were all forgot, 

When once my true love came a- wooing! 


No terrors from the world J ſee, 
No fear of babblers I diſcover; 
Talk on, gay world ! the world to me 
| Is my dear conſtant, conſtant lover! | 
O how happy &ce 


Can ye, ve old, refuſe conſent * 


For 


Oh let not rigid rules entrap ye} 


For 
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For what means prudence, buſc content? 
Or what content, but to be happy? 
br Oh how happy, happy! Sc. 
x I — 18 
As once a gentle red- breaſt took his ſtand, 
To chant his ſong upon Eliza's hund; 
Viewing the garden with a wiſhful eye, 
He from his lovely miſtreſs ſtrove to fly: 
Alam d, ſhe caught him quickly to her breaſt, 
And thus the fooliſh flutt'ring bird addreſs'd: 


« What though, when morning gilds the plain, 
% And nature's ſongſters crowd the ſpray, 

« You never trill your love-taught ſtrain, 
© Melodious to the bright'ning day: 


« Torn from its mite, thou ne'er ſhalt know 
« What pangs a lover's breaſt invade, 

„ Nor pour thy tale of tender woe | 
% Mid the dark foteſt's dreary ſnade. ; 


The faithful Damon, who bad ſcen him ſip 
Ambroſial fragrance from Elixa's lip, 

Han heard him oft his plaintive notes prolong, 

And {:oth her with his ſoft enchanting ſong, 

To his feather'd friend this leon did impart, 
Which ſoon recall'd and fix'd his wand'ring heart: 


„Sweet ſocial bird, contented reſt, 
& Eliza's captive ſtill remain, 

„% With ev'ry kind endearment bleſt 
« *Tis liberty to wear her chain. 


& Then {well for her thy little throat, 
For her attune thy ſweeteſt lay 

i Her beauty will inſpire each note, 
« Her ſmiles thy labour v ell repay,” 


N — 1 0 

A where is my Damon, ye ſongſters, ah where! 
Say, what can occaſion his ſtay ? 

He prefs'd me to go with him o ce to the fair, 
And ] told him it muſt be to day: 

When he aſk d my conſent, I agreed with a ſmile, 
And ſoon as we ſettled the plan, | 

He promis'd to wait for me here at the ſtile, 
And I'm certain he'll come if he can, 


— — 


New Sonos. | „ 
| But 'tis not the crowd of the village I feel, 


| 


7 ids 


Nor does Damon delight in ſuch joys ; , 1 

For well I remember he told me laſt weekyg - - 
Content fled from tumult and noiſe : 

His heart is a ſtranger to falſhood and guile 
No virgin he ſtrives'to trepa't ; 

He promis'd to wait for me here at the ſti le, 
And I'm certain he'ilcome if he can. 


Though great folks, to make me a wife may be 
Though Damon no riches can boaſt, [ glad, 
From his childhood he ſhar'd with me all that he 
And his kindneſs ſhall never be loſt, [ had, - 
As a boy I partook of his ſports and his toil, 
So bis fortunes Il» ſhare as a man 


| He promis'd to wait for me here at the ſtile, 


And I'm certain he'll come if he can, 


WW — 16 

HEN o'er the downs, at early day, 
My lowland Willy hi'd him 

With joy I drove my cows that way, 
In milking to abide him; 

My bonny bonny lowland Vill, 
My bonny lowland Willy ; 

My bonny bonny, &c. 
O love, to ſhew thy pow'r divine, 


| Make the lowland laddy mine, 


My bonny bonny, c. 


"Twas o'er the downs he firſt began 
To tell how well he lov'd me; 
Cou'd I refuſe the charming man 
Ah! no, his paſſion moy'd me. 
My bonny bonny, Sc I 
My Willy's love to me is joy, 
I own'd it ſoon believe me; 
To Kirk I'll hie me wi' the boy, 
For he will ne'er deceive me. 
My bonny bonny, Cc. 


W. UU 

| HAT virgin or ſhepherd in valley or grove, 
Will envy my innocent lays, 

The ſong of the heart and the offspring of love, 


When ſung in my Corydon's praiſe, Q'er 
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O'er brook and o'er brake as he hies to the bow'r, 
How lightſome my ſhepherd can trip, 

And ſure when of love he deſcribes tho ſoft power, 

t The honey dew drops from his lip. 


How ſweet is the prim. ofe the violet how ſweet, 
And ſweet is the eglantine breeze, 1 
But Corydon's kiſs when by moonlight we meet, 
To me is far ſweeter than theſe 
I bluſk at his raptures, I hear all his vows, 
I figh when J offer to ſpeak 
And oh what delight my fond hoſom o'erflows, 
' Whenl feel the ſoit touch of his cheek. 


Reſponſive and ſhrill be the notes from the ſpray, 
Let the pipe thro' the village reſound, 
Be ſmiles in each face O ye ſhepherds to day, 
And ring the bells merrily round: | 
Your favours prepare my companions with ſpeed, 
Aſſiſt me my bluſhes to hide, 
A twelvemonth ago on this day I agreed, 
To be my lov'd Corydon's * 
1 — — 
W HILE abſent from the ſwain I love, 
Tho” dull each ſeaſon of the year, 
I know his mind can never rove, 
And {till to him I'll prove ſincere, 
123 While abſent, Sc. 


Wbat are all the beaux of pleaſure, 
That around the city rove, 

Or che miſers wealth or treaſure, 
To the ſhepherd I approve, 

He has ev'ry charm to pleaſe me, 
He alone is my deſire, 

Ceaſe ye coxcombs then to teaze me, 
Damon only I admire, 

Damon, &c. 


N ſearch of ſome lambs from my flocks that had 

One morning I roam'd o'er the plain, Iſtray'd, 
But alas, after all the enquiries I made, | 

I found it was labour in vain, | 


Then vex'd and fatign'd I reclin'd in the ſhade, | 
And ſung how young Colia the ſwain, 


New Sorcs. 


My love to obtain with endearments efſay'd | 
But he ſigh'd and he ſooth'd me in vain, 


Ah me! filly fool thus I chid my coy heart, 
Who cou'd let him unpitied complain, 
And ſuffer a boſom untainted with art 
To deſpair and ſtill labour in vain. 


From the copſe full of rapture my Colin flew light 


Where he lurk'd and had heard my fond ſtrain 
Now, now, ſaid he, Phabe my paſſion requite 
And no more let me labour in vain» 


A bluſh gave my hand and my heart to the youth 
While he thank'd me and thank'd me again, 
And now to deny a return to his truth 
Lack a day, it were labour in vain. 
| 20 — 
RECITATIVE. 
An Celia why affect diſdain, 
To vex the heart you moſt approve, 
Why wou'd you give the ſhepherd pain, 
Becauſe he's true to thee and love, 
Coquettiſh airs and pride give o'er, 
In time ſweer maid. in time relent, 
The ſwain tir'd out may ſue no more 
And you too late, too late repent, 


AIR, 


| Celia let not pride undo you, 


Love and life fly ſwiftly on, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on, 

Let not Damon ſtill purſue you, 
Still in vain till love is gone, 

Let not, Sc. 
When your beauties are decay'd, 
| You'll repent and dis a maid. 
You'll repent. c. 


| See how fair the blooming roſe is, 


Once by all ſo juſtly prais'd, 
When the roſe its fragrance looſes, 
See the wither'd thing deſpis'd. | 
When the roſe, Cc. Da 1 . 
aj 


pretty things both by night and bj 


Was it aut your fond cuſtany to promiſe aud 10, 
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You preſt me, 
Careſt me, | 
hardly was able to anſwer you nay. 


I hardly, &c. | 


hut then you cou'd go, and to others be king, 
ry to bring other maidens as much to your mind, 
Careſt them, 5 
| And preſt them, | 
ſaw not your falſhood, for love made me blind. 


gut now all my fondneſs is turn'd into hate, 
Ill have my revenge you ſhall feel tis from Xare, 
{11 haunt ye, 
To daunt ye, | 
ay doubts and ſuſpicions thro? life be your fate, | 
| — — 22 — — Delf, 
To court at one time three young maids ye bold 
dow well muſt you think of that creature yourſelf | 
fancy one of us might very well do, | 
loud find me enough of ail conſcience for you, 


Vhat wou'd you have done if all three had complied 
The law ſays one ſhepherd can have but one bride, 
f had been rated the third of a wife, 

.n my rage I had made yon be tried for life, 

In my rage, &c, 

'f once we cou'd do without love and the men, 
We ſhou'd not be cazen'd again and again, | 
But love is our errand, and ſwains ſpeak their mind 


if they were more ſheepiſh we might be too kind, | 
f { 


— 23 —— 

Warn you knelt at my feet, 
And kiis'd me ſo ſweet, 

What was Ito think or to do ? 

With joy and with pain, 

I faw my dear ſwain, E, 

Va! I had not been in love but for you, ' 
Oh! I'd not, &c, 
Was it worth ſo much art, | 
To win a poor heart, 

And leave its young owner to grieve, 
Tho' a dupe to your charms, ai. | 


And the tongue that was made to deceive, 


1 am ſafe from your arms, | "| 


Nzw Soxcs. © 


Get you gone you falſe ſout, 
Your tricks are found out, 
Be hooted for this off the plain t 
May the nymph ne'er be true, 
Who is courted by you, 
May you love, and be lov'd not againg 


I'm not to be tinted in love, 
Nor yet to be tinted in ladies, 
I thought I cou'd bill like a dove, 
And courting my pleaſure and trade is ! 


I I-k'd one for the charms of her face, 
For wit and for wiſdom another, 

The third for a nameleſs ſoft grace, 
Then why is ſo mighty a pother ? 


Put all theſe perfections in one, 
To one only one ['l] be ſteady, 
But ſurely the ſwain you won't ſhun, 
Who for beauty at all times is ready. 
Who for, Ga 


25 — 
Let us fly to cooling bowers, 
From the hot and ſultry hours, 
From the hot and ſultry hours 
Let us ſeek the ſhelt'ring ſhade, 
Where the ſun beams can't invade, 
Where the ſun beams can't invades 

Let us, Wc, 


All our paſſions may be ſtill, 
Near the gently. purling rill., 
Ew'ry tumult of the breaſt, 
Silent groves can lull to reſt. 
Farewel then to ſtriſe and noiſe, 
Welcome ſweet and tranquil joys. 
Silent groves, Sc. 


Farewel ſweet ind tranquil joys, 
Sounds of riot charm no more, 
Rural ſcenes can peace reſtoreg 


Rural ſcenes can peace reſtates 
j Rural, Se. 
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26 —— [ier to arms, 


Wurn the trumpets ſhrill notes caſl'd the ſold- 
Each youth left ſoft pleaſure for wars rude alarms. 


The trumpets ſhrill notes led to conqueſt & fame, 
And each youth is return'd with a heroes great name. 
And each, SS. | 


— 


Fair beauty now invites the ſwain, 


Where peace and pleaſure-ever reign, 

To fragrant wood and ſhady grove, 

Sacred to friendſhip and to love, 
Sacred do, Se. 


Whea the trumpets ſhrill notes ſhall again call to 
Again ovr proteQors ſhall ſhield us from harms, 
When the trumpets ſhrill notes ſhall again lead to fame 


Bright conqueſt their valour and worth ſhall pro- 


Bright conqueſt, &c, [claims 


A SOLDIER, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me, 
His arms are ſo bright, 
And he looks fo upright, 
So gailant and gay,, 
When be trips it away, 
Who is ſo nice and well- powder'd as he. | 
Sing rub 2 dub rub a dub rub a dub a dub a dub dub 
Thunder and plunder, {dub 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me, 


Each morn when we ſee him upon the parade, 
He cuts ſuch a flaſh, 
Wich his gorget and ſaſh, 
And makes fuch ado, 
With his gaiter and queue, 


Sleeping or waking, who need he afraid, | 71. 


"I | 


King, rub a dub, Cc. 


arms, 


Or elſe when he's mounted ſo trim and fo tall 
With broad ſword in hand, 2 
The hole town to command, | 
Such capers, ſuch prances, 
Such vgling, ſuch glances, 

Our hearts gallop off, and are left at Whitehall, 
Sing taran ta'htaran tantaran tantaran tan 
Prumpet and thump it, 


A ſoldier, a ſoldier, a ſoldier for me. 


A ſoldier, &c. | | 
Y OUNG Pati: blames me ev'ry day; 
For having *gin my hand away, 

For, having, &c. 

Unto a care that's dim and auld, 
Becauſe that he had ſtore of gold, 
Yet Patie muſt by me be taught, 
It was not mine but Mither's fault. 


I was too young to think of love, 

Which wade me then her choice approve, 
But had I then my Patie ſeen, | 

Auld Gi/pin's wite I ner had been, 

By charms cf gold I then was caught, 

Yet 'twas nct mine but Mither's tault, | / 


Yet ſince I'm wedded 1'li be true, 
And keep my word and honour too, 
Perhaps Auld G:}pin ſoon may die, 
Then Patie may his place ſupply, 
But if by age again I'm caught, 

It ſha'no be my Mither's faults 


ll, 


